MOTHER (to Surgeon) :—* Be careful, Doctor, while examining my boy ;‘
he bites every stranger who comes near him ! ;
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NINE YEARS OF INDEPENDENCE

NINE years ago, when India attained independence,
many fearcd that the road to political and economic
stability was long and tortuous. The tragedy of partition
brought sorrow and tears to many a family and thousands
were uprooted from their homes. Several Princely States
were defiant and constituted a sore thorn in our side.

Soon, however, the difficulties facing the nation were got
over. It was given to the genius of Sardar Patel to begin
the task of integration, consolidation and reconstruction.
Princely India was liquidated in ro time and a new map of
the country was drawn. The dispute over Kashmir gave us
many anxious moments until the people of the State them-
selves voted for accession to India.

- The assassination of Mahatma Gandhi was the severest
of blows dealt to us but the nation somehow survived the
ordeal and resumed its onward march under Nehru’s leader-
ship. An important landmark in our history was the
conversion of India from a Dominion into a sovereign
full-fledged Republic on the 26th of January, 1950. It is
significant that India’s example was subsequently followed
by Pakistan, and now by Ceylon.

For the first time, with the Prime Minister’s ceaseless
endeavours in the cause of world peace, our prestige abroad
began to soar high. For limiting the area of conflict over:
Korea and achieving the Indo-China armistice the crédit
Jargely goes to India. Even America, which once scoffed- at
the very idea of co-existence, is now slowly and “reluctantly

veering round to the acceptance of Panch Shila.
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HOMAGE TO TILAK

The nation paid its humble
homage to Bal Gangadhar Tilak
on the occasion of his birth
centenary that came off last
week. At the turn of the cen-
tury, the Congress was no
more than a debating society of
educated Liberals. It was the
the Lokamanya who realised
-the need for cultivating contact
with the masses who formed
the real backbone of the
nation, ‘

His articles in Kesari brought
him into the limelight of publi-
.eity and provoked the British
Government into hauling him
upon a charge of sedition. He
was sentenced to 18 months'
imprisonment. As time went on
‘his agitation against British
domination became more stiff
‘and intense, and the alien
-rulers stood in such mortal
terror of him that they sent
him to Mandalay jail for six
ryearl

On returmng to India, he
_started the Home Rule move.
"ment. Few will forget his
motto: ‘‘Swaraj is my birth-
right and I will have it.”
Ga.ndhm had sharp differences
“with him on matters of policy
but he was second to none in
. hu recognition of the Lokaman.
“ya's signal services. And he
" oalled him the Maker of Modorn

India.

viIynTaA MAMRAZINR

In those days, however,
people forgot provincial bar.-
riers and prejudices and rose
to one man at the call of a
leader no matter where he:
hailed from. Whether it was -
C. R. Das or Lala Lajpat Rai, -
Lokamanya or Malaviya, they
conjured up for us a picture of
one country and one nation. -
Today, unfortunately, chauvi.
nism is asserting itself and the -
old magic is losing its hold, .
Why is it so? Each new State*
is putting up huge fences round -
itself and “my own home, my |
own language "’ is the cry heard .
everywhers. And the Language '
Commission has not improved -
matters by deciding to ounmt
English, If we are to remain
true to Tilak's ideals of national
unity, we have to retrace our
steps, and quickly. o

GROWING, CITY

Madras, as The Hindu rightly
says, is the third most important
city in the country. But its,
development is being retarded
for want of funds. Union::
Ministers have been told that
money is urgently required to
the tune of one crore of rupees:
every year in addition to 1tl :
usual income, There are..
soveral schemes to be pushed i
beyond the paper stage. That:
the clty is growing goes without ;'
saying but there are parts of i, #
like Baidapet and West Msmba-
lam, which do not have even’:
the elementary amenities. Be. - !

.Sj
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attractive new look, T

seewEWON thy

mMosquito huisance g
increase everywhere,
With  the 8pringing up of
unauthorised hutg in several
Places, slums are expanding. Tt
is difficult ag it i to clear them,
speak of eradicating
Orporation ig yat
to look for a Permanent and
perennial source of water sup.
ply. Woe unto the citizens
should the monsoon fail at any
time. And never have roadg
and streets in the city been so
scarred, furrowed and uneven |

NEW LOOK !

With this isgsue INDIA
MAGAZINE comes out with an

e comic

. onthe

TWINS OF

Twins are of two kinds, like
and unlike, Unlike twing oceur
when two separate ove are
fertilized, Though oft

en very
_similar, they need show _ no
greatesr similarity than any

- -splitting and
4iof a single
“They are alwa
. and

B

0

“-%wins,
- fhree separate

¥
3

g

o,

i
ﬂi {

“that they are

* -separate ova,

Z..

‘brothers or sigters, They are
frequently different ip sex.
Like twins resalt from the
dual development
fertilized ovum,
y8 the same gex
80 extraordinarily similap

bardly distinguj.
shable, '

e Quads are always the result
30

the fertilization of two

each of which
#0lits as in the cage of like

Triplets may come from
ova, or from g

‘eartoons sngd story illustras
tions are ?y 8 treat, as
readers note. All the
stories in thig issue are racy
and readable ; each deals with
Some aspect of life o problem
that baffleg most of yus, It is
as human ag it is touching,

We invite our readers to give
us their frapk ini

otherwise of each
And any faagible sug-
gestion will be readily adopted.

®  Magazine is, aftor all,

TWO K'INDS )

ings) broken at birth
usually tell what h

Like twing are often insepa.
rable, angd they live astonigh.
ingly simitay lives evep when
parted gt birth, ales of
telepathic contact betweep them
ar¢ many. When ap 5
the eye of five-year.o]
Stocker, of Manchester, his twin
brother William's.eye began to
swell, writes a British weekly,

The famous Gutteridge twing

Were both fine boxers in their
day, and later seconds, '

» doctors ean
appened,

'

1916 on the Same day, Qply
the

three-inch-hi h
badges th s

8Y Wore enabled you
to tell

which opg y
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king 10N ou  were
rate Sbeaxing to. Not long g o they"
~ double fertilization followed by were both secondg ingth% samz
the splitting of one embryo. * fight, french welter-weight, .
watching the arrangement Koudri, kept 80ing to the wrong .
f the membranes {thin wrapp. corner,
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LOKAMANYA TILAK

Thou art Lion of Hind and prop for gr’..eved hearts
Admired by all and loved by countrywnde’par_'ts )
Devotee of truth and aspirant for country’s liberation,
Thy lead is recalled this day, by whole nation.

t reformer with high aims, ‘
?getie; oppression and tyranny were sweet gamis,
Firm were thou, on principles like Mount Everest, g

Struggling for Swaraj, with all thy best.

For country’s liberation, with fait'h in r?aitur’e’a.
Roared like lion ¢ Swaraj is my birth r.ig;t,
And awakened Bharati, with all thy might.

. ions,

Apostle of patriotism, free ;r?ml b}as ?Szcji:) e rations
i e sgcred foils for ,

Thy heroic deeds ar d foils. tu

Na);ional guide art thou, with dlvm.e aizlhft)c,i’,t

Devotee of truth, give rebellions, light of duty.

Nobl)" thou kept up piedge, in life-tin‘ze,-no;itec:dyle!d
Amidst dismal cleuds with truth as s:;refolt f'e anc,] ity
Hii;lrious Hero of Hind, give us light o o;h ol
Ido! of millions of hearts, lead us to the pa

§
§ Thou blasted masses, with refreshed rapture,
é

Champion of Swaraj movement, with un'til;jingl zeal,
: Like Shivaji Great, thou struggled for fz..r eal,
§ Deeds of mighty knights, are to do or die, h
§ In the service of nation, not to reason or why.
:

—By Tirth R, Hingorani in ** Mahrattaf
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R PLER FOR ENGLISH

T, K. Sethu Ram, M. A, & §. Ramanathan, B, Sc,

THE President once gaid

........ A foreign language,
however well established and
however prevalent, cannot
expect to reach the people at

large.” Let us analyse ¢
i}nplicntions. y he

India is & big country, more or
!ess a corll'i;:_inlent by itself. There
is a multiplicity of lan
Unity in the political aég::eg e(?f
the term is of recent origin, A
study of Indian History brings
into relief clearly the triumph
of parochialism and clannish-
ness at more than one erucial
permd (e. g. during the Mogul
invasien).

. The administrative wuni

which we now have, is li?}i;
rgsult of British Administra.-
tion. This is, in spite of many
r.lefectg, the real cohesive force
in India. The British left us
not all in wilderness, but with

- & strong centripete]l administra.

- tive set-up, a veritab
" indeed. te boon

As a result eof two hu
years of British rule, the né;e;
lish language bas struck deep

. roots into the scil of India
When the British ruled, negionai
languages played a major part in

. panchayats. Important papers
:documents, etc., were translated
¢, into English. There were many
-~ good translators too. High
- officials learnt one language in
.- addition to their mother tongue
.;4 duxing their term of office. ¢

7 ¢

Fanatics want to
English by Hindi. Onre‘;lr?lieﬁ
%xoqnds? Because English is a
oreign language. It is not
suitable to our cultural atmos-
phere and Hindi, an indigenous
product, is more fitted for

the i
truax;u:poso. How far is this

Language is o
. _ ne of !
unique achievements. It n'ix:.n:
;reénclo through whic
edge is passed on to po i
which is a sine qua nonpfgt-er;tyo:
tg}:'o;l. It  follows, therefore
toa(.m;lllr;lll)xl]l;pou (:if language i;
lcate ideas from
gerson to another, Langu:g:
I:.s no specific land boundary-.
It , transcends  aj) artificial
visions of the world provided

iti
veéafen developed and uni-

h know-

When we talk of Engli
. nglish
:: ;Or;: ;.;2031 elrnguage we areg a.:)t
arge, i
Anglo-Indian cgmrgggi‘tg rgvvg;rg
rixother toqgue is English. The
ngle-Indian community is part
arfl;ld parcel of the Indian people
Comiitatias™ S5°e0ted by the
. 80, how
:.ohnguage which ig the mot(ila:ll.‘
coxrxngue o‘f one part of the Indian
: munity, .become an alien
anguage without the other
ﬂe:gxommg.ﬁuch? How is it that
10(1)1 . (fbvi)ous point was over-
oke y the Constitution
s, when they listad four-

teen lungua o 1 1o
ones of Indigaf? as the principal
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if the above points are valid
then the claim that English is
an alien language falls to the

_ ground.

In multi-lingual  states, in
the world, more ot legs, all
lapguages spoken  are made
official languages. In Swit-
zerland 72%  speak German,

91% French and the rest Ttalian,
There the official languages aLo
German, French and Italian. In
Belgium people gpeak a kind of
Trench dialtect and a Dutch
lialect. Both languages' are
sfficial media. In Canada, they
jave French and English as
sfficial languages. In those
sountries  the criterion  for
»fficial language Was not the
percentage calculation, They
gnew that that would lead to
trouble. But here one does
not advocate that all the four-
teen languages should bs made
all-India media. Let us accept
the difficulty and boldly face it.

Here is & migconception,
Often it is gaid that Hindi is a
national language. This is -ab-
gurd. It is a source of con-
gtant jrritation to non-Hindi-
speaking persons. A national
language is that which is spoken
by all the people of the country
right from their childhoo'd. Th.e
Constitution has recognised this
gact but not the Hindi fanatics.

A language has to serve, wWe
believe, four purposes in India ;

INDIA MAGAZINE

(1) for regional use; (2) for
inter-provincial communication ;
(3) for international relation-
ship, and {4) for keeping
abreast of all development and
progress in scientific knowledge.

For the first purpose we have
geparate regional languages.
They have daveloped a good
deal recently, But they have
not developed enough to serve
the other three above-men-
tioned purposes. The last is
well served by English and not
by Hindi. This is not the fault
of Hindi. This is due to histo-
rical ecircumstances.  English
has become a universal langu-
age. It is more flexible and has
a greater and larger vocabulary
than any other language at this
stage. The historical fact is
there. Better we accept it and .
act accordingly.

LITTLE BOY : * “Ask your father
< Ask your mother " Can’t you two
make up your minds and tell me
who is to answer my questions "’
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" SHE SMILED AFTER ALL

Short Story :

By K. BHUPALAN

WITHIN four months after

her marriage Vasantha was
a disillusioned young woman.
Life in her father-in-law's home
was clearly no bed of roses, Of
course, her husband, Satagopan,
was devoted to her. He brought
her on the sly whatever she
wanted. But into a rented four-
room portion of ahousea family
of fifteen members had to be sq-
ueezed. It had taken some
weeks for the bride to reconcile
herself to the absence of privacy
in her home. From the bunga-

" low of her father who was an

Assistant Engineer in Madras,
to the dark, ill-ventilated tile-

~ roofed building in Kanchipuram,

it was, indeed, a far cry.

Vasantha's father-in-law, Na-

"rayanan, was a retired railway

official, who pinned all his hopes

" of a bright and presperous futuie
- on his six sons.

Only two of

i them were employed after gralu-

~ ation and. the other four weie
“. still studying in school.

Nul'fl-
yanan had three daughters be.

" pides but only the eldest of these
- was married. The old man had
..peen better days ; his forefathers
"~ had been rich landlords.
. father's death, Narayandn inher-
>-ited two big brick-built houses

On his

in his village and paddy fields
that filled his huge granarics
with golden grain. But he was

" an absentee landlord, His job s
%an overseer in a section of tte

railway, two hundred miles fr¢ n
his village, led to gradual neg-

B8 .

lect and apathy, and when there

was a sharp fall in the yield he
regretfully decided to sell up all
his land, And the family was
moved to Kanchi where the
cl_nldren could go to school. All
his money evaporated when hae
married off his four sisters and
he had run into deep debt and
difficulty even before he retived.

Gopal, his first son, wasa seni-
or clerk in the railway office in
Madras City. Quiet and obedi-
ent,.he did not relish the idea of
setting up house separately and
travelled every day by train.
ﬁf'ty odd miles up and fifty odd
miles down. He had married
his aunt’s daughter. How could
Narayznan ask his own poor
sister for dowry when she de-

manded that Gopal .
her daughter ? pel should marry

-SATA(}OPAN’S marriage bra-

— ught new hope an i
into  the fa.milpy. ~('il‘}!11;nsbhrlig:
brought & dowry of five thousand
rupees and a number of gjlver
vessels. It was two years since
Satug_opa,n had passed his B, A
examination in the fi,g cl‘as;
:nd was 'lucl;y to have got ;L
Sez;lcherswb In the local High
t}(i 'ool. When Seshadri, Vasan-
a's father, saw the youn
bachelor through the gooq ofﬁcei
of a marriage-broker, he was
%nuch Impressed by his handsome
gure and winsome smile. There
%erta.mly Was a bright future
efore such young men, And
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when his photo was shown to
Vasantha she gave her ready.
though silent, consent. Within
a week the negotiations between
the parents were carried through
and in the week, following, the
marriage was celebrated.

IN the first flush of happiness,
the bride did not quite well re-
alise the series of adjustments
that she had been forced into,
in her new home. No cook
brought her bed coffee. What
she drank at eight o'clock was an
apology for that beverage. She
didn't like the food, either. She
couldn’t stomach the coarse rice

‘and the brinjal curry nor the

smelly buttermilk and the too
hot pickles. But she was much
amused when her sisters-in-law
and brothers.in-law wrang}ed
over them and kept on asking
for more, to the embarrassment
of their mother. Vasantha re-
membered the biscuit tins in her
home, the split-bamboo basket
that was bursting with mango,
apple, orange and banana, the
dish of sweet-meat that hgr
mother would urge her in vain
to take, and, abave all, the ex-
ceollent meal of polished rice and
fresh vegetable, and the hot
cow’s milk, served to her, on
retiring to bed. Here, in her new

"home, there was hardly enough

food or liquid to go its round.
Often she had to tighten her belt
—rather her belt of gold.

Every Sunday day evening her
father would come to Kanchi in
his car and chat with his 1augh-

“ter and her father-in-law, He

realised his haste in having
married his darling pet ‘nto a
poor home. But h(} pu. on a
brave face as did his daughter,

though she aever Once alked
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about this change in her life,
And during every visit of his he
would biing har fruits and sweet-
meats, which she would dutifully
pass on to her mother-in-law, to
to be shared out among all mem-
bers of the household including
herself.

It was eight o'clock on a
Saturday night. A splitting
headache had sent Vasanthi to
her bed in the front room. Hezx
husband had not returned from
school as yet. He had been
delayed unusually. There was
no light in her room but the
young woman was wide awake,
listening to the voices on the
door-step. Her mother-in-law
was talking to some friend of
hers, whom she had not seen
for some montus.

“How do you do, Alamelu?
I returned from Banaras only
this morning, I am told that
your second son Satagopan has
married a rich girl. Is she an
M.A. or a B.A.?”

“No, auntie, she was reading
in the first-year class in college
when the proposal came but
I told her father firmly that on
no account must she continue
her studies.”

“My daughter tells me she
looks very protty and fashion-
able. Does &' e not assist you
in the househ. id chores?”

ALAMELU laughad.  “* Oh,
auntie, yo 1 must have been
here the first lay my daughter-
in-law came, and watched the
fun. I asked her to wash the
dishes of the -hildren and rinse
their clothes i1 soap suds. She
did it all so (lumsily and with
her wrist watch on, that my

g



~wome advice.

daughters and little sons laughed
and laughed. And she wept
the whole day.”

“IT is curious, really, But you

must be more considerate,
I should say. And what have
you done with her dowry of
fifteen thousand rupees? Why
not marry off your second
daughter, Rukmani, with part
of that sum?”’

lamelu snorted in indigna-
tion. “Who told you that lie,
auntie?’” They gave us only
five thouand rupees though we
had demanded ten. And,
auntie, come mnearer and I will
tell you this secret., My daugh-
ter-in-law is asleep next door.
Twice or thrice a week she
suffers from a terrible headache,
You know, auntie, we have
been incurring heavy debts all
these fifteen years and we have
had to pay twenty rupees every
month by way of interest on
the loan. So my husband took
my advice and paid off two
creditors. All her money is
gone, But what is the good

-anyway ? Our liabilities have
only been reduced, not cleared.”

“I am sorry to learn that your
daughter-in-law is out of sorts.
* wanted very much to have a
sood look at her and offer her
How are your

‘daughters disposed towards hor?
.They are friendly with her, I
.suppose ? "’

‘daughters are

Alamelu  chuckled. "My

perfect angels,

:The whole world knows this
- truth, auntie. But my daughter-

~with them.
" when she is talked to,

in-law is too cold and reserved
She talks only
And she

grudges them her things when

2 ;
& i
R i
i

phes

S TR

-my daughters want to borrow

them. Tast Sunday evening,
my eldest daughter Padma took
one of Vasantha’s gold neck-
laces and put it round her little
girl's neck. She went to the
temple that evening with the
darling, and took part in the
procession that followed the
deity. She returned home
wailing that someone had stolen
that gold necklace. My daugh-
ter-in-law v2s so angry with
all of us that she wouldn't touch
her food the next day. T have
never seen such a perverse
creature. Oh, auntie, we shall
talk more about it all tomorrow
evening, My daughter-in-law
is going back to the city with
her father tomorrow to have
her eyes tasted. She needs
glasses evidently. Fashion and
blindness go together, don’t you
know? Come this time tomor.
row, won't you, auntie? And,
see, here comes Satagopan from
school........ Ah, my dear boy,
here is our family friend, good
old Auntie Kuppammal, enquir-
ing after you and bursting with
eagerness to see your wife,
But she has gone to bed with
the usual headashe, My, you
are looking so flurried. ‘There
is nothing wrong with you, I
subpose ¥’
SATAGOPAN coughed and
cleared his throat. “‘Mother,
[ fear I have got some bad
news. Where is father? I must
consult him at once. The
Headmaster wanted me to see
him before leaving school today.
He showed me the Inspector’s
directive that the school ghould
have trained teachers only,
You know, I am an untrained
graduate. My services have
(Continued on page 16
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THE UNEXPECTED

Story By .

AT the time when Yu Chung
was the emperor of the
Ming dynasty, there was a
governor of the Hupeh province
named Ma Lum, Hoe was
famuos for his  bravery.
Although he was old still he
was very strong. Ma Shi Foon
was the name of his only son
and his daughter was called Ma
Fong Ting. He was not a bad
officer but yet the people of that
province disliked him very
much. It was because he
devoted all his energy to the
duties of his position and
neglected to look after his
family affairs. His son Shi
Foon then became a lawless
man. Moreover, Ma Lum did
not punish his son even when
he had done something wrong
to others as he was too busy
attending to other matters. His
daughter Ma Fong Ting was,
however, very good. She always,
advised her brother not to do
evil deeds though he refused to
listen to her.

One day Ma Shi Foon felt
too lonely at home and he went
to have a walk in the counrry
accompanied by a group of his
friends. When they arrived at
a place famous for its scerery,
called the Tortoise Mountain,
which was & very lonely place,
they dined in a restaurant
situated by the river, As they
were enjoying themselves
drinking there came an old
fsherman shouting in a loud
voice that he had a strange fish
for sale. He osarried a small
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wooden barrel and in this there
was a fish.

Hearing that, Ma Shi Foon
told the fisherman to come to
him and show him the fish. The
fish was indeed very wonderful.
It had two heads and a double
tail and was of a golden colour,
and looked very remarkable
when it was swimming in the
water. Ma Shi Foon liked it
very much so he asked about
the price.

““What is the price of this
funny little thing? '’ he said,

“Five taels of silver,'”” the
fisherman answered, ‘‘and that
is the definite price.”

"“You must be crazy,” said
Ma Shi Foon. ‘“Why do you
ask such a high price for a small
fish? "

“A strange fish must have &
strange prics,”’ was the answer.
‘“You see, this is not a commor

thing. Though Iam so0 old
I have never before seen ¢
strange fish like that. Pay mt

now if you want to buy the fish
or return it to me.”

BUT Ma Shi Foon wouk

neither pay him nor retur:
him the fish, He only ordere
the old man to go away. Th
fisherman was in a great rage
He rushed towards him amne
wigshed to take back the fish
But instead of succeeding hi
was knocked down to the grouns
by his customer. Besides that
all bhis frienus were told t

Ly



strike him u,ntii' the poor 01&
man was badly injured and
cried aloud for help.

YET, there was one youth who

came at last to stop the inhy-
man action of the governor's son.
He was the son of the magist.
rate of that place, and his name
was Tin Yuk Tsuen. He had
learnt a great deal of boxing,
but, as his manner was gentle
nobody knew that he was a
strong boxer. On that day he
was also toking a walk on the
Tortoise Mountain and saw the
trouble between the fisherman
and the cruel Ma Shi Foon.
Beeing the poor old man in such
distress he stopped the cruel
‘treatment that they were giving
to him. This made them turn
‘their rage against him. TIunstead
‘of beating the fisherman, they
all raised their hands against
the young man. Then, for self-
defence, he gava them very
severe punishment, as he was
ablq to do through his skill in
boxing. At last, all of them
spffered serious imjuries, espe-
cially the son of the governor.
They then run away hurriedly
from him.

‘Among them, one of the
friends of Ma Shi Foon told him
that he recognised the young
man as the son of the magist-
rate. It happened also they
xqet'a high officer of {hat
dxstnqt on thoir way. So they
‘to,ld him about the motter and
‘asked him to give an ovder to
the people and soldiers of that
“place not to let the young man
ksscape,

. After they were all

ek gone
ng' Yuk Tsuen tended ths old
4 ihe:man and brought him to
n |

W

his own boat. e told Wu Kin,

the son of the fisherman, who
Was twelve years of age, all
about the matter, and bade him
take great care of the old man
as he was very weak. But the
old fisherman was go badly hurt

that he died not 1 ;
left his boat. ong after Tin

Knowing that he had d
serlous thing by giving th(:an:,o:
ot: the.governor a bad beating
Tin tried to g0 away from the
place,_but in vain, because by
that time all the people knew
about the matter and there
were also many soldiers watch-
lng every path. He wanted to
80 away by boat but no one of
the boat people dared to take
him.  Having thought over it
for a long while, he saw that
there was nothing to do but to
return to the fisherman’s hoat
and ask the boy to take him
away. To this the small boy
Wu Kin agreed, They escaped

from that place safely at last.

As they were going to part, the
small boy said to him;:

“My father is dead now., I
hope you will find a plan for
me to avenge him, and as I am
an orphan now, I hope also that
you will point out to me some
way of living."

“DO not trouble about that,”
. replied Tin Yuk Tsuen.
You may go to the magistrate's

yamen and tell the magistrate -

everything, as he is my father.
I think he
somethiug for you. For my
part, I shall not return home

{or the time being as I am sure

that the son of the governor

will be unable to stay i,n‘ the .
world as I have injured him sa

can certainly do

gariously. Please tell my
father to be careful in dealing
with the governor and not to be
anxious about me, as I shall sece
him again one day.”

So saying, he went away,

THE son of the governer, Ma
Shi Foon, did in reality die as
soon as he arrived home.
Bef6re he died he told his fath'er
that the man who killgd him
was the son of the magistrate,
and asked him to take revenge
for him. Seeing that his only
son was dead, the governor
was very angry and sad. He
at once took a great troop of
soldiers to the magistrate’s
yamen to arrest the son of the
magistrate, but they did not
find him even though they
searched all over the yamen
and the magistrate’s private
house.

“Where is your son, Tin Yuk
Tsuen?’ he asked, angrily.
“He killed my son to-day on
the Tortoise Mountain. Tell
him to come to sce me imme-
diately otherwise I shall arrest
you instead of him.”

Tin Po Kwok, the magistrate,
was very much afraid on
hearing this. Ile did not know
what to do, He told the gover-
nor that his son was really not
at home and promised that he
would arrest him and bring him
to the governor’'s yamen as
goon as he came home.

“That is only an excuse,”
Ma Lum replied. ““What will
you do if your son will not
return home again? I give you
three days only. Within these
three days you must either
bring your son to me or you will

* be arrested instead of him.”
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Having said this he went
away in a great rage.

Not long after the governor
had sone, theson of the fisher-
man came to the yamen to see
the mazistrate, saving that he
wanted to report the son of the
governor Ma Shi TFoon for the
killing of his father. As the
statmant was so strange the
maintrate askod the boy about
tha fasts, and then he got an
idea.

“Your case is a very sad
one,” he said to the boy. “‘But
I am sorry tiat I may be able
to do nothing for vou in this
case, as the man who killed
vour father has died also. The
only thing for you to do is to
go to the governoy’s yamen to
make your accusafion and ery
alond vour giievanc» for three
days. Then mavbe I may be
able to do someathing for you.”

Then ho gave the boy some
money for the funeral, and the
young Wu Xin agreed to do
what he tuld him,

HE three days were soon over

and on the fourth morning the
magistrate Tin Po Kwok was
arrested and taken to be tried in
the court of the covernorin the
presence of all itz officers of -
that place.

" Qince vou could not deliver
your guilty sen to us,” the go-
vernor said, " we had tg arrest
you for the murder. You are
his father, vyou should have
taught him to be good. Why did |

ou allow him to do sgch an un-
lawful thing? Now is the l.a,st ,
chance for you to say something
in your defence, as we are going
to seatence you to death for this
affair.”
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1 aeny the oharge,” the ars -
rested magistrate &ied.”Y?l‘;! |

gay that my son killed
but who is the witness of {3

o ' That is easy,” Ma Lum said,

will show you the witness."

THEN the witness, Man

a frleqd of Ma Shi Foon-\I‘wlnn}?c;
accompanied him to the Tortoise
Mountain that day, was sent to
the court. From his words all
the officers learned that it was

the governor's sg.a
the trouble. ? who caused

At' the same timo, the fisher-
man's son came to the court alse
to hand his petition, saying that
the son of the governor had kill-
ed his father. This made all
?he officers express great aston-
ishment.

* That is a lie,” said Ma
** Who will believe that myLI:?I;
had killed your father as you
have not anyone to prove it?
Moraover, your father died in
your own boat, you cannot say
that it was my son's tault.

Maybe he was injured b
other person.” v some

o Y .
our son also died in your

. own house, not at the place

"~ say to that,

where the trouble happened,"”

. replied the magistrate on behalf

of the boy. ™ What has b
told by Man Hung was also t:,::ir.l
dence to prove that what the boy

‘had said was true.”

The governor had nothing to
He was becoming

~very angry and was going to

] judge the case on his own auth.

. ority when, suddenl
- the arrival of an mporial onen

' -a.nd all of the
vilisten to it at once,

"w»thln the order it was announced

imperial order,
m had to go and

vbat there was an invasion from

t\;zond and it commandad the
%e :emo; to undertake the de-
f Ce immediately with his
roops. Because of this, the

i‘:ﬁ; h:g dtotge dropped tempor-
back to his po.s tmagutrate went

; . The gov
having pPrepared evm:y%hin.gr ng:;

the war, sent one

, of his ge
;l;:t;g t?g:gtix together gv:ietialsé.
big mrrey ¢ vanguard of the

In the meantime Tin Yuk

Tsuen, having escaped
Tgrtoxso Mounta.iﬁ, ff::c‘le?ﬁ
3 out everywhare. He did not
are to go back to his home, and
not long afterwards he had be
gome & beggar. One day whel;
e was in Lung Shan, which was
very.fa.r away from the Hupeh
province, the troops of the go.
vernor pagsed by on their way
to the battlefield. When the
troops came near him he stood
by the roadside. As the general
Tp,ng Hung came close to him
his horse was suddenly frighf:
ened and reared up on its hind
legs. The general was nearly
throvgn down to the grounu
Rushing towards the horse, Tir
Yuk Teuen held fast the bridle
with one hand and the gaddle
girth with the other. Then the
hprse could not move the leasi
bit even if it wanted to run.

THE general was much sur.

prised at the !
strength. young beggar's

“ Thank you very much f
helping me out of this dua.cngor?'t:
p'e said to Tin Yuk Tasuen.

‘W'hat is your name? Why |
are you a beggar if you have

such good strength 9"

Tin did not dare to tell him .

his real name and the truth. *
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MY peo i a8l Yuk Tin,”
he replied, making & .fa.lge name
of his own by inventing it.

“ Do you know anything about
boxing ?”

“ Of course I do,”” he answer-
od, ' I know a great deal.”

THE general was glad to hear
that and asked him to display
his ability. Then he showed
the general his skill with all
kinds of weapons. His boxing
was so good that the general
know that his own skill was
not so great as the begga:’s.
After the exhibition, the general
asked him to become a lieuten-
ant in his army and to stay in
his own camp. Tin agreed to it
gladly.

Not long afterwards, the great
army arrived at the border dis-
trict of the country. The troops
of the governor fought fiercely
with the invaders. For a long
time the battle went on. Alth-
ough they had some victories
they were also defeated many
times.

One night, all of the troops
were tired and fell asleep as
they had fought for the whole
day. Then their enemies came
to attack them and reached their
camp by a secret path. Rush-

_ing on them with a thunder-like

clamour, they killed many of the
governor’s soldiers. ‘When they
woke up from their sound sleep
it was too late to defend them-
selves.

Unexpectedly, a young man,
fighting like a hero, pressed into

" the crowd. It was the young
lieutenent. He was so brave
that all of the enemy who

fought with him were badly
wounded or killed as soon as
their weapons mat. He rescued
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the governor from the dange-
rous position and finally he
drove all the enemy away.

On the next day, Ma Lum
promoted him to bs one of his
gensarals in order to reward him
for saving his life. He also
sent him to fight with the
invaders, Within a month, he .
had dofeated the enemy. The
chief of the invaders was then
compelled 1o sign the agreement
of surrender and the governor’s
army veturned to the capital
with complats victory.

Not knowing that the young
gencral Tsuen Yuk Tin was the
man who killed his son, the
governor showed him great
favour. As soon as he returned
to the governor's yamen, he let,
his daughter Ma Fong Ting
marry him.

ON the third day after the
wedding had taken place the
newly-married couple  Wwere
talking in their room. Tin said
to his wife:

“I have heard that your elder
brother was killed by the son
of the magistrate. How is the
case going on ? "’

“Itis still held up,” replied
his wife, ‘as my father has no
time to judgs it in these few -
days. But I think that the
court will be opened again
soon.”

“Supposing.”” he said, “that
you met with the man who
killed your brother, what would
you do to him?”

“T ghould certainly kill him
or arrest him and bring him to
my father,” she answered.

“Yesg, you would do what is
right,” he said, “and I guaran-
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tes that you will meet him
soon.”

O saying, he took down a
sword which was hanging up
on the wall and gave it to hey.

“Here is a.sword,” he conti-
nued, “and the man befove you
is the man who killed your
brother. I must confessto you,
T am not Tsuen Yuk Tin but
Tin Yuk Tsuen, the son of the
magistrate and v..ur husband;
the man you are louking for in
order to have reve e and the
man who saved ycu: father in
the hattlefield. With  this

sword, you may kill me as you
like.”

She was astonished. For a
long while she did not know
what to do, as her mind was in
an extremely confused state.

“Why don’'t you kill me?”
he urged. “‘I see, perhaps you
do not lika to do such a dreadful
thing by your own hand. But
I shall go to see your father
personally and tell him every-
thing, T think he will put me
to death for you.”

He was then going to leave
the room.

“Stop!” she cried aloud at
last, weeping. ‘‘pleass do not go,
I do not want revengze any
more. 1 shall be a widow if
you really do what you say.”

“But I must go now,” Tin
said. “I must go home to see
my father, as I have not seen
him for a long time. If you
really do not wish your father
‘to kill me, you may try your
best to lielp me afterwards.”

Saying this he left her and
went back home to see his
father. Tin Po Kwok was very
angry at first, but when he was
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told everything he was glad.
Immeadiately he tiad him up and
brought him to the governotr's
yamen,

Ma Lum was also astonished ;

at this, as he only knew the
young man as his son-in-law.
Then Tin Po Xwok told him the
facts and asked him to do
whetever he liked to his son.

Seeing this, the governor had
to cancel the charge and set
free both the magistrate and

his son. * %
(Continuedfrorh rlvaée jO)
been dispensed with from today.

And I must go to the city to¥

study for B.T. But I wonder
whether Father has any money
left out of that dowry.”

Kuppammal shook her head

gravely, “This girl has not
brought good luck, that is
evident, Now the family is

robbed of one good source of
income,” she whimpered.

‘“ 8o my son is expecting his
father to finance his education—
till the end of time! It is a fine
proposition, indeed. I think,
auntie, this wretched son will
run away with his wife to her
father's home and leave us in
the lurch. It will come to that,
I tell you. How can I fced the
wife of an unemployed fool?”
shouted Alamelu in mounting
fury.

Only one woman smiled in
triumph. It was Vasantha.
She could return now to the city
and live happily and freely
with her husband wuntil he
completed his training course,
in Madras. ‘‘My silent prayers
have not gone in vain,”™ she
murmured to herself. %
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Short Story

A DREAM HOUSE

‘OE, you won't like this.
B,ut you've got to be tOl(i"t;
Hen couldn’t. She doesn

now. She doesn’t know the
alf of it, Joe.

1 tried to tell her, and she
nought I was making love to

er.

8it down, you mug. Doen't
ry to start something her?,
yecause you could, easily. 1t'd
be a pleasure for me to beqt the
curl out of that red cowlick of
yours. Lately I've hgd the
lovelivst dreams of sinking my
fist into your freckled face.

Relax, Joe. I'll tell you a
funny thing. You know, at
first T was on your side in this
deal. Not Ellen's. Why, I
.thought she was gelling the
bill of goods. You remember
the party where we three met ?
“Harry's an architect,’ some-
budy told her, and she steered
me into a corner with you to
talk house plans.

“We want a Cape Cod cottage
with a picket fence in fnont,
you sail. ~A big brick chimney,
white washed. Bookcases on
both sides of that, up to the
ceiling. Big windows, picture

wwindows.” Youdrew {loer plans
“on tho serviettes, but I was

looking at Ellen. You BY

gketched the dream Kkit-
chen on a coastgr, a'nd
1 tried to visualize
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DALE

T len with an egg beater in her
hend.

This guy Joe's a chump, I
thought.

Afterwards, I asked people'.,
“Tlen's a model-high style,
they said, I began recognizing
her regularly, in the plain g,nd
club-car illustrations jche im-
porious blonde in the 1m_pen?.1
limousine, the fabulous sirenin
the pseudo-surrealist page ads. .
You were in advertising your-
self, Joe, according to the card
you gave me.

But Ihad trouble imagining
your red cowlick and frec'kle’s
behind a business executive's
desk. You looked too _boylsh,
too idealistically boyish. 1
saved the card hecause you told
me to ring you up for lpnc’ll
some day soon, and I didn't
know you'd quit the agency and
gwitched to the vice-presu}ency
of a photo-illustration studio.

REMEMBER, it was a whole
month later when the two of
you walked into my office, you
with pockets stuffed full .of .
pians, and Ellen looking
vronderful.

“Where's the lot?"" I asked.

“Lot ? " said Ellen.

‘It would be a little easier to
insert the picture win-
dows correctly,” Itgld

CL QRK her, 'knowing which

side of this house will
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have the view. 1 thought she
was taking you for a ride, Joe,
there wouldn’t he any Cape Cod
cottage at the end of the line,
I figured it'd be a quick marriage
and a small apartment tempo-
rarily; then a bigger apartment;
finally you'd have to give her
either a pent-house or alimony.

I thought she wag playing us
both for chumps. You ses, Joe,
I'm peculiar. My work isn't
just drawing lines on paper.
With me, it's concrete and glass
and wood. The blue prints are
empty things. Who'd want to
write a symphony score, know-
ing it would stay a flock of notes
on paper because it hadn't a
chance of being played—ever ¢
Well, Ididn’t want to plan your
house. I felt sure Ellen would
see to it that this house was
never built. She’s stringing
poor Joe along, I thought, and
she’s using me.

BUT you went ahead, picked

out the lot. You must have
wondered why I wasn't more
enthusiastic the day the thres of
us rode to Knolldale. The lot
was perfect, the whole top of
the hill with those 70-.year.old
oaks framing the outlook across
the valley. The only thing wrong
in the setting was Ellen,

“Ilove it,” she said. Then
while you and I stood under the
trees talking, Ellen wandered
down the slope. She wore a
garden party creation, pink and
frilly. I noticed the way she
took small, timid steps, clutch.
. ing her skirt as if she expected

rattle-snakes and tarantulas un.
der every bush. ., The house
may be built, I thought, but

nobody’ll ever get that fine girl
. to live in it,
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SO v.ﬂg

Well, Joe, as you know, T was
strong. The house couldn't bs
built. The plans couldn’t even
be finished. There wss always

the enclosed patio turning into .

a rock garden, the bathrooms
moving upstairs or down, the
fireplace circling the four walls,
the Dutch doors that became
sliding panels. Ellen was
always enthusiastic, and figured
she was thinking up all those
changes, and it took the drives-
way argument to teach me
different. I drove out to look at
your hilltop again, and hardly
recognised Ellen. I found her
there, Joe. I found her wearing
slacks and a long sleeved smoke ™
and leather gloves reaching
halfway to her elbows. She was

buey spading out those shrubs
down the slope.

Fl

“ Poison oak,” she told me.
She’d spotted that first day, bnt
hadn’t mentioned it to us. ‘‘It’s
such a lovely lot,” she told me,
““and I didn't want to say any.
thing to discourage Joe. He's
terrifically a perfectionist, bad

features like poison oak could
gpoil it for him.”

She’d come out on the bus,
and after burning the poison oak
she rode back to town with me.
I found out Ellen dresses the
way she daes because that's her
professional model's wardrobe,
and her whole clothing budget
goes into it. I learned she loved

you, in spite of your terrifically
perfectionist nature.

THAT was quite a while ago,

Joe. That was before you quit
the photo-illustration studio and
started the commercial artists’
co-operative sales group. I
know some of these boys, and
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n't consider you a perfec-
:?(?Xisdtoat all. I bundled up al&
these plans you a_md Ellen anI
I had been working on, and
went over to see at the co-
operative offize. It happened 1;(()1
be the morning you droppe
that scheme cold.

artist friends vyanted me
to lggng my blueprint in a colle:-
tion of things you'd got t;hery:i ’c;
do. ‘* Auspices of the We Didn’t
Cet It in Writing Assgclatlgn_,t
they said. Come to t}_xmk of it.
I didn’t have your written con-
tract myself.

' i tell this
No, I'm not going to, ‘
to your lawyer. 1 don’t want a
lawsuit.

LT tell you the latest.
IJE};)ngrrlle drove (S;ut to Knolldale
to-day. She took my car,haniicll
didn’t know why but she hauie
out some gvubs to plant in
place of t'lo peison pak. She
thought you'd be surprised.

en got the surprise. There
wfiuu l{),ulldozer grading under
the oaks today. And the contrac{i
tor on the job had never hefu:1
of you. Ellen picked up a rea
estate agent’s sign the bulldo‘yji‘g‘n
had scrapped up 1n the grass.
The agent's a Knolldale man,
and he told Ellen he v:}gxxely re-
membsred a red-cowlicked, fre-
ckled guy pricing the prope}'ty.
You never-bought the lot, qptlor_l-
ed it, though. Now there’s this
new buyer actually building on
the spot.
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I, Joe, Ellen natura

ha?lvequite a bit to say Wl’}t?'n
ghe returned my car. I thu'lk i St
all simply how you ave. It's jus
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u'd rather dream about a
Z‘lc‘xllg than do it. You're a Mr.
M:ke-Believe because you love
living this way. They.ll never
nsil youdown. Ellen isn't the
first girl you've made floor plans

with, b’:)/o

I DIDN'T tell her. She .thinks
you are perfectionist, impos-
sihble perfectionist, of course. I
let it go at that, not wanting to
catch her on the bounce . ..

ecause, if you want to‘ know
W}E) bought the lot—I ’dxd. _ If
you're interested in who's bullq-
ing the house—I am. I couldn’t
let it be just lines on paper, Joe.
1t hiad to be good solid concrete
and brick with me.

And if you care who's going to
live there—we are. As T say,lI
sterted to explain the whole
thing to Ellen, and she thought
I wag making love to her. It
turned out we both liked that
idea fine. PR

THIEF: “Itisonly a dream, man.
But tell me where you have hidden
sour morey I
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OFFICIAL LANGUAGE

Inaugurating a conference for
the propagation of Hindi in
Hyderabad, President Rajendra
Prasad said: ¢ We cannot make
our country fully independent
as lpng as we depend on a
foreign language.” There was
no reason, he added, why a
foreign language should be uged
as an all-India (swarvadeshik)
language. He expressed the
view that Sanskrit apart, many
Indian languages were capable
enough of being the media of
expression of ancient and
modern thoughts and could be
developed to serve the present-
day needs. Now that India wag
a free country, the President
observed, no self-respecting
Indian would vote for the reten.

tion of English in its present
form.

These views expressed on
the eve of the publication of the
report pf_the Official Language
Commission will cause wides.
pread surprise. It is understood
that while the majority view
of the Commission is that Hind;
should become the full-fledged
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official language of the Union
by 1965, as stipulated in the
anspltution, some members are®
sticking to the view that Fnglish
should be retained for oﬁi’.:-.ial
use beyond the target date of
1965.' The minority view is not
certainly an unpatriotic view,
Not all will agree that the con-
tinued use of English for certain
purposes takes away from the

value and content of our inde-
pendence.

The reorganisation of States
hgs plunged the country in a
blt.ter controversy  which is
being wagfed without any regard
fox:the primacy of the nation.
It is devoutly to be wished that
the publication of the report of
tl:xe Off_lcial Language Commis-
sion w111'not give rise to another
acrimonious controversy. Flindi
must certainly come into its
own or, in other words, be given
the place assigned to it in the
Constitution. But the switchover
from English to Hindi must be
so graduated as to reduce to
the minimum the chances of
any deterioration of stand-
ards. The Governments and
peoples of non-Hindi-speaking
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arcash 'mu st “be given the
opportunity to adjust themselves
to the change. 1t would appear
that they are even now.hopmg
that English will be retained for
official use of the Union bevond
19¢5. That date is mnot so
sacrosanct. The Constitution
has been amended a number of
tires., Itcan be amended once
again if the Commission recom-
mends the retention of English
for the official purposes of
the Union beyond 1965.

In the reorganised Indian
Union most of the States will be
unilingual States and the_ em-
phasis will naturally shift to
regional languages. In 'the
reorganised States, reorganised
on the basis of language, thqre
will naturally be a strong desire
to ieplace English by the
regional  languages (Marathi,
Taril. Kannada, Oriya etc.) for
official purposes. The Consti-
tution does not certainly dis-
conrage the replacement of
Enzlish by the regional langua-
ges for all or any of the official
purposes of States. It is w_or‘ch
considering whether the switch-
ovor should first start in the
St iow or in the Union. Simul-
taneovs switch-over from Eng-
Hgh to Hindi in the Union and
from KEnglish to regional
languages in the States may
create a lot of complications,
particularly  in non - Hindi-
speaking areas.

—A, B. Patrika.

FAMILY PLANNING

The search for early remedies
to check the appalling growt'h
of population in this country is
often prompted by the almost
desperate nature of the problem.

INDIA MAGAZINE

Five million new mouths have
to be fed every year. Besides,
the incidence of infant morta-
lity is falling and longevity
spreading. In such conditions
it will be none too easy to
ensure good living conditions
to the peonple, unless energetic
measures are taken to curb the
birth rate. But there is no short
cut to the problem. It serves
little purpose to ignore the
inherent difficulties in the
present situation or the impor-
tance of having realistic, long-
range programme. If is here
that the suggestions made by
two American experts on family
planning will be considered
useful. The experts frankly
admit that the realistic choice
for this country is between
vapid and an extremely vapid
rate of population. If this is
accepted, then family planning
measures will have to be so
designed as to obviate the
extremely rapid rate of popula-
tion growth. The question thus
arises how is the long-range
programme to be planned.

Dr. Lecona Baumgartner.
Cormissiona- of Health of
New Yok City, and Dr Frank
Notestein, professor of Prince-
ton University (U.S.A.) who
visited India at the end of last
yvear and who had recently
submitted their report to the
Union Health Ministry, provide
a clear-cut and positive basis
for evolving such a2 programme.
“Factors now in evidence,” they
say, ‘‘suggest the wisdom of
expecting an incrcase of bet-
ween 50 per cent and 100 per
cent in India’'s population in
the next 30 years. The former
figure could be expected if the
birth rate were to begin declin.
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ing rather soon and fal] to
about half its present level in a
generation.” According to them
the latter could be expected if
the birth rate fails to decline.
Something between the two,
perhaps 70 per cent
might be expected, they suggest,
if the birth rate fails to decline
in the first 15 years anad then
falls to half its present level in
the second 15 years, It may be
argued that to aim at these
. modest results over an agoni-

singly long period amounts to
a counsel of despair. But hasty
and haphazard efforts ocan

conceivably be worse than
useless.

increase,

If it is accepted as the experts
suggest, that there is no reaso-
nable possibility of stopping
the growth of the Indian
population, even if it were
desirable to do so, then prud-
ence dictates the need to make
the best of a bad situation.
This implies efficient and long-
range planning. But it doeg
not mean that the ambitious
projects  related to family
planning in the next five yeeis
should be discarded or diluted.

-—Bombay Chroni: /e,
KASHMIR TALKS

There never was any possib’-
lity of serious talks between
Pandit Nehru and My, Moham-
med Ali in London on the
Kashmir question. It had been
known that My. Mohammed Al
was anxious to have the ques.
tion discussed with Pandit
Nehru in the presence of Sir
Anthony Eden or some other
third party. Pandit Nehru, on
" his part, had been firm from
‘the beginning that while he was

2R
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prepared to talk directly with
Mr. Mohammed Ali he was not
willing to acquiesce in the
presence of a third party either
as observer or as mediator. Mr.
Mohammed Ali’s insistence on
a third party being present was
motivated probably by its
propaganda value. However,
it is good that he refrained from
raising the Kashmir question at
the Commonwealth Prime
Ministers’ meeting, If he had
chogsen to do so, thers wus
nothing to stop him, The
meeting with Pandit Nehru
which eventually took place
was at the instance of Mr.
Mohammed Ali, but Pandit
Nehru has said that noither he
nor Mr. Ali was stiff-necked
about the affair. He did admit
that Kashmir was also discussed
but he declined to reveal the
nature of the talks. So far as
India is concerned, it is belioved
that the Prime Minister's offer
of stabilisation of the ceasc.fire
line holds the field and that
unless Pakistan has any alter-
native offer to make there is no
point in direct negotiations.
Pakistan has taken its stand on
& plebiscite but My, Krishna
Menon has done well to point
out that Part B of the August
1948 resolution dealing with the
plebiscite is bound up with Part
A dealing with the tryuce.
Correctly interpreted, Part A of
the resolution condemng Pakis.
tan as an  aggressor, but
Paklstqn's Dropaganda  has
conveniently skipped over this
part and concentrated only on
the plebiscite. It wag reported
from London that Mr. Moham-
med Ali might offer to defer
the question of plebiscite for

& period of five or six years,
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indian sources were quick t?
;2(111112 out that such an oﬁ'ez,
if made, would be unaccept-
able because it would _mean
keeping the whole question in
the melting pot. Its acceptanﬁe
would also revive doubts in t .e.
mind of the people of Kashmtu
about the future of their S‘tag
at a time when it has embarke
on ambitious dev.elop_ment. pro-
grammes. Kashmir 18 laldt}tlo
have taken the best part of . e
9.hour talks between the two
Prime Ministers, put 1t‘ is
obvious from Pandit Nehru's
reply to questions by press(inin
that they have only agreed to
disagree,—Pioneer.

VICTORY FOR NONE

. < of
n reflection, the sp'onsmsci
Sa.(t)urday’s hax;tal in \Xlebt
Bengal may think that e;;
would have done well t'o a(clcgp
the State Government's a tvw.c;,;
and call it off. In Calcu% ai
was half-hearted. '1"hough' f:orﬁ
sympathy, fear, laziness or lac
of normal transport, ma r}ty
stayed at home and the ma]on‘;;
of shops were sbut_, the gengm
mood was apathetic. That als-
cription may be sayd to aplisj);
equally to the ‘pub'hc rys?tox se
to the Government’s .eﬁm s
keep the transport servwe% lgo_mgf,
and nobody should comp aén 1t
“incidents ™ were few. : :71'8
eagerness to (10 half ah %ill
wo,k or entbusiasm fort ed i
could scarcely be expecte o
be groat enough 10 AR M ces
tudes pile into o ses
waving Congress flags. he sad
is that most people realiz

gll:;ch 1;or all the campaigning
a.gai’nst the reorgamzatxon. aI.)rl1((;..
posals, sgainst the merger ,
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finally, against the Bill, West
Bengal is not a bit better off. It
is not, however, like Maharash-
tra worse off, and that pre-
sumably explains why, on Fri.
day in the State Assembly,
nobody voted against Dr. B._C.
RRoy’s resolution on ‘ghf} B_1ll.
Whethe, there is justification
for the hopes he raised, that a
““ mistake’ in the Bill will be
corrected by Parliament or that
subsequent more extensive ad-
justments may be made, is hard
to say. But evidently members
felt that half of even a badly
baked loaf was better than no
bread.

Ranchi’s mood was natqrally
very different. There, like a
Cato inveighing against Caz-
thage, one legislator demanded
that the State of West Bengz}l
be broken up. The Pl'emdgnt is
to be asked to withhold his re-
commendation for introduction
of the Bill in Parliament anq,
presumably because the Presi-
dent is thought unlxke‘ly to do
so, there is talk of msmnahgns.
Yet probably, after a suﬁic.lent
interval for consideration, Bihar
will recognize, like Wes§ Bengal,
that things might easily h.a.ve
been worse. Further, we thu}k,
people in hoth Stgte_s, with
Dr. Roy an optimistic excep-
tion, will now see that
merger would have been an
error. For stopping that, the
voters of West Bengal have to
be thanked. If the Left wish t.o
plume themselves on their achi-
evements, it is the results of the
by-elections they should be
proud of, not their interference
with the normal life of Calcut.ta.,
least of all the stupid stopping
of trains.— The Statesman.
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BUOKS FOR A1,

It is ironical that in a world
in which there is so much talk
about the need for a free flow
of ideas everything

' should 1he
done to Impede that flow, "o
find out what these impediments

are one has only to read the
bainstaking survey  of the
world’s book trade bublished by
UNESCO ten days ago. Ideas
travel thege days not by word
of mouth byt the printed word
and the “maze of obstacles™ at
national frontiers in the way
of free circulation of books
effectively restricts the free
circulation of ideas. But taiff
and ourrency restrictions are by
Do means the only barriers.
Theve are other hurdles on the
Wway, the biggest being language
itself, Undeveloped countrics
have poor printing and publi-
shing facilities ang still poorer
services, What ig more dis.
tressing, a poor literacy rate in
these countries keeps woefully
low the number of those who
can receive new idegg through
the written word, In India tha
language barriers often preveut
effective communication
between next-door neighbouy -
and the widsspread illiteraa -
makes milliong completely ips.
pervious to new ideag,

It will be facile to assup
that a free circulation of book,
by itself will achieve a freo
flow of ideas. There can be, or
course, no justification  foy
irksome curvency and tariff
restrictions ip the way of
international] book trade and
UNESCO should take the lead
In mobilising opinjon for tho
removal of these restrictions,
But the wider problem of

#4
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creating more adequate printing
facilities and translation ser-
vices will remain-—and 1‘1}‘15
cannot be solved by UNESCO
for it is bound wp with the
economic and social reconstruc-
tion policies of the governments

concerned. There are more-
cver certain risks nnphclb
in the way of freer circu-

lation  of magazines  and
books. UNESCO oy other
organisations striving to achieve
a free flow of ideas cannot be
blind to these. The main danger
lies in the fact that the hooks
these days are produced not for
the dissemination of new ideas
but  as a  commodity for
sale at profit. An alarmingly
large proportion of the printed
material turned out today is not
only bereft of any idea but
solely intended to satinfy idle
cuviosity, It is this danger to

, Which Dr. Ananda Coomara-

swamy points out when he ox-
plains that an illiterate villager
whose only education is the eplc
stories he has learnt by word of
mouth is more cultured thun the
person who has learnt the thl_'ee
R's only to read detective stories
and the daily newspaper.  The
new problem for thosoe interested
in the froe circulation of ideas
is not to secure that the books
that are put into their hande
are such as do not exploit their
cupidity, greed or idle curinsity.
This does not maun any kind of
censorship hut it (Joow involve a
mote positive attituds towards
the problem of democratic edu-
cation, ‘‘ Books for all” must
be an education policy and not
a publishery’ programauie.

—~ Times of India,
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RADIATION .

There is now at last a 12 L
authoritative estimmate or 102
dangers threatening -thu f‘l‘l'?l";-;v'
of mankind from various feinds
of radiation. The world s
reason to bo ;;mtefnl.t.:;’.u‘z.’,‘:
group of American s ‘l(‘u‘
who, through the »(Tfe]l‘ée‘_ : 1
Committee of the U.S, J\\lt;l‘)ll:!,
Academy of M:iences, h{u:
spoken so honestly &b'm;h,.;,.
problem which many ol ‘|
colleagues in other (',omn,..‘:,‘.w
still somehow seem to Shl-l\:
Their main conciusions are very
clear though vecy simple u'lnof,‘
which governments anf{“t;:‘x[zl‘{
delegates in the .Umte.d .)LLX\,‘;
must firmly keeo in mind. A
man-made radiation to whicn
human beings are exposed is
harmful to futwre gcnmxxtlon%
the authors of the l'f'r‘;‘).o'xh
emphasize. There is wllf‘)‘..\‘u;:'
thing, from the gez_.em‘l‘:‘.?
point of view, as a safe ”Iflx’i
mum level thatcan ha L«.)Icr..}-,r'
without apprehension, no m;}»i.tr:.x
how low it might he «.t, J (‘."v;
ther, there is a pol,m:u?u:‘w
dangerous Linbulunce fr&:L‘..‘,f\.Al.
the achieve:ncuts of n o
science and anoclegr (o Lo
one haud and >u. knowleu. ;¢ oi
the biologic. ! provesses b
determine the gonetic LuE- ol
the race, on tuz other. S-.c3
badly needs t. kiow umc}: TR
about those p.oresses and b ux%
the ways in which  redis t‘,‘f‘":’
affect them before we ca w;ol
assured that wo are al.e tu
prevent irreparable hanmay to
coming generations. N

~~[lindustan i fwies,

DECREASE IN CRIMU
Cases of house-hreaking, 'Lll\,"[»
and similar offences are so
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frequentiy 1'epor'ted' fro’:xz ;]IE
parts oi South lem t]’!a..‘ i
i oble foli are upt to
+ant law and order is
This, haoplly, s
"Crima has apprecia-
poased, tnough further
‘n‘wﬁ“x:\ < to insue peac(:‘. Wa?)d
orobootiog of peoaple wirdh (,1)13-
el wee obvicusly nee en.
:~ ‘t.'l\in;; at Gunvir, 1_110 Insljl)e;
t(;:‘-(}(!lacull o Poiice in Anl( mm.;
M. P, K. Monappa, pointec to X
{has crime lias goue dowrg Othe
large estent  and Tchza e
Audhra police h:‘we pr(-)\Si >
clilciont as those in ot.he‘t. 'a.ee.
Onioial <oatiztics all;e_)unmess?;m.
frrom Grvober 1, 1:').).), whenf ho
Siste v.s exiablished to Ju

ST

o
E):(\

30, 1634, there were repovted in

Andara 18,315 true cases.of
venisalile ¢ ime’’, representing
coguisaii ¢  rel ! .
& <L,«- waa.e of 1,046 or by 5 per
£ o [P . et
cent from tis precediug elghg
wiohthi=; awl 411 per cent o
cueh comes w oo detected, com-
aard w405 D the previous
pared awiindd ooin the pre
~)zv>~")‘! Foven greater improve-
VA . R - : I 3
ment was obsoovable in Madras:
e tete. nuneeor of cognisable

S e oot fell from
Gitincss 0 th : i
SN HIRE in 1954 —
T s~ VD

¢ N . per cent,
:V> I ’ L va and M

lawies, aes
airoor unlawful
Moy frequent:
' . heading increa-
- Sabot A3, in Andhr'a,
‘.‘;w‘! ire.n .04 to L1,O69 in
Madras.

i oacvenc2 in the total
VOlnie ol erime was a x'esuljc,
in opnt of lmproved economic
coaditions, including anincreas-
ed su,ply of fuwd us the xoeasons
were  havie  favourable al}d
shightly greuter en}ployme_nt, in
the year under review., Yet the

n




progress in crime detection
needs to be publicised to contro-
vert sceptics or to stimulate
those who hesitate to report
offences under a false notion that
only serious crimee, and not
comparatively minor ones, will
be carnestly investigated. The
ability of the police to maintain
order has been abundantly
demonstrated. The Fovce had
to deal with extremely difficult
gsituations created by numerous
agrarian and industrial disputes,
and the activities of anti-social
elements. A serious problem
has arisen consequent on the
repeal of the Criminal Tribes
Act, which provided for strict
watching of the movements of
tribes traditionally engaged in
the commission of c¢rimes, and
the introduction in its place of
the Restriction of Habitual
Offenders Act. The former Act,
which labelled sections of the
community as criminal wag
rightly considered undemocratic
and inappropriate in a State
-where adult franchise obtains:

but “its substitute has proved
lesg effective, The Andhra
Administration Report for 1953-
o4 says: ""The limited scope of
the application of the Restric-
tion of Habitual Offenders Act
resulted in a vast body of
offenders being excluded from
its operation.” It is in the light
of such facts that the adminis-
tration report speaks of the

“great vigilance exercised by
the police.”

Mr. Monappa  pleaded  for
more sympathetic understanding
of the work of the police by the
public. That will bs achieved
if, as we have remarked above,
people are told more fully, and
more often, what has been
accomplished. It will be useful
to give particulars, not only of
reported cases, but also of com-
plaints  received, but not
investigated, they being incom.
plete or too vague, ov for other
reasons. Such-information will
serve to counter allegations of
indifference.— The Mail,

details can be had at the above address.

S. WATCH CQO,,
30, Earris Read, Pudupet, MADRAS.2,

We have pleasure in announcing to our esteemed patrons
and customers t.)at we have now imported fresh stock of Swiss

wrist - waiches, German, English and Japanese clocks and 1ime-
pieces of attraciive and latest designs.

You are earnestly requesied to pay a visit to our shop at the above address
and make your bargains. We gnarantee the good performance and reliability of
our goods which are priced to suit every pocket.

Besides, we are conducting monthly chits for time-picces and wrist-watches,
Our repairing section is equipped with experienced staff and genuine parts

for all makes of watches are used. Efficiency and honesty is an exclusive pride of
ours, in watch repairs. A trial is earnestly solicited.

&
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ASHMIR

Pakistan’s Prime Minister
fr. Mohammed Ali has recog-
iged that it is a ‘‘good working
ale” to confine the discussionsd
t the Commonwealth Premiers
‘onference to subjects mutually
.greed upon by the partici-
yants. But this does not mean
hat he has given up hopes O,f
-aising the acutely contxove‘x-
sial Kashmir issue at eve&y
surn  during informal 'ta”s
among the Prime Mmilste';;.
Much less does he feel %nh1 i
ted about presenting Pakistan's
familiar propagandist version
of the dispute},} ‘calculate;lsogo
how India as being unreason-
E?ahle and worse and .Pakxstag
as being Just, patient an
long-suffering. At the samg
time he has repeatedly urge
the other Prime Ministers to get
“interested’’ in this Indo-Pakis-
tan dispute, which means he
wants their active support fon.
Pakistan against India. For
form's sake, of course, Mr. Ali
gaid on arrival in London tha.uf:
he would discuss Kashmir
informally with Mr. ‘Nehmtl.
But it is clear that Mr. AT sets
greater sto.e by .antl-..ndl{a)n
propaganda in public th:._[)l" y
direct talk: with our lL‘mln.e
Minister. 1lis first pub 1((;
utterance in London, adc resse
to the Foreign Press A ‘socm%
tion, bears this out. M fst.l_o
his speech followed the fanl m(xi'
Pakistan line of argume.t ar_lt
distortion of facts to sjnt it.
After all, he must have known

that his audience was too pf)hte
to question his facts even 1'f a
few of them had sufficient
knowledge of the background
to the Kashmir problem.
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MASTER TAILOR

TAILOR (tohis assistant) : ““ Measure-
ment—one tape full circle 1™’ L
ﬁBut Mr. Ali was at the same
time tryingto make ’out a case
for the intervention of ttie
Commonwealth Governm_er}g
in general and the Bmtﬁs.
(Governmstt in partwaar. is
thesis was that Kash,znlr_ was &
‘‘partition problem and so1
Britain must share the mora
responsibility'for its solut;lc_)nl.1
As for the lines along W 1§t
that solution should 'be sought.
Mr. Ali had no.dlfﬁculty in
claiming that Pakistan had an
indisputable right_to Kashmir,
“in accordance with the very
basis of partition, in acg:orc?ance
with every other cr'ltenon—-
geogmphical strategic an'd
economic’. Lest Pkalstans
attitude shov d be misunders-
tood as one u. Zrabbing, Mr. Al
hastened to .dd that Pakistan
had corcedew to the people .of
Kashmir the right to decide
their future by a free vote. But
Mr. Ali naturally did not men-
tion that in between thg t1m'e
of partition and Pakistan's
generous and democratic gesture
to the people of the State there
happened the little matter of
the fullscale invasion and
pillaging of the State by the

(Centinued from page 30)
#



IS YOUR MIND YOUR OWN?

(By PETER DELANEY)

THL question of thought read-
) g s important, and is one
whirh provokes discussion, even
heuyed argument, whensver the
subject is raised by the appear-
ance in town of “‘ thoucht
readers.” °

We can be sure that most
stage shows of this sort are well.
plapued pieces of duception,
their success depending upon the
use of codes and similar devices
well known to conjniors ILt
woull, however, he rusl h') as
sert that noune of the 5o ::
mers pos-ossed ¢ e o
wers, though the staea (fl U;
theatre would he tle 1 ‘,;t ‘--/l'w ¥
to choose for o goﬁui - dovion.

g a geauine dermon-
stration. Moreover, it is alinost
Impossible to rule out dﬂce‘. "io
behind the footlights, @

elepathic vo

‘chsplt'e all your pre-formed
;1(3&5 and possible convietions to
10 contrary, you must resonwile

yourself to the fact that N
transference is real. at thought-

It was demonstrated scienti
i s ‘lentifie-
gll.y' in the early days of tl?e
British Society of Psychical
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Rescarch, though at
Power to transfer thought was
?zgm‘ded as being limited to a
EW very exceptional persons.

The name ‘*telepathy
cquferred upon thi; renzark:’tr)?:
dlscov‘ery, and it was left almost
unnoticed as a dubious scientific
oddity, except for the attentions
of energatic showmen,

There telepathy remained until
Prrqfessgl' Rhine, of the Duko
University, in Amorica
t«?nk a large-seale et i«
o_;‘ tize subject, 11ig 1':»')0:'{:» o i)“
lished during tl.a Jllaétu tbl'u‘ .
vears, fully confirm anld extggs
the results fouud earlior in
London,

undey.

St
i

Rhine wused the « s of
?111ke University e e
al “gninea pigy" by submitti

) ] g bing
%h{,m to a wide series of scienti{’-
cally controlled tests,

ag experimen-

The early tests il

N s ustrate the
r‘nultho'ds used. Student and ob-
t,e'\\trem, sat al a wide table, sep-
"}Lk? edbby a large, opaque screen.

e observer held a pack of 2°
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that time’

b

ecially prepared cards, all
flferent, and arranged in any
der. As the observer turned
wch card, the student, who could
5t gee the cards, was required
» name each one. The tests
ere planned and controlled to
‘event knowledge passing from
sserver to student.

Rhine's results wore astound-
\g.

Though most of the students
uessed correctly, only as many
ards as would be accounted for
y chance, many consistently
amed more than this number.
L few  students yepeatedly calied
very card correcily,

Rhine demonstrated conelu-
ively that, by some ageucy at
resent unknown, thoughts
ould be transmitted from one
nind to another. Because none
f the five known senses was
oncorned, the power of obtain-
ng knowledge in this way was
alled extra-sensory  percep-
ion.

But the (ndings did not end
here. Tihine discovered that
some peoile could obtain Know-
edge unkown to any other per-
son and in o quite inaxplicable
mauner. ouch persons could
name the ca:d befora the observer
turned it over | Tven telepathy
sould not describe such wizal-
iry.

Startling as they are, these
statements are not figments
from the imagination of an over-
worked popular science writer,
but cold scientific facts from a
famous wuiversity.

Telepathy, whether we like it
or not, is an entity given to a
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fow. Rhine found, too, that
most peanle sn endowed had no
ides thar thev cenld 2ad thou-

ghts,

You may well ask what all
this has to do with Medicine.
The studies are of very great
practical importance to the
do~tor. who avpreciates more
every dov the vrofound influence
o corted Lo the mind on the body,
and its role in initiating or agg-
ravating the diseases to which
the bodv is heir.

Manv diseases are now known
to ba mental in origin, many
mora ars influenced for good or
bad by the mental attitude of the
paticet—Dy his mind. 1t would
he 1o exarre ution to say that
the courre o evers malady is
datormized 1o <ome extent by
mental factors (AP )

HOW LOMNG DO
DREAMS LAST?

That “bad dream’ you may
have had wrobably didn't  last
longer than ton zeconds, even
thongh it appeared to you to
last vau s

Ter oconle  who  regularly
have dreams woe allowed to
remain  unconsaons  for ten
cecoras only in vecent experi-
ments.  On  beine awakened,
all were vander the impression
that thev hnd Lzen asleep for
at lo.ost an hour.

Six had had dreams,  which
they relatel t the inveatigators,
One dreamer tock helf an hour
to de<oribe ali the cvents that

had happened in his dream,

S.ys Ioen b psy-hologist. Dr.
Alfred Mawry: CAn claborate
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dream may last only a few
seconds, though this denends on
the dreamer. If yours is a
rapid, vivid imagination, the
dream will occupy a relatively
short time. If you are a slow,
mathodical thinker, time will
be longer.”’

Recently a study was made
of the dreams of four hundred
young men and women in
Claveland, U.S.A.

Dr. Calvin 8. Hall, in charge
of this study, reported that in
both sexes hostile feelings are
expressed more often than
friendly feelings.

Not So Pleasant !

But for male dreamers other
males are the enemies; for fe-
males, both soxes are the ene-
mies. For the men, women are
friends; for the women, both
sexes are friends.

** In other words,” Dr. Hall ex-
plained, “‘men live in a world of
clearcut enemies and friends,
whereas women live in a world
of ambiguity. They cannot be
gure who their adversaries and
allies really are.”

Male dreamers have more ag-
gressive encounters with friends
and with strangers than :do the
women ; but the women have a
larger number of aggressive en-
counters with members of their
families.

—Continued from page 9

Pakistan army. Nor could he
have been expacted to recognise
the fact that it was precisely
this international outrage that
firat brought India and later the
United Nations, into the picture
to stop a branded aggressor in
his course and make him :agree
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to withdraw as condition prece.
dent to a free pletiscite. Even
Mr. Ali’s foreign audience must
have been struck by this whale
of an omission in the recent

history of Kashmir as rewritten .

p

by him.— The Hindu.
“SWARAJYA’S " MISSION

i India has immense resources
In  materials, man-power and
talent. If they are properly
integrated, not only will the
prezent appalling poverty
vanish, our contribution to the
sum of human happiness will
overflow national boundaries
and spread all over the world.
But what is standing in theY
way ? 1t is the dominance of *
individual  sgelfishness to the
neglecp of social advancement,
even in those elected to rule
and set an example, and the
accepta.nca. untested, of the
fashion of the day with its
half-baked slogans by  our
leaders of opinion in a desperate
endeavour to look progressive
and  be popular and amass
votes.  We believe that inde.
penden§ reflection on outstand-
ing regional, national and world
1ssues, combined with unrestric.
ted_ freedom of discussion
subject only to the disciplines
of decency, in a journal condue.
ted in a disinterested spirit
solely in the public irterest, can
turn out to be a source of in.
vigorating infiuence for correc-
ting some at least of the
fallacies into which our affairs
have sunk and instal in their
place worthy habits of thought
that will raise the good of all
above the privileged rapacities

of powerful or overpamper
of p red
individuale and groups.p ’

~—Swarajya
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DIWAKAR was the most

generous man in the vil-
lage. To any beggar that called
at his door he gave alms with
a cheerful smile. Once he had
plenty of money. But he gave
it all away in chavity. e was
almost a paaper now. IHis
wife, Kanti, was laid up with a
serious fever but the village
vaid would not care to visit her
because he knew that Diwakar
had no money.

Since his wife was lying ill,
Diwakar himself attended to
the work in the kitchen. He
lighted the oven, prepared a
decoction of herbal roots for
his wife and then set about
cooking some rice for himself.
From the pot in the covner he
was able to scrape two lhandfuls
of rice. He took out the small
stones and was about to soak
the rice in a vessel of watar,
when he heard somebody groan
outside his dwelling.

“Who is it, please?’ he
queried, opening the door.

It was a very old man who
was leaning on a stick with a
copper vessel which apparently
served as a begging bowl. "I
have been starving for days
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GIFTS FOR THEM

without food. Please give me
somethinz,” he said in a very
low tone. His body shook like
a leaf in the wind.

Diwakai's heart melted with
pity. I am sorry I have only
a very small quantity of rice,”
he replied. "It is lucky for me
that you have come in time, It
i a pleasure and privilege to
offer you all that T have. Here
is the rice, swami. Please
accept it and Dbless me and my
wife, who is ailing.”’

T shall take the rice and may
God bless you and give your
wife health and strength. By
the way, I am very thirsty.
Will vou kind'y bring some
water ?”’

““With pleasure, swami. Just
you wait a minute, please,”
said Diwakar as he raced into
the kitchen.

BUT he had to clean the

tumbler with tamarind paste
and ashes and then fill it with
pure water, It took neaily five
minutes for him to came out.
HHe was astonished to find that
the old man had disappeared,
leaving the copper vessel and
the stick behind. He Ilooked
about but could find no trace of
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@ beggar on the village road.
"He woudered how he conqld have
- walked without ‘he aid f his
stick. He picked up the vescel
.. and the stick in the hope of
E‘gm:returning them to the owuor
#: When he called again,
.gl;'TAKING them inside, he nttered
a loud exclamaiion. Jis wife
v almost  raised  her head to
"‘e'nquire what was the matter,
Rukmini,” he choatad  in
‘excitement, “Tool ! The 1meun.
- dicant has vanie!  d [oqoine a
, vessel of gold full of gold avaing
% and the stick alco is solid enld,
E'I nover dreamt thot T,opd
g . Vishwanath of Kasi wonll d sign
= to come to our humble dwellipe
and blecs us so. 1Te hig aiven
'f'us His own ‘Akshavapathpy’
- Let us worship the stiei avery.
day.” ‘

B

The villagers theard about
£ Diwakar's fortune and crowded
& about him. The vaid ruched to
g his wife’s side and showed all

chis solinitude for her rocgvory.
1 Only one man was not prleased
with Diwakar’s luck., 1t was
Ravinder, his neighhous,  who
was a born miser, and wheo used
o drive all beguears an® iendi.
ants to the next door. "7y 1 o]

had left a vessel 1 would
yield gold atall times ! wog

el

thy body in oaug

Y

ene . ; s ST

been watching how the 14 man

In my view, which 1 v 14 Uil
consid=r, i ia nof o

11
he

bursting with envy. TFrom th a
day he, too, bezan to give large
quentities of vice to whoever
eatled Yor alme,

Then one day, when Diwakar
and his wife had gone to a
neighlouring village to attend
a marviage, an old man called
at flavinder's house for alma.
Oue look at him, and he was
convivead it ware the same old
man who brought fortune to thae
neighbour. Rusirder welcomed
bim with a smile and gave him
dovide  the quantity  of rice
whivh be doled out to others,

"g‘lJ,E old man acked for water .

and, sure sneugh, when he
camenul with a tumblar of water,
the mendicant had disappeared.
OF course, ha had left his
beewing bowl and  his stick
beliind, and Ravinder grabbed
at them with cagerness. He
went in and took with him the
vesselband the stick,  The vessel
wist made of rusty  tin and
tavinder put his haud in it to
fnd out whether it wasg turning
into gold, A~ #mall scorpion
thet bad taken refuge in the
vessel siung the  forefinger of
dindee’s  right hand onca,
od o thiedt The  miser
vt neizhbours brought
oo v 20 tn give him reliaf

By Somas

L. you to

2t 1 sound Licale
G0 0 e a soind
mind ; while o tho covo
mind has power i

bodily corditng s

arory the goyond
teelt to make the
alitv as it can Ta.

—PLATO

INDIA MAGAZINE

T T,
~ ..

A Short Story

DOLL FOR {HE SON

By P. V. SI"’ARAM

D>l >l -t M- -l HE < -l -l - -1 | e[ T -]

"T'THE vassenger train was

dashing at great speed as
though she was conscious of her
vesponsibility in carrying the
hundreds of passengers to their
destinctions in time. It wa.
almost midnight and the moo:
had not appeared yet to dispe!
the darkness.

All the compartments were
fully packed and except a few
passengers who were peeping
out of the windows, all were
dozing. The compartment in
which Kuppuswamy was travel-
ling was so old and rickety
that every now and then it gave
a jolt, enough to raise the heavy
eyelids of the dozing passengers
for a while. But no one seemed
to be bothered about this dis-
turbance and all returned to
their dreams immediately after
every jolt.

But sleep had deserted Ku,,pu-
swamy s eyes, and he appeared
to be serious about the cigar he
kept between his lips Watch-
ing the curls of smoke he puffed
out every now and then, and star-
ing at every passenger, he was
gitting in & corner of the com-
partment like a watch-dog.

Kuppuswamy was returning
to his village after a long ab-
gence of eight years, and all this
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{ e he hac spent in the
¢ cgested cit f Calcutta., He
w: 3 not aware as to what must
hz e happened to his wife
M:thamma, and his only son, -
Vo was onlvy two years old
v 2n he left P .ovalur. All his
at'ampts to et information
arout them were futile and he
lost touch with them soon
atver reaching Calcutta.

It was about eight years ago
that circumstances forced Kup-
puswamy to leave Poovalur in
search of a job somewhers in the
North. The meagre income he
had been earning by way of do-
ing manual work in his village
was hardly sufficient to make’
both ends meet. One morning
he came to the sudden decision
to leave Poovalur, as he could
no longer bear to see his beloved
wife and child suffering.

AFTER facing many trials and

tribulations on the way, he
reached Calcutta. But the city,
with its hundreds of educated
and uneducated unemploved on
its streets, could not 1} ovide
Kuppuswamy with a job. He
lost all hopes of making a decent
living, and almost thought
of committing suicide. But,
luzkily for him, Dame Fortune
srailed on him and with the help
of a few friends, he opened a
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small cigarette stall ats stroot
corner. By sheer hard work and
perseverance he developed his
business and all those eight
years of toil and travail had
made of him the owner of a big
aerated water factory and a cool
drinks bar. But, in spite of his
prosperity in business, he was
seldom happy and the recurring
thoughts of his beloved wife and
child saddened him.

NOW, he was returning home
with bright hopes of seeing his
- wife and child hale and hearty
and he had many plans ready on
hand. He would take them to
Calcutta, have a happy home,
and send his child to the best
school in the city. At least, his
son should not suffer like him.
self, for want of proper educa.
tion and financial backing, so he
told himself. .

The train slowed down with a
clanging sound and at last stop-
ped with a creak. Hundreds of
heads peeped out of the windows
and Kuppuswamy was no excep-
tion. To his excitement he
found the black board bearing
the name of the station in white
letters. It was Poovalur. In
great hurry he collected his

trunks and basket and alighted
from the train,

The station had undergone a
thorough change since he had
seen it last, but it was still
very small, The few faces on
the platform, including that of
~ the station master, were quite
new to him and nodody was
there to recognise him. There
were no posters on the platform.
He checked hig things. Al
were intact—two small steel
trunks, one holdall, one basket
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and the smiling Japanese doll.
How eager he was to press it in-
to the hands of his loving son!
He would be ten now, well grown
up with fleshy cheeks and laugh-
ing face. He would not recognise
his father, but Muthamma would

suwrely spot her hushend
though he wore a silk shirt and
Punjabi sandals now. ‘Whas

would she think when she saw
the silk sarees and blouse picres
in the. trunk ?

Immersed in the happy pros-
pect of being with his family,
Kuppuswamy did not realise
that the train had steamed out
of the station. The grand old.
clock in the booking office gtruck®
one and the station master
slammed the door of his office
room with a bang in a hurry, ob-
viously to snatch anhour’s sleep
before the next train passed by
that station. Kuppuswamy, los-
ing all hope of finding a porter in
that station at that hour of the
night, removed his things one
by one out of the platform be-
vond the entrance. He searched
for some mode of transport,
There was not even a singio;
bullock-cart. There were wuo
coolies, either, except a few
street boys sleeping here and
there in the station premises.

NOT being able to carry the

things himself all the way to
his house, he sought the assis-
tance of a small boy. A smart-
looking youngster rose up im-
mediately with hope burning in
his eyes to get a bumper price
for his services. The only dress
be wore was a pair of shorts
which were all rags and patches.
He looked as though he had not
eaten food for days.
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"(Can you carry one trunk
and the holdall?”” Kuppuswamy
enquired with an air of diffidence
in the boy’'s physical strength.

**Yes, sir, I can carry even

- more,” the boy assured him with

self-confidence.

rted towards the vil-
THII?g{e?tzvith a trunk and the
boldall on the boy’s head, and the
other trunk, the basket and th'e
smiling doll in Kuppuswamy s
hands.

The moon appeared bright in
the sky, cheering up the home-
returning traveller. The' road
was muddy, but the experienced
tiny feet of the boy cared
nothing for the strain. He was
closely following the man with
slow but steady steps.

‘' Where did you buy that doll
from, sir? It's nice. I have
not seen such a thing in my 11'f96
Shall T hold it in my hgnds, sir ?
My right hand is free, tl'le boy
pleaded, watching the man’s face
for reaction.

d.
Kuppuswamy W as move
How r:aage: his son also would
be to hold it. He _would al.so
fire a volley of questions at him
to know where he bought it from
and all that.

uppuswamy turned back and
Stliftc};l%d his hand towards the
boy and asked him to take the
doll. The boy strode forward,
eager to grab the doll. _But t}le
weight on his head deprived him
of his balance and the heavy
steel trunk and the hold'all fell
on to the ground, s.mashmg the
smiling doll into smithereens.

uppuswamy was stunned.
Bolt{h El?e man and the boy were
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shivering, the rormer with anger
a»d the latter with fear. Both
o them did not know what to do.
B t Kuppuswamy had a go at the
b.y. He was blind with fur’y
a1l gave a slap on the boy.s
fce and kicked him with his
beoted leg.

The boy screamed, with tears
rc¢ ling down his cheeks, ran

of’ and disappeared into the
sl.adows,

Suddenly, heavy clouds \_reiled
the bright moon, throwing a
pisch- black shadow over the
fic'ds. Kuppuswamy’s heart was
also ‘darkened.” The incident
had upset him. The pieces of
the smiling doll were scatter.ed
before him in the mu.d anq .1ts
separated head was still smiling
at him. The precious toy he
had brought all the way from
Calcutta with such care was lost
now. The picture of h_ls son
approaching him and a_skmg for
some present came to his mental
screen., With a heavy. heart,
and a heavy load on his head
ne resumed walking, like a lame
duck, towards the village.

AT a distamce, under the

shadow of a big banian tree,
he saw his house, which still
remained lowly and. humble,
There was a small w1qk 18.1:np
glattering through a side win-
dow. Kuppuswamy_felt a new
gpirit rising in himself apd
started walking faster in spite
of the weight on his he?ad. He
reached his home, tired and
eyhausted. Putting down the
load, he looked through
w.udow,

""he sight sent a shock through
hi- veins. The boy whom he had
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" klcked was there lying on 'the
lap of his mother, weeping.
Who was that woman? None

but Muthamma, hig heloved
wife!

THE very thought that the boy
) whom he had hit so hard wasg
his own son, grieved Kuppu-
swamy beyond expression, and
when he was on the verge of
shouting his apologies through
the window, he heard his son
murmuring to  his  mother
amidst sobs:

“ Yes, mother, the doll was so
beautiful that I yearned to hold
it at least for a few moments,
but before I could grab it the
load on my head gave way. And
before I could apologise, the
man kicked me.”

“ May God punish that ruffian,
If your father had been here,
he would have taught that
heartless brute a lesson.”

‘-' Ma! When will father come?
Will he bring a doll for me "

" Yes, darling, he wi Ei

1 comd™#

here very soon.

\ You go to s'eep
now.

Kuppuswamy could no longer
gtand it. He shouted, ** Muthu,
my darling, I have come. L
was that ruffian who hit your~
son! Won’t you forgive me ?"’

The door opened. Rafore
M_uthamma could speak any-
thing, he rushed into the house,
picked up the boy and kissed him.
With tears in his eyes, he whis-
pered to the boy, * Yes, your
tuthg'r will buy a new doll for
you.

AFTER a week, the passonger

_train steamed out of tligeg
station, picking the
passengers from the platform—
Kuppuswamy, his wife and his
son. A group of tiny ‘porters’
were standing outside the
sta‘glon vard waving hands at
the.u'_ erstwhile colleague. The
smll.mg doll was still smiling, at
a 'dlstance from the Poovalur
railway station.

Five minutes to closing time at office !
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r“:ﬁnd'm;:_;‘ his hotel yroom

WHERE A KISS

By R, L.

WI[EN passing through §ix
or seven different countries
in the course of a week's wWoik
one needs a stomach thaig is
fairly adaptable and a constitu-
tion thatcan cope with a wwlg
range of weather. Aﬂoﬂ.l‘&l' not
0 obvious difficulty is  the
strarge and differing laws of
foreign lands.

For instance, an experienr:(_)d
traveller when walking out in
Lisbon will take care not t(‘)‘ use
his cigarette lighter in public or
within sight of a policeman un-
less he has the licence which
the law demands. And in Romg,
to cross the road against a tt'uﬂ}c
light is just asking for a shyill

last on a whistle and a fine on
the spet.

Whether the 1ltalian authqri-
tics co-sider that the pedestrian
should he disciplined as well.z‘.s
the motorist or whether, witi
thoir knowledge of continentul
driving, they think he should b,e
protected from himself, L haven’t
discovered.

Don’t Open Windows!

In Copenhagen the newcomer,
some-
what over-heated, might be
stupid enough to opena window.
A few minutes of the storm thgt
fol-owed would xevea.l that in
most of these countries where
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IS A CRIME!

Gilliman

the wints- is sharp the central
heating of many buildings is
thermostati-ally controlled from
“sansing '’ devices fitted in the
various rmams. The thoughtless
Tinglishman, by opening a win-
dow and dronping the tempera-
ture in bis room, has unwittingly
started 4 chain of events which
will cause the boilers to stoke
up more energesically and cook
the rest of the oceupants toa
rosy pink.

But come of the strangest
bye-laws seem to be prompted
by a sense of movality.

In Istanbul any taxi-driver
found carrying more than one
fare in the back of his car with-
out the iutericr lighting 1is soon
on his way tu the law court.

Courting Couples

Cowrting ecouples in Rome
found by an offi:ial in the act of
kissing are fined on the spot. If
it can be said that the gil in
the case respouded, then the
fine is doubled. As the Italian
policemanis paid a commission
on all fines thus imposed he
might claim the title of a profes-
sional Peeping Tom.,

The morrlity code in Spain
and Portugal is extremely
severe, While bathing at Estoril,
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We saw a colleague being march-
ed off by a jack-booted police.

man with a pistol, his dripping |

a trail that |
marked the route to the station ; |

trunks leaving
in true British style, he carried
his head high as he strode bare.
foot along the main street. He
had broken a rule forbidding a
ma}e tq expose his chest while
swimming,.

In Gayer France

In gayer France the rules of
the road cause more concern
than anything else, and the old
one which gives the right of
way to any vehicle coming from
the right-hand side can bring
down the unwary.

The writer had an amusing
adventure in Paris during the
war while driving a fifteen
hundredweight truck along o e
of the major boulevards. Tie
frozen snow was treacherous, so
when a dust cart was seen
emerging from a side-street a
firm course was held in the
pathetic belief that it would gi -
way. However, ata steady t 1
knots it drove straight acro s
our bows. Sudden brakiu:
caused our truck to get into a
skid and we closed with the dus;
cart, our horn blowing and the
wheels locked. Fortunately wae
passed astern, missing the other
vehicle by an inch as we slid
gracefully sideways. A dust.
man, perched on the back of his
cart, looked up from his lunch
just long enough to regard us
with raised eyebrows, then re.
turned to his task of tearine
apart, with ravenous intensityu,
an enormous sandwich.—-(B.E.A.)
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MOMENTOUS DAY

ALL unsuspecting, she said
= into the telephone in her
clear, high voice, “"Yes?”

Clegg’s tone was as natural
as when she had heard it last,
almost a year ago. ““That you,
Renee?

The picture on the wall just
above the level of her eyes
began slowly to sway, and she
sat dJdown quickly. The hand
that caught at the telephone
stand was trembling. Be quiet,
you silly old thing, she breathed
at it. You haven’'t trembled at
the sound of Clegg’s voice for
10 years or more. But the hand
went right on quivering.

“Yes, it's 1.7 Questions knoce-
ked against her closed lips. Why
did you come Dback? For Laur-
ie’'s 18th birthday ? Or Dbecause
of our divorce agreement, post-
dated tomorrow, remember? Of
course he remembered.

“How about dinner tonight?”

A raw, hurting anger flamad
in her, and dici, He was <o
casual. Well, she could be
casual, too, with the man who
had been her husband for 19
years. Because the last 10 had
been mnothing more than an
arrangement for Laurie.
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And yet, his very voice set off
a string vf miniature fire-crackers
just under the surface of her
skin, It's the way she had felt.
the night she frst met him at
the college co-eds’ rush party.

He had come with Mavis
Pinehurst, that reedy, sophisti-
cated senior. An athletic model,
with built-in confidence, that
was Clegg. With tailored cor-
rectness, a spontaneous smile,
and gray-green eyes under black
brows, scintillating with sensory
impressions. And there was
just a fleck of indecision around
his mouth. He danced as if
music were made for him, and
visited the “spiked’ punch bowl
that way, too.

They went out on the upstairs
balcony, and in his whimsical
way he pointed out the major
constellations. With her face
tilted to the autumn <ky, he
kissed hor playfully, then serio-
usly, and she felt her world was
bounded by his arms.

From the phone in her hand
his voice came again, not so
casual this time, tinged with the
warmth Clegg knew so well how
to put there.

“DON’T turn me down, Renee.
I've come a thousand miles
for this!”

A Short Story

By LEOLA SEELY
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She squeezed her eyelids
down hard to shut out the image
of his face. Why should it stir
her so—at this late date? She
hadn’t even seen him for a
year. He'd gone off to Mexico
without so much as a good-bye.
For 10 years before that, they
had met for dinner just once a
week, always with Laurie bet.-
ween them. Pretending for
their child that they ware
orthodox parents, except that
daddy’s job kept him out of town
gix days out of seven.

“HE'S a very important man,
a district manager or king

salesman,”” she had heard Laurie

explain proudly to her friends.

After dinner, maybe a show,

‘v and when Laurie had gone ‘o

bed, Clegg would sit for an ho r
in the living-room of what L-d

{ once been his home, and th y

would exchange the impersoral
pleasantries of two who mert
for an evening and part. Or e
he said: ‘“You're good fun,
Renee. We should have disc -
vered years ago that we wec. o
meant to be friends, not lovers. ’

There had been only that first
year when love had been sweet
between them. They had mar-

" ried just six weeks after they

|
i
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i and Renee

met, and the year had been omne
whirl of gaiety and laughter, of
college parties and irresponsi.
lity.

Clegg graduated in the spring,
said good-bye to

| college with her first year jus%
! gompleted. They bought a houso

in Clegg’s home town, and he

‘ went to work as a salesman for

* Monk’s

Hardware, Clegg’s
friends were replicas of those at

‘o

R
¥
i,

school, a little too fast, a little
too unstable. Then Laurie came,
and'Renee had an excuse for
putting away her foolishness,

and beginning to live with her
head. '

Clegg hadn’t lost his buoyancy
all at once. He lost some of it
during Laurie’s first months,
when Rence couldn’t find a
reliable baby tender while she
went out for an evening with
her husband, and ego refused to
go. He lost more of it when
she became critical of his going
out alone, and the alcohol on his
breath when he came home. He
lost the last of it the first time
he came home drunk,

Itwas a long time before
Clegg got that drunk again, but
their marriage had already
lasted a lifetime. There was
nothing of the instinctive with-
drawal of a fastidious woman,
as Renee diagnosed it, and the
resentful fury of a man who
doesn't quite understand why it
all happened.

Clgggjs voice on the telephone
was insistent, ‘‘Didn’t mean to
surprise you so. Are you al-
ready dated for tonight?™

Yes, she wanted to say. Yes,
I'm dated tonight and every
night. With a man who is
predictable, and easy to mana-

ge—but there wasn’t any other
man.

SHE said: ““Laurie will be

home from the university for
the week-end tonight—I hope in
time for dinner. It’s her birth-
day tomorrow..."”

Laurie’s 18th birthday. And
the date on their post-dated
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» “Can’t you
" she cried.

divorce agreement. Post-dated
from 10 years ago. From
Laurie’s eighth birthday.

EVEN little guests had been

¢ making their special brand of

hilarity when Clegg came in.

Laurie ran to meet him as
always, took the package he
brought, and flung her arms

around his neck. Clegg was so
unsteady on his feet that the
weight of the little girl knocked
him over. He tried to get up,
floundering foolishly, and the
children shrieked with laughter,
until Laurie turned on them in
anguished fury.

i g 1t
see he’s sick?’

She put out two sturdy lit‘tle
hands, and Clegg dragg.egl him-
gelf up on them. Lauries chin

was quivering, and her little
face was stricken. Renee heard
the whisper, “‘Are vou sick,
daddy ¢” and Clegg’s bitter
laugh: “Sick to death, baby,
How's the party ? Better sh..see
what’s in those boxes.”

He started up the stairs, could
not make it, turned around and
went out, and Rense had to
leave the party and huwry into
the kitehen where she could let
her tears go if they must. He
had never come home drunk in
the daytime before.

SHE was ready when he came
in very late that night.

“ Clegg, it's no use going on
like this. You can see what it
will do to Laurie. We'd be bet-
ter off apart, much better off.”

She turned from the phone and adjusted the white roses on the table,
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cloud hung about Laurie’s head
an instant and cascaded in
pastel mist to her feet. * There’s
the bell! Daddy's early!”
There was no pretence about the
delight that radiated in her face.
She ran to the door. ‘‘Humy,
mothert”’

RENEE sat there unable to

move. Ragged flagshes of
thought chased around in her
head like lightning in a summer
storm. No more drinking ... He
went away—alone—to save his
life, and I didn’t know ... I lost
my husband years ago ... Never
until now have I differntiated in
my mind between condemning
a man and condemning a sin.
I wonder if it is too late ¢

She slipped into the sleek
black gown that made her waist
as slender as a girl’s. The
brown hair, blonde too soon at
the temples, was soft and shin-
ing., She marvelled at the
woman in the mirror, Blue eyes
pleading, such colour in her
cheeks that she left off the
rouge. An urgency to the step
that hurried her down the stairs
—+to0 pause in the doorway wiile
her courage caught up with her,

The men got to their feet, and
Clegg came slowly forward. She
denied the cry that would have
come. His curly black hair was
smooth and white, and his
cheeks had a hollow look that
":nade his high cheek bones
' stand out boldly. There was

10 pouchiness under his eyes,
. 10 fleck of indecision around his
nouth now.

She put out a hand almost
i lefensively, and he took it in

both of his. They were warm,
but thers was no special quick
little pressure to send the slow
blood rushing up her arm. She
said: “How are you, Clegg?”
breathlessly, like a school girl.

They went to a restaurant for
dinner, and the music touched
their feet with rhythm. Renee
and Clegg danced, and after
dinner, they lingered over coffee
while Kip and Taurie danced,

He was never handsomer, she
thought, studying him while he
watched Laurie. He caught her

scrutiny and reached over to pat
her hand,.

“ She’s lovely, Renee. You've
done a beautiful job."

She'd still give up six days
with me for one with you—any
old place, she smiled back.

“You have changed little in

the last 10 years, Rense,” he
said.

A breath of whimsy touched
her lips. * Thanks for skipping
so lightly over the gray hair
and wrinkles, Clegg!”

E shook his head. ‘' Your
face is as serene as an angle's,
That comes from the calm know.

ledge that you've always been
right.”

Now was the time to confess
she had not heen infallible, but
he went on: ‘It was cruel of
me to hold you by that silly
agreement. At any rate, it's
void now. You'll be filing for
divorce right away ?"

She drew a swift breath. “I

don’t want a divorce, Clegg.”
f{ﬁ“

i
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There was a curiosity in his
face that chilled her. She
couldn’t tell him now that she
loved him with a kind of love
she had never known before.

BUT che could say: We've
lived our lives this far for
Laurie. What would our divorce
do to her now? TUnless you
want it—"

“1 didn't find anythirg in
Mexico that requires a divorre,”
he said.

Another chance, she told herv-
gelf. If I try very hard this
time . .

She held out her hand. ' Let’s

were fortunate to learn so early
that we were not meant to be
lovars, just good friends,
Renes,”

Her question winced a little:
“Will you be going back to
Mexico 27

“1 haven't decided.
company has given me
weeks to make up my mind.

The
two

“1, u’'e and Kip have togo
barik in the middle of the week

to finish up classes. Will you
dine at home—on Friday,
(legu ¥

D hiz hand on her back re-
allv rontract in a quick little
pressure, or did her wish invent

dance, Clegg!” it? Ile was smiling down at
her. '
“The spontaneous grin bheld 10‘1‘ , " .
homecoming in his eyes. Against It's a date,” he said. .
her hair, he murmured: "~We —(Copyright)
HAPPINESS

ARISTOTLE says somewhere that the good

life consists in the

exercise of our highest faculties screwed up to concert pitch,

devoted to a subject mater which is appropriate to them,

and

worthy of them, the point of this Jatter phrase being that what we
do must be worthy of the effort that we spend upon it, and not

wholly below our powers.

It is not good enough

for a skilled

farmer to spend all his time carting dung, for Schrabe! to teach
school-girls to piay the piano, or Einstein to give lessons in

elementary physics !

When we are engaged at full stretch on

something which seems to us worth doing, whether it is leading
a forlorn hope, getting in the harvest, writing a book, or feeding
and bathing the baby, then, when we look back, we shall realise

that we have been happy.

Happiness, then, is a by-product of activity, some thing which, as

Aristotle says, is like the bloom on the cheek of the young
The bloom is not a factor in the health; it is a

perfect health,
sign of it.
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cloud hung about Laurie's head
an instant and cascaded in
pastel mist to her feet. *“ There's
the bell! Daddy’s early!”
There was no pretence about the
delight that radiated in her face.
She ran to the door. “Hurry,
mother!”

RENEE sat there unable to

move. Ragged flashes of
thought chased around in her
head like lightning in a summer
storm. No more drinking . . . He
went away—alone—to save his
life, and I didn't know ... I lost
my husband years ago ... Never
until now have I differntiated in
my mind between condemning
a man and condemning a sin.
I wonder if it is too late ?

She slipped into the sleek
black gown that made her waist
as slender as a girl's. The
brown hair, blonde too soon at
the temples, was soft and shin-
ing. She marvelled at the
‘woman in the mirror, Blue eyes
-pleading, such colour in her
‘cheeks that she left off the
‘rouge. An urgency to the step
:that hurried her down the stairs
#—t0 pause in the doorway while
-her courage caught up with her,

»» The men got to their feet, and
;Clegg came slowly forward., She
:denied the cry that would have
“eome. His curly black hair was
r}fgmooth and white, and his
¢vheeks had a hollow look that
;?made his high cheek bones
“stand out boldly. There was
E:"Jo pouchiness under his eyes,
=20 fleck of indecision around his
“mouth now.

, She put out a hand almost
lefensively, and he took it in

5]

oo

v

X

-
o

Pat

&

ey

both of his. They were warm,
bpt there was no special quick
little pressure to send the slow
blqod rushing up her arm. She
said: “How are you, Clegg 2
breathlessly, like a school girl,

‘They went to a restaurant for
dinner, and the music touched
their feet with rhythm. Renee
and Clegg danced, and after
dinner, they lingered over coffee
while Kip and Laurie danced,

He was never handsomer, she
thought, studying him while he
watched Laurie. He caught her

scrutiny and reached over to pat
her hand,

“ She’s lovely, Renee. You've
done a beautiful job.”

She'd still give up six days
with me for one with you—any
old place, she smiled back.

“You have changed little in

thg last 10 years, Renee,” he
said. :

A breath of whimsy touched
her lips. “ Thanks for skipping
so lightly over the gray hair
and wrinkles, Clegg 1"

HE shook his head. ‘ Your
face is as serene asan angle’s,
That comes from the calm know-

ledge that you've always been
right.”

Now was the time to confess
she had not been infallible, but
he went on: ‘It was cruel of
me to hold you by that silly
agreement. At any rate, it's
void now. You'll be filing for
divorce right away 2

She drew a swift breath. “I
don’t want a divorce, Clegg.”
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!

Hollywood and on 'ioca;tion.
new talent is being discovered
almost every day.

When a 12-year-old was
needed to portray Chg]:les
Lindbergh as a boy in "'The
Spirit of St.Louis,” the Warner
Brothers casting dqpa}'tment
went over the cinema city’s sup-
ply of juvenile talent with a fine-
tooth comb, but failed to find a
lad who looked Ilike James
Stewart, who played Lindbergh
as a man. Peter Scaroni,~who
finally got the part, was picked
from a group of sightseers
visiting one of the location

-wites of the picture.

Gambles Pay Off

Gary Spence, a barber on the
20th Century-Fox lot several
vears, landed roles in five of
the studio’s most recent films,
the latest being the screen
version of Montreal wu:iter
Lionel Shapiro’s best seller,
“The Sixth of June.” TLis film
also features Canadian Alex
Finlayson of Sydney M:ines,
Nova Scotia, a nephew of silent-
screen comedian James I nlay-
son. Alex was working for a
Los Angeles mortuary when
signed for the part, but he will
soon be too busy acting to have
either the time or inclination
for any other professional
activity.

While there is yet no convin-
cing proof that the the public
will accept any but familiar
faces in top starring roles,
efforts to find new ones have
been extended much farther than
ever befors.

Because bank financing of
big-budget productions is limi-
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ted to those starring established
players, using new talent is
something of a gamble for the
studios and independent produ-
cers, There are already indica-
tions that it will pay off, but in
any case they have no ather
choice.

Producer’s Fear

*“Unless many faces are found
in the near future, the movie
studios will be out of business,” :
declares Paramount executive _
producer Don Hartman. ‘‘We
don't do business with the top
stars any more. Their agents
tell us what we can and cannot’
do, and this year the competition .
for players and stories is
tougher than ever., We've
learned we can no longer copy
one another, or ourselves, so
there’s bound to be more deve-
lopment of fresh ideas and new
personalities. Unfortunately,
movie-making is an ‘industry’
that turns out a ‘product’, and
it is the drive of industry to-
make everything as alike as
possible—as in automobile
manufacture. Yet this is what
got Holiywood into trouble. We:
must mass-produce pictures,
but must also avoid making any
two alixe. New talent must
solve the problem,”

Actor-producer Kirk Douglas:
gambled on Elsa Martinelli, an :
Italian model with no previous
movie experience, and her spark-
ling performance in his
production of ‘‘The Indian
Fighter” made her a bright new -
star  overnight, Paramount
took a chance on unknown Carol
Ohmart and Tom  Tryon,
teaming them as the stars of
“The Scarlet Hour,”” and also
launched Maltese-born singer



HOLLYWOOD mogul who

had never learned to read or

A

write, had managed for yvears by
gigning his cheques with two

X’s. His banker called him and
asked him: ““How about this
latest cheque? It has three X'g?"

‘““My wife has social ambi.
tions,” he was told. “’ She thinks
I should have a middle name, '

£

REMORSE AT WORK

A few days after losing hig
wallet, a washerman received
this letter in broken English :
‘sir, i foun your money, re-
morz is nawing me, so ahm
sendin sum of it bak. When
it naws me agin, i will gen
sum more.”

* *

FUNNY PEOPLT!

A Chinese visitor to A merica

wrote: ‘‘Funny people, you
Americans. You take a glasg—
you put in sugar to make
it sweet and lemon to make
it sour: you put in gin
to warm you up and ice to

keep you cool—you say, ‘ Here's
toyou!’” and then you drink it

yourself |”’
46

“SONNY" said“'hisﬂmother,

helping him with hig home-

work, “ how much aye 7 and 497
“Twelve,"” answered Sonny.

" Not bad for a little shaver,"™

his father volunteered, ‘" he only
missed it by 2.”
* * *

JIM'S PICTURE

““Is Jim a confirmed bache-
lor?”

“He is now. He sent his pic-
ture to a Lonely Hearts Club, ,
and they sent it back with a note y

saying: ‘We're not that®
lonely.”
* * *
MUCH ADO

“May I have another cake ?"
“ Another cake what ?"’

“ Another cake, please.”

" Please what 9"

“Please, mother what?"
“Please, mother dear.”

“No you can't: you've hac
two already.”
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HILLBILLLY was paulea
into court for fighting.

“Tell your story,” said the
judge.

- ""Well,” said the hillbilly, "I
was in a phone booth talking to
my gal, and this guy wants to
use the phone, so he opens the
door, grabs me by the neck, and
tosses me ous of the booth.”

““Then you got angry ?'" asked
the judge.

‘““Well, a little,” said the
hillbilly. “* But I didn’t get real
mad till he grabbed my girl and
threw her out, too.”

* * *

KEEPING HOUSE

Let this little story be a warn-
ing not to take too literally the
glowing real estate advertise-
ments you read nowadays:

“Did you sell your old house
yet ?"”

‘““No, we decided to keep it.
After reading the real estate
agency’s description of it in the
paper, we realized that that was
just the kind of house we've
wanted all along!”

* * *
QUICK COME-BACK
Mistress: ‘1 forgot to ask

you if you had any religious
views?"”

New Maid: ‘ No, I haven't,
ma’am, but I have some dandy
snapshots of Niagara Falls!”

* * *

SMART DOCTOR

*T saw the doctor today about
my loss of memory.”

‘““ What did he do ?
' Made me pay in advance.”
INDIA MAGAZINE

AN lnshman and a Scotsman

were passing a Catholic
cathedral in Montreal. The
Irishman removed his hat; the
Scot did the same,

After they had passed, the
Irishman said: “I thought
you were a Presbyterian. I was
glad to see you take off your
hat when he passed the cathe-
dral.”

““Cathedral!” said the Scots-
man. ' Mon, I thought it was
the Bank of Montreal!”

* *

PAT'S PLAN

The parish priest was having
a heart-to-heart talk with happy-
go-lucky old Pat, whose propen-
sity for over-indulgence had got
hin: into another scrape.

‘“ Pat, Pat,” he remonstrated
sadly, ‘"how do you expectto
get into Heaven?”

““Sure, Father, and that’ll be
aisy ! chuckled Pat. “Whenl
get to the gates of Heaven, I'll
go up and open the door, and
shut the door, and open the door
and shut the door, an' keep on
doing that till St. Peter gets im-
patient and says, ' For goodness
sake, Pat, either come in or stay
out!"”

* X *

HEAVENWARDS!

A tourist, visiting New
York for the first time with
his small son, took the boy to
the Empire State Building. As
they shot towards the tower
in an express lift, the lad was
wide-syed. ‘' Daddy ! he cried,
‘““does heaven know we're co-
ming ?"'
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THE teacher in a little country

school was at the blackboard
explaining arithreetic - g« Hlems,
and was delighted to s 5 that
the tali gangling lad, her dullest
pupil, was watching intently.
Her happy thought was that,
at last, he was beginning to
understand. So when sane had
finished she said to him. “ You
were so interested, Cedii+, that
I'm certain you want to ask
more questions.”

. “Yas'm,” drawled Cedric,
I got one to ask—where do
them numbers go when you
rub’em off the board 9"
* S Ed

WARNED

"I?octox:, what is wrong with
me?”’

“Madame, you are too fat.
You use too much rouge and
lipstick : you get your hair
- bleached, you smoke too much,
and one other thing—you are in
the wrong office. The doctor is
next door—I'm a newspaper
man !"

® * *

THEIR VERY NAME!

. After the flood waters had
: receded, Noah spoke sternly to
L !‘1'11 the members of the Ark.
Obey ths Lord’s word,” he in.
toned. " Go forth and multi-
ply.” All the animals left the
A?rk to carry out their instruec.
tions except two littl. snakes
Noah found curled up in a
corner,

“ What are you doing here?”
he demanded. " Didn't you hear

me tell you all to go forth and
multiply 9"

; "We‘gan’t," was the piteous
;. reply; “ we're adders!”

R

UPON reading his morning

aper Mr. Gordon was
ap-«'en to see his own name
er. pooasly listed in the death
noticss He charged down to
the r wspaper office and vi

gorous y upbraided the editor™”

for fa.sely reporting his death.

“Tr awfully sorry,” the
editor told him, ‘‘but it's too
late to do much about it. As
you s e, the paper is already
out.”

“Is that all you can do ?”
shoutcd the mans ' just sit

there and tell me the paper's

already out ?”

“Well,”" replied the editor
calmly, ‘‘there is one thing
I cando for you. I can put
you in the Birth Notices column
tomorrow morning and give
you a fresh start!”

* * *

HIS ADDRESS!

A prominent statesman waM‘E

the guest of honour at a ban-
quet where the speeches intro-
ducing him were many and
long. When at last it was time
for him to give his own speech,
the hour was late.

Rising to his feet, he put
aside his prepared notes and
looked out at his audience with
a tired smile. ““I have beeR
asked to give an address,
he said, “and I shall beg the
privilege of giving my
It is number 513, Robinson
Street, and with your kin

permission I shall repair there

at once,”
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LOADED down with bundles,
an old lady was having diffi-
culty in boarding the bus. The
driver started to get up from
his seat and help,
“No, thanks,” she smiled,
“I'll manage alone becguse

if Iget help today I'll want
it tomorrow.”

* * *

PUZZLE

" Mummy,” called little Li-
sa, ‘“will you please button

up my dress for me ?”
““You'll have to do it your-

. self,””  shouted her mother
»from the kitchen. ' I'm much
too busy |”

““Oh, dear!” sighed Lisa,

struggling with the buttons;
“I don’t know what I'd do
without myself !"”

® sk

AFTER OPERATION!

A woman filling out an
application form puzzled over
“the line, ““ Are you a natural-

*born citizen of the United
States 2"’
Finally she wrote, ‘' No...

Cassarean !”

\ WISDOM!
Alfrida Robida, French journ-
alist in 1860, wrote a book titled
“The Twentieth Century.” 1In it
he described and drew pictures
of a table-radio, germ-warfare,
television, helicopters, battle-
ships, and skyscrapers.

Robida was considered mad
because of his prophecies. To-
day we accept as a matter of
course the items he predicted.
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AFTER months of effort the

old merchant at the general
svore finally collected from a
s ubborn debtor.

‘““Say on my receipt,” said
the customer, ‘‘that I don't
o'we you a thing."”

With painstaking care, the
0o'd storeman wrote, '’ Bearer
dun't owe the undersigned
nothing—and ain't going to.”

* * *

NO USE

The other afternoon, on the
bus, two small boys were
engaged in a boasting contest.

‘““I was born at seven o’clock
in the morning,” one of the
youngsters declared.

“"Huh, you think that's
early ?” rejoined the other. *‘I
was born at two o'clock in the
morning 1"

“Heck !” shot back the first.
“ What's the use of being born
before it's time to get up!”

HOMEQPATHIC

For genuine Homeopathic
Royal & Rankin patent
nedicines, injections, dilu-
tions, medicines etc. Doe-
vors please write for FRLE
Hypodermic Books.

AMERICAN RESEARCH,

11/1, Lower Chitpur Road,
CALCUTTA.-1.
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THE price of tea through the
centuries has fluctuated
very much. For instance, in
1657 it was six guineas per
pound. It was considered “‘an
excellent China drink,” and was
called "“TCHA,” ‘‘tay,” and
“tee.” In 1660 an impost of 8d.
per gallon was levied on it when
it was thus brewed for sale.
How easy it was, in the circum-
stances, to add any kind of
shrub leaves or colour it with
molasses ! and this was so often
done that heavy fines were
imposed for the offence.

_ When fea was first imported,
the people bought the strange
new leaf, but they did not know
how to prepare it. They steeped
the leaves in cold water and
added salt, ginger or nutmeg.
One lady, it is said, receiving a
gift of a pound of tea, boiled it
all at once, adding pepper, salt
and butter, and served it as a
vegetable |

Pepys (the diarist) drank his
first cup in 1660, and Mrs. Pepys
did not drijnk hers until seven
years later!

Tea drinking in the 17th
century was called ‘'‘a base
.unworthy Indian practice.”

A benevolent lady, who built
an Alms House in the 18th
century, made a rule that no

inmate should be allowed to
drink tea.

0.

Sl IR
- Many ‘great historical peom
have loved it. Dr. Johnson, -
Wordsworth, and Cowper, t0 '
mention only a few, were great
tea drinkers.

The poet, Byron, was a teﬂj
addict and called it ‘‘the frag-
rant produce of Cathay.”

The first pickings of the
leaves begin in March and last
until September, There are
usually fifteen '‘pickings.”

Tea was cultivated in China in
2700 B. C. It is a native of

India and Burma. as well as of
China.

Every kind of tes, gree@
black, golden tip, Pekoe, Oolong
and Souchong, comes from the
same bush. The trees begin to
bear at the age of three years,
and the normal harvest averages
a crop of 50 pounds to the acre.
In a state of nature the trees
have been known to grow to a
height of 40 feet. In cultivation

they are dwarfed by pruning to
about 3 feet.

The ritual of tea d:inkingd;_
originated with Buddhist monks.

Tea-rooms at which, in
ancient times. ceremonial drink-
ing was practised, meant much
more than the actual tea drink-
ing. It was an invitation to
serene thought; the tea-room

was in semi-darkness, to induce
repose.

“A Chinese poet has said,
When T drink tea, I am

conscious of peace and the coolﬂ
breat‘h of heaven in my sleeves,
blowing my cares away!"

—Terence Ullock
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Qg Of G Stowy Wsitr!

[ A scene In Hell. Yama, Dealer
is holding court.

of Death and Terror of Mortals,
His incorruptible Minister, Chitra Gupta,

] lean, be-
is reading out d charge-sheet against Gangar}am, a
‘ | spectacled, middlz-aged man.

ing hard at the
Yﬁ;g&n%: ‘(‘Sb‘tg,l M{:" Chitra Gupta,
this is the new arrival. Vfllle
seems innocent. Well, (T"-e t
what have you to say Aagains

him? "

C. Gupta: "My lord, he was
an author on the earth. T mean,
he was a story writer by profes-
sion.”

Yama: ‘Is there such 8
profession on the earth? Tt
gounds curious. 1 suppose

man was idling away most of
his time, writing
on until his ink
was
# But what could
" you possibly haﬁe
agingt him? e ‘
9I‘ngust; be a fool, and fools are
pot indicted.”

‘ 1ain,

C. Gupta: ~‘Let me exp‘
my lord This man. T must €1y,
i : He wrote a number

¢ no fool. e
1of stovies and povels which

appeared in  newspaners ‘mxd
) \ nd
eriodicals, and in book form
and thousands of people rea
them.”

g Yama (interrupt.ing'): ) S‘c{
Gangaram was not so idle after
all?”’ -

C. Gupta: 'You mis hﬂ?

point altogether, my lo
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thumorcus Playlet :
exhausted. BY

ANNASWAMI

SRR 0 8v

Gangaram Was 8 mischievous
man. What he wrote was no-
thing but a tissue of lies.

- ol " . 't
Yama: lam afx'ald I don
follow you, Mr. Ch1tra'Gu'?’ca.

Please elucidate your point.

C. Gupta: This Gangaram,
my lord, 1. er, was....a .very
popular writer. He had 1nnu(i
merable admirers who rea
every word of what he wrote.

. Lo A
_His stories fired their imagl
this @tion, but the one fatal flaw was

he i acters and the
aat his Chagituations that he
built up were far
from true to life.
These gave Wrong
ideas to his read-
ers, especially
young men and women, and
sometimes misled them.

Tama: Why not you give
sczlz concrete instance‘:? This
caze is certainly as curious as
it 35 unique. First 1 would like
to know why journals should
publish stories when people
witness and read about inany
thrilling incidents and crimes
in real life?”

“I confess I am
\ve that puzzle, my
1e fruth is that the,
more influen-

C. Gupta:




[

x4 Ly Hotlon thait b3 reports of -

;gid,?nts- and accidents in real
11e.

Yama: ““Well, then, how do
'ou explain the difference bet-

veen a mere newspaper report
nd a story ?”

(:J. Gupta: “It is a difficult
yoint to answer but I would
renture the opinion that plain
‘acts and realities being unplea.
tant, people prefer fiction and
pscapist literature.” ‘

Yama: “In other words,
people try to forget them-
selves and turn to fiction for that
purpose. Am I right in drawing
that inference? If so, Mr.
Chitra Gupta, can you tell me
what iz the distinguishing
feature of a story ? "’

C. Gupta: ‘I would say that
the author tells some pleasing
lies that flatter the readers but
the snag is that they often
persuade themselves that the
world created by the author is
more real and matter-of-fact
than the one they live in. What
an absurdity!”

Yama: ‘It would seem then
that the fiction writer is a sort
of wizard and casts a spell on
his readers. Have you found
out where the secret of his
power lies?"

C. Gupta; (scratchiag his
head): ‘I should think his
.words have a hypnotising
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offect on the reader, my lord.
Tt is describable as black magic

“and must be treated and denoun-

ced as such.”

Yama: ‘It appears to me,
Mr. Chitra Gupta, that a very
important fact has escaped your

T —

writ
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‘attontion. The fotion

he is able to transport

readers to a totally different
world.”

_C.Gupta: "I am all admira-
tion for the cogency of your
reasoning and the correctness
of your finding. But it must be
remembered that the mischief
starts when the author peoples
the world of his imagination
with characters who break all
conventions. 1n that world, my
lord, the thin line between right
and wrong often bhecomes indist-

inct and even vanishes at
times.”

Yama: “What happens as a
result?”’

C. Gupta: "I am coming to

that point, my lord. Among the
millions of fiction readers we
find invariably all young men
and women and occasionally old
sfolk also, who imagine that
§here is nothing wrong in imitat-
ing the ways of a particular
hero or heroine, as depicted by
their favourite writer. The

result is that the standard of
morals. . . .”

Yama: *‘ Stop there, won'{
you? I should think you are
jumping to conclusions. I woulcd
like to remind you of your owr
earlier admission that the write
creates a world that is only
ephemeral and that people whe
read his stuff knowingly delud:

themselves. Why then blamt
the author? ™

' C.Gupta: “But,but... h
is largely responsible for th

moral mess he creates amon
the mortals, my lord.”
Yama :

1 “l don't agree wit
that view.

If any mortal wa

( INDIA MAGAZIN

wields such a skilful pen that!
his -

- R
! L

foolish enough 10

hallucinations, We
Most of his readers
you have
earlier.”

C. Gupta:
opinion,

pbrought him here

gpecific charge and on no

Otherwise, he Wa
modest and sincere.

yourself

read such

gtuff and became obsessed with

can’t hold

the fiction-monger responsible,

are adults,
stated

“1 bow to your
my lord. But we have

that
other.
honest,
Of mate-

on

S

¢ ry  little
jel goods he had very ,
x]:?or %he stories and novels that

he wrote, he was

:emunerated, )
% many other writers,

gtarving.”

Yama: = Will you

me

which he was

though,
he was not

the circumstances
gsnatched away

seldom fully

unlike

describe to
under

from the earth by our mes-

sengers ?

C. Gupta:
one of his own book
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“ He was reading
g, my lord;

the publishers bad just ‘sent him
the first copy. It appears that
he was chuckling over one of
the passages on the first page
when our messenger stopped his
heart.”

Yama: ' How curious! This
fellow Gangaram has brought
his own book into Hell. ‘Look
at the title of the book, Love
Laughs At Others’. Don’t you
know, Mr. Chitra Gupta, suc?'
things must not be taken here.

C. Gupta: °“ Some mistake
has been made, my Lord. I
shall throw it into the flames, at
once.”

Yama: ' No, don’t do it.
You ask that man to hand .1t
over. I would like to read 1‘t‘.
myself and satisfy my curl-
osity.” )

C. Gupta: (shocked) : A
book of love stories, my ford. It

certainly is not worthy of your
hands.”

Scene On The Earth....
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¥Yama (smiling): ‘1 mean to
read it, Mr, Chitra Gupta. Don’t
be so prudish.” Turning to the
accused, “ Now, Mr. Gangaram,
we would like to see that hook
in your hand.”

C. Gupta: ‘'Itisfunny, my
lord, he stands there sleeping.
Shall T prod him into wakeful.-
ness?”

Yama: ““No, you'd Dbetter
let him alone. Only, take that
book off his hand without his
knowledge.”

(Chitra Gupta - stealthily removes
the book and hands it to his master,
Yama opens it with eagerness and
begins to read it with avidity.)

C. Gupta (embarrassed) “My
lord, I am awaiting your verdict,
‘We have to dispose of this case
as quickly as possible.”

Yama: (snapping the hook
shut in annoyance): ‘' Mz,
Chitra Gupta, you did wrong in
bringing Gangaram here. Those
who let their imagination run
riot are madmen. Even Pn the

A.K.APPADURAI MUDALIAR S 30NS.:
132.136, PYCROFTS -ROAD, YRIPLICANE ’
DY PHONE N2BENE . . <. :..."MADRAS-S ¢

. Branch :

17, KAPALI SOUTH MADA ST., MYLAPORE,
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oarth lunatics are not punished

for any crime they may commit.
They are detained in asylums.
Since I take the view that fiction
writers belong to this class 1
would ask you to set this man

at liberty. He doesn't belong

here.”

+ C. Gupta: "‘Nor does he be-
long to the earth, I should say.”

Yama (frowning): '“ilow
long is it since he was flown
from the earth ?”’

C. Gupta: “"Twenty-seven

minutes thirty-two seconds, my
lord.”

Yama:
ram a cup of our liquid fire for a
longer spell of life and take him
back to earth before his relations
cremate his body. Quick !”

C. Gupta: Yes, my lord.”

(Yama goes on 1eading the book.
The scene changes over to the earth.
Weeping relations gasp in astonish—
ment as Gangaram slowly opens his
eyes and sits up on the bed.)

Gangaram (calling *his wife):
“I felt something like liquid
fire coursing through my veins,

dear. What I was doing?”
G's Wife (smiling through
her tears): ‘* You were reading

your book, dear, when you be-
came unconscious. And I poured
a cup of very hot coffee down
your throat.”

Gagaram: °“‘Where is my .
book ?"'
Wife (looking - round): ‘I

wonder who has taken it. Itis
not to be found here.” * %
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“ Well, give Ganga-

" smoothl

rong Complete_Story

THE FAIR ASSISTANT

AT precisely 9 o’clock BY

ELSIE LEE

on the first Mon-
jay morning of the
gutumn te}r{m 1]31;;

grine : s )
gzl-:g;uépenedythe door to his
office in the Natural Scxenoe
museum and wrinkled his nose
menacingly at the stuffy adt-
mosphere.  He exclaime :
“Faugh!” as he strode over
1o open the window.

ter pottering about for a
fe\:‘?'Lf mirrl)utes Dr. Denby laxct
agide the shapeless felt ha
which was the envy of ev%y
student in Bolliver college. e

what should he do with her.
marry her off fast !

‘ r
w a small Wax:ed papa
gg.?:kage from his side pocket

ered across to his'
;?giat:dgggi into the studentgt
reading-room. He pulle}d hils
open and stopped dead in
tracks.

ttine in the middle of the
sasll:gt;ag\ct students’ room WS:s
a young woman. A nymprf, I r,
Denby amended _ 1nv01unta‘r1 y.
Hor red-gold hair was drawn
’ y back from her face.
Her wide eyes looked at Dx:f.
Denby with an expression ?1
childlike trust. Dr. Denby ae&
vanced two steps and peer
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at the young woman.
Her eyes were violet.
She stood up and Dr.
Denby shied back to
his office.

Violet eyes, he thought. No
one has violet eyes eg{cept 1‘n
books and Ichthyopsida. I'd
better take another look. He
thereupon stuffed t}}e waxed
paper package into his pocket,

and re-entered the reading-
roomnl.

“And who are you?” he
inquired.

“I'm Katherine Suydam,”

the only | problem left was
The easiest solution was to

she said politely. ' Are you

Dr. Denby ?”

“THAT I am,” he repligd.
“And what are you doing
here, Miss Suydam ?”

“Why, I'm your new assis-
tant,” she said in surprise.

“Assistant?’’ Dr. Denby
roared. The girl retreated a
step and looked frightened.

“Weren't you expecting me
today ? "’ she asked.

“Not today nor any, other
day,” he stated flatly. Would
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"ot mind explaining why ot

are supposed to be m ig.
e y assis

“The trustees have appointed
me toube your assistant,”’ she
said. ““You were away on your
vacation. It's a three-year
appointment. It will be a great
privilege to work under you.”

“WH'_Y wasn't I told about
this? Why did they wait
until my back was turned? Why
did they hire a woman? I don’t
¥now what to do with an
asgistant and I don’t want an
assistant. Is that clear?™
*“Ye—es, Dr. Denby.” she
murmured, making no effort to
move,

‘““Well,” he said, “what are

" you waiting for? Go away.”

“But I've been appointed to
be your assistant for three
years,” she replied. “They
chose me because 1 could do
shorthand and type.”

~ “Oh?” he said ferociously.
“Stubborn!™

“Very!” she agreed with a
gsudden grin. ““Anyone in zoo-
logy would give his eyeteeth to
work with you, Dr. Denby,
and it's much too good a chanca
to give up easily. Iknow I'm
inexperienced, but I'll learn.”

He studied her earnest faca

. from under the thicket of hig

eyebrows. ‘‘Well,” he annou..-

. ced, “you can begin at once

Casually he hauled out the

~ waxed paper parcel looking
much the worse for wess
. “Here,” he said, “‘put this in the
+ jcebox.”

She took it gingerly and

¢ pulled aside the paper to reveal

two gendrous slices of calves'

liver. He chuckled wickedly ab
her bland expression.

”I.‘unCh'" he said, retreating
to his office, Q

The more he thought of his
new assistant, the more upset
he became. ‘‘Nice little girl,”
he reflected. “Why did those
bu:?ybodies thrust her at me?
Think I'm too old to do my own
work, eh? Hr! Assistants and

secretaries—why don’t they
hire a nurse ? "

Eventually he c¢la i

pped his
old hat rakishly on his head,
and stamped across the ca.mpus.“!

Dr. Denby had a habit of
saying he was any age which
suited the purpose in hand.
Thus he was a young sprig of
60 when talking to a pretty
woman ; an elderly savant of 75

when crushing scholastic
disagreements.

BY the time he reached the
. ofﬁge of the dean he was in a .
wering rage, He stamped
down the hall and entoxted I1zheil
outer office with an effect of
breathing fire from his nostrils.
Miss Potter, the dean's flustered
secretary, wisely got out of his
way, preserving her integrity
by saying: ‘‘Youcan go right
in, Dr. Denby,” as he strode

regolutely past her.

The dean eyed his visitor
'v.vanly as he closed the door.

Good-morning, Denby,” he
said, “Well, well — another
term, eh? New faces all about
us and plenty of work ahead.
Hope you had a good vacation.
Fishing as usual, I suppose?”
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' i pities, WREIt wou cvus =
“i{etus omit the ame e,

wiralton,” said Dr. Denby grimly. replace yo

Id ¢ wish to add unduly I suppose the hoard would grant
o Mo

» the burdens which an opening
ay must bring to you, bv
az)s you will set my mm{i at
est on one Oor two small points.
irgt, do I understand that vell, they 1o
vom;sn will now he included in strala on you.
he teaching sta "

,GNOW, Denby.” said pean

Walton goothingly,

re talking

Jr. Suydam t(; y(;ur sl;cs.
t competent youlls

:vg:lt?s excellent standing a;nd

should prove of great value

to you."

“I'm as fit as &

“T'm only 33,

“ Ten years,”
plied blandly.

retice d t m?eav?tttl?e?ee v?fgagurl;?g
" e, said the dean ervi ov6 n
uncgn(l)fnosretl-;bly. “Don’t know arguing. T'm soiry,

v I want no assistant,” said Dr. Denby,
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ition of museum without any
about the adf(filt;%za is ence. If it comes to my age,
g ‘woman ~L'm little older than yourself.

said the dean.

Dr. Denby re-
‘ And you're

o ’ ight too young for your job.”
hy don’t you come [Iig ‘
out ‘ang say you want me to THE dean sighed. If

your retirement if you ﬁhoii to

er. ask forit. The point is that they
but pe” feel you should be relieved of
all minor detaiis. At your age™
well, they feel it's too great a

“My age?’ Dr. Denby roared.
fiddle and el?-
i tirely capable of managing the
I yOR e interfex-

Denby
this in-
point in
Denby,”

#t



us wwid wnL o sincerely, T put
you can hardly blame the board

for being concerned over your
health.”

Dr. Denby s=aid: ‘" will
you thank the trustees for their
solicitude on my behalf, but T
don’t want an assistant and that
'ends the matter.”

“But I'm afraid it doesn’t,”’
-said Dean Walton, ** Of cowrse,"’
he added, ‘ her appointment
might be cancellad at any

time if you found her incompe-
tent.”

Dr. Denby regarded the dean
in sultry silence. ** By George,”
he exploded finally, I don’t
want an assistant and T won't
have an assistant. I'll send her
packing in a week.”

But he was a defsated man
when he left the dean's office
and he knew it.

HE went back to his office and

locked his doors until lunch
time. There was no sign of hig
assistant as he then reconnoi.
tered cautiously through the
reading and lecture vooms:; so
Dr. Denby disinterved the calves’
liver from the icebox (well
separated from the spocimens in
their jars) and set about prepa-
ring his lunch.

First he organized a compli-
cated arvangement of Bu isen
burners and tripods set up with
much squinting and peering to
achieve a mathematical accu-
racy. He fished in the reor of
& cupboard for a small skillet
and a saucepan. From a spot
near the freezing unit of the ice-
box he dragged a covered jar

b

[ A

i
,ﬁ&f_‘,“w

containing a small
butter, '

He flung the butter into the
pan, hovered while it melted and
gently added the liver, Sniffing
hap‘plly as the warm odour of
Iyving liver rose about him, he
filled the saucepan with water
and set it on hig improvised
stove. Just so, for uncounted
years, had Dr. Denby prepared

his lunch in the small labora.
tory.

‘VHEN the water sizzled sud-

denly he assembled his luynch
?.nd carried his plate and teapot
Into his office. After consuming
his lunch and two cups of strong
tga, Dr. Denby lighted hig first
cigar of the. day. The aip of hig
oifice was redolent of liver and
tk}e peculiarly vile smell of his
cigar when Katherine tapped
on his door, - Beyond an invo.
qutary cough and g slight
wrinkle of her nose she gave no
sign of discomfoyt,

. “I just wondered what you'd
like me to do first,” she said,

“Do?” he repeated. ‘“‘How
should I know ? You are suppo-

sed to assist me and all I can
tell you is to g0 ahead and
assist.”

“Well, 1 went through the
museum this morning, trying

to  familiarize myself with
things,” she said sleasant!
“and 'I noticed : v

3 great many
Some of the
d to be dusted and
could be repaired.
1t working on new

I thought 1'q
better ask you first, but if you

haven't any breference, I think

I'd-better begin classifyin t
new material,” VIng the

things to be done,
exhibits nee
one or two
Or I could sta
acquisitions,
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lump ofi

] 4 involun-
Denby groaned m:lo ‘
tagfy. There it was alf?ﬁd%g
Bit by bit his work wou
taken from him.

se,” the girl observed,
¢ ‘Ei(t",mrlliight really be' mogg
satisfactory, if you ‘sklgnzr;m
through the new spetm;lsmé
first. Then you could se aside
the unusual items for ?’OUL o
study and leave the run-o -ﬂd
mill stuff to me. That \Y((l)‘ i
save time, yet you Wwou
familiar with everything.

t his
Dr. Denby looked 2
assistant with grat1tu<’1e}a)nd
wondered why he hadnt“;;?{l
“able to think of th,?t‘- . 1‘;15
yes,” he agreed, admirable
suggestion.”

“In  the meanwhile,” she
con‘finued, “I'lIl get busy ai{n’c%
find a typewriter aqd a deg ¥
She looked speculatively a o}u
his untidy office whlle‘. 1e
squirmed  with amp):ehenb}oni
but in the end' she demd‘er(
against it. "'It’s not lu{x;fg_,,e'
. enough to par‘tlitmn me o ft
she explained, “and you n’l..'g;;l
be annoyed by thg typevy%}texj
or want to entertain a Visitor

- LA
in privacy.

Dr. Denby heave,q a sigh .gf
relief. ‘“‘Quite so,”’ he (;a\:vn
““There are some rooms do

the hall.”

end of the montu ,})r.
Dgls{);hehad dgve}oped @ {me
grade-A intoriority cotx:’pvzg,
. As he had gloomily bLMShé
Katherine know her jo - St
was loyal, cagi.ble aasg(ilsten (l}?onsé
illin, o .

z:'):re wg'}:a gpea.ceful day St oli'
pottering about from one tas
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to another or a leisurely enjoy-
ment of a special Job._ Dr.
Denby discovered .that if he
wanted 10 do somethmg’ he hg,d
to do it at once or ‘I}athern‘le
would do it for him, Nor could
he eunjov his museum out“of
hours, tor if he came at 8.30
Katherine changed her hours to
avrive a balf hour ezu:ly ;ind
she never left until he did. She
made every effort to ploase—-a,_nd
every ¢octuie ouly m:}de him
more conscious of his  own
shortcomings.

HE had ensconced herself
Sin a room down the .hjall, but
the depavtment ele(.ttrl_(smn had
run wires from an mdm'ator on
her desk to DI..Denbys ofﬁcﬁ
endingz in a neat lltﬂe case wit
a button on it. "l“lns. contraption
sat on the edge of his desk and
at least six times a day he hit
the button a(;(‘ldunt:xll}{, .H.e
tried removing it and letting 1%
e on the floor, but e_lthex:
Katherine gautly  but fn"mly
replaced it or he stepped on it.

It was a -aw, rainy day when
she breaclied bis lasi strpnghold.
fle hadn'c rea zed the time and
was absorbes in some  papers
when she tir .dly opened the
door and car:t d in a tray. The
teapot was v armly tl'aigi'qnt;
two small rolt and a del}qous
piece of cake had materialised
from somewhi e; the tu'matoes
graced a temp “ng salad instead
of wilting sud - on a plate and
the main « urse—liver—was
flanked by a ¢ .cculent mess of
fried onions.

“What's thi-?" he demanded
gruftly,

“Your lunci,” she said. “I
thought it's such a showery

G



day—woll, I was going to fix

something for myself instead of
going out and I might as well
do yours at the same time.”

“I didn't bring
he said.

¢¢T RAN across to the bakery,”

she admitted. She hovered

over the desk and rearranged

the plate of rolls and butter

- while Dr. Denby struggled with
* himself.

any cake,”

: “You've brought only one

.~ vplate,” he observed finally and

" was stunned by the sudde
brightening of her face. “I
won’t be a minute,” she said
breathlessly, dashing away to
the kitchen.

In the interval before her
return he berated himself for a
- selfish old man who scared nice
T« little girls into fits. Ile was
. stricken to think that she
:i&"“ should feel so uncertain of a
i welcome. Have to be nicer to
¥ her, he thought. He was in a
. Pollyanna mood by the time
:, she returned with her cup of
;> soup and a sandwich,

i3

%, “Is that all you're going to
e eat?” he inquired.

'”I'll’have a good dinner to.
B/ night,” she said, taking her
2 place opposite him.

Dr. Denby attacked his liver
..and onions in silence, feeling as
e ill at ease as a schoolboy.

K. “Are the onions cooked
| enough ? "’ asked Katherine,

- “Oh—fine, fine.” Thers was
& pause while he savoured the
last bite. "It was very good of
ou to go to so much trouble,

Don't do it again. You need to

Eiert“out for & breath of fresh

“But if I promise to t k
}\;va.lk e.'fter lunch, may choi‘f
ere? " ghe wheedled. ‘T get
80 tired of restaurant meals."

It oceurred to him

flhat hg had no idea Vi?gg:ng
oW his young assistant lived.
He was shocked to discover
upon Inquiry that she had only
a room with kitchen privileges.

“Then

m
here ? ay Iget my lunch

she asked wistfully,

““Oh, I suppose 80,” he 8
, , reed
reluctan?lly. There was a sglight‘
pause. “Er—do you know how

to make corned
cabbage’s " ne beef and

“Tomorrow,” she i

. , promised.
Al}d how do you feel on the

subject of clam chowder ?”

Dr. Denby looked at
bnght,_ twinkling eyes 2:5
something inside him went as
weak as water. ‘‘For that " he
promised solemnly, ‘T will
even take a walk with you! "

When she had gone he said
to’ himself : “Pretty  young
thing—ought to be thinking
a,bou’t parties and beaux and
they’re locking her up in a
mausoleum with a rude old man.
No home but a furnished room:.

Sa?:e?g get rid of her for her own

T was Katherine he

I provided the ideanefljrwlk)lrct
Denby‘s private gunpowder
plot. On the day he got his idea
she had carried away the
luncheon dishes ag usual, but
he had followed shortly in
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soarch of & book from tge
students’ reading room. Sognls
of revelry reached him d1mdy
from the kitchen beyonki
Opening the door, he b.ehe

Katherine clearing away dlfshte;ls,
closely assisted by one (1) vs
graduate students~Bartho ome

Evans.

R. Evans, his handg deep

in soapy water, was mg{’fec..
tually making dabs at dishes
and cutlery while his galhd
visage Was turned adoringly
towards Katherine. Not only
was Dr. Denby infuriated by
this confirmation of his original
opinion that a men’s co}lege was
mo place for @& violet-eyed
nymph, but he had the grqvest
fears concerning the cleanliness
of his cutlery.

“Hrmph,” he said fiercely
from the door.

Mr. Evans turned startled
eyes on the director of the

museum.

Dr. Denby smiled a crocod‘ile
gmile. ‘‘Assisting the assls-
'tant,” he remarked.

Mr. Evans recoiled slightly
and hurriedly wiped his hapd
on a towel. “Er—yes, sir.
Well, er—got to get back,” he
muttered, making a break fov
the door.

Dr. Denby looked at Kathe-
rine. ‘How long has this been
goingon? "’

““Oh, ever since the first day,”
_she assured him  blithely.
"] didn’t think—but perhaps

you would prefer that the
students be kept out of this lab
entirely,” she added with a
worried look.
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The more Dr. Denby thought
about it, the mcre intolerable
the situation seemed. He
blamed the trustees vigorously
for placing a pretty girl in the
midst of several young wolves.
He blamed himself even more
severely for not recognizing his
own responsibility. Katherine
had no immediate family, he
knew, no father or brothers to
protect her.

She had said that Bart had
been hanging around “‘since the
first day.” To Dr. Denby it
seemed probable that if she had
not discouraged him in three
months it was because she did
not wish to discourage him. In
another five minutes he had
married Katherine to Bart and
was wallowing in the imaginary
delights of a mugeum once more
in his own hands.

Dr. Denby was a conscient-
ious scientist, however, Before
he would work whole-hearted-
ly for an end he had to be sure
of his facts. Tirst, he investi-
gated the financial affairs and
social position of Bartholomew
Evans. Unquestionably Bart
was eligible.

UPON crafty inquiry it deve-

loped that one of Katherine’'s
qualifications for the appoint-
ment was the fact that she was .
neither married nor engaged, -
so the weekly letters from
California which always seemed
so engrossing were probably
from a school friend or a distant
relative. Dr. Denby considered
the way was clear for his
project.

Later, when Katherine
suggested a project which would
consume several years of spare
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time, he said cunningly:! "
have in mind a paper on the
classification of certain of the
gastropoeda. I thought vou
might begin checking references
and sorting material.”

HER face was at once S0
bright with interest that Dr.
Denby felt slightly ashamed of
himself. "It might make g
good prcject for one of the
graduate students,” he added.
“T'll see if anyone cares to
undertake it with you,™

As soon as she had gone, he
summoned Bart FEvans, Dy,
Denby looked at Bart’s unin.
teresting face and thought
poorly of him. but if that wasg
what Katherine wanted, Dy,
Denby meant to see that she
gotit. He wasted no time on
saggestions to  Mr. Evans,
however, but told him authori.
tatively that he was to assist
Dr. Suydam in gathering mate.

. rial for a paper.

He kept an eye on things
until Katherine informed him
that she and Bart had arranged

. to use one of the private study

rooms at the library two eve.

nings a week. He beamed,
mentally rubbing his hands
together. “Don’t wo.kk  too
intensively. If we cun get it

together by May it will Le time
enough. Mustn’t let it inter.

. fere with your secial i.ie, you

know.”

But on the day after Easter

- when he opened his newspapers

". he got the shock of his life.

There was the announcement
of the engagement of My,
Kuyper
to Miss Marianna

Bartholomew de
Evang 1II

Cabot Higgins, D,
could pot believe  his
eyes. He read the paragraphs
through carefully, but there was
no mistake. Definitely it was
the same Bart Evans and,
equally definite, he was going

to MAIry  someone named
Higgins.

Denby

Dr. Denby was
at  the photograph  of Miss
arianna Higging when
athevine appeared,

“D[‘- Denby,"
vously, “I

still glaring

: . she said ner.
d—like to resign.”

., He wag fearfull upse
“Nonse’nse,” he sai({, grupfflvt'.
I won't 1ot you resign. Ha's
ot worthy of you, my dear
Ou mustn't take it like that.';

SHE stared at him blankl
.~ "What on earth are you tall{:
Ing about ? " ghe agked.

“The eéngagement is in the
Paper this morning,” he said
gently. I can only say I

would not have believed Bart
could be such g rotter,”’

“Oh, him1" sh : :
disintexestedlyI ® romarked
Dr. Denby looked at his

assistant. “"What are you talk.
Ing about ? " he inquired,

“T'm talking about Harold
Jopos," she  waijled. “He's
gotug to Africa and he wants
me to marry him anqd leave right
away. Oh, Dy, Denby, I know
1t's awful of me ang I really do
want to finish out my appoint.
ment, but, you see, I love him

and,.'I can’t let him g0 without
me.

"WhO is Harold J 7]
inquired. ones?™ he
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- “1 went to school with him in
California,’” she said.

ON the last day of the term,

students and faculty were
gladdened by the sight of Dr.
Peregrine Denby charging
across the campus, muttering
to himself. He went straight
to Dean Walton’s office.

“Er—good-morning, Danby.”
said Dean Walton. ‘“Another
year over, e¢h? Off for your
usual fishing trip this summer ?”’

‘‘Fishing ?"" Dr. Denby snor-
ted. “‘Too busy to go fishing.
I should like to know what the
trustees are doing about
appointing a new assistant for
the museum? You know, I
suppose, that Dr. Suydam resig-
ned her appointment ? That was
a good six weeks ago, and I am
still waiting for a replacement.

UST is the chief enemy of gramophone records;

“Now, look here, Denby,”
said Dean Walton, “'did you or
did you not tell me last Septem-
ber that vou did not want an
assistant 2" ’

“I may have,” Dr. Denby
conceded, ““but the fact remains
that I have had an assistant for
csome 1months who has now left
at! T wish to know what steps
have bessi talion to replace her.”

“I don’t suppose any steps
have been taken,” the dean
replind. “"What sort of assis.
tant do you want? A man, I
suppouse ?”’

“NOT at all.” said Dr. Denby.
“T'd prefer o nice little girl,
Someone  with a pretty voice
and a pleasant face., Oh, and
Wealton—tell them to make sure
she can cook.” —(Copyright)

it fills the tracks and dastroys the tone. Run
a soft brush over your discs before and after use

—and don’t forget to dust the turntable.
avoid handling the surfaces of recerds.
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Use needles suitable to the machkine and
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records, jewel points for lightweight pickups.
Before putting on the needle let the turntable
reach full speed ; ctherwise the first tracks in the
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Records should be storcs upright in their
jackets in dustproof cases, if possible i a place
free from sudden changes in temperature. —J. B.
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1 THE hills  and

mountains

) behind the Great Wall of
China rose higher, remoter, away
bghind us, cutting through the
-distant clouds with their sharp
edges. We wore dropping. The

mountains receded. Suddenly
We saW Peking, A great square
piece (_)f dark grey in the green
land, its vast walls bounding a

city of 3,000,000 and t i
of 600,000,000, - e capital

We flew over a flaghi

ashing lake,
saw an arched decorative bridge
& wﬂlqw_—pattern picture, saw
the shining roof of a pagoda

;::t. landed into the brilliant

It was a Saturday aft
,V.V'a.lting outside theyplafn:r:lvg.gna:
little man and several bhunches
of flowers. The flowers were for
some women delegates to an
ylpternational conferenrc. Th
 little man was there for us. ’

- He called himself a e
"tg.tlve of.tho China Travg{e%(:;:
_x}ce. His English was barely
A,dlscermble, but he conducted us
Q0Wn an avenue of trees loud
. With the love-making of cicadas
.kto.a. large, gaunt waiting-room
with benches down the middle
'a“’nd a huge portrait of Mao at

4,
g
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one end and empty space at the

A B Ge()l‘qe S a
()t 1er W ]‘eq t (ford
G&]e mn EHCOu“teI.

There were six of us. We had
all got our visas the same way,
by 'sendinp: our passports to the' ‘
Chl.neso Consulate in Berne
V\{hmh was the nearest Chinesé
dlplqmatic post to T.ondon. We
received our passports back
d‘ulv_v stamped with visas it{
Chms_ase characters which looked
genuine enough.

Late Discovery

We discovered at Peking tl
oply two of us had thegrgg]ﬁ:
visas. The other four of us
should have entered China from
the Sguth, by way of Hon
Kong instead of from the Noxtg
by way of Ulan Bator.

The little man—his na
(zan:,_—'got into touch w?lg v:ﬁs
Foreign Ministry., We were to
be allowed in illegally, our pass
ports unstamped, on the und;r-
standiog that we would get t;.
hew und correct visa from the
Formgn_ Ministry and returned
to‘;l’m alrport to get it stamped. .

e were still trying to
money. We were ytal«;ger;t togeat.
desk, m}d another official asked
us to sign all our travellers’
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sheques and hand them in.
We signed a hunderd pounc_ls
worth each and handed them 1n.

Slowly, through the fog, we
gathered that it was ' a rule of
China " to hand in every travel-
lers’ cheque. We sighed, we
handed them in. We were to
get our £100 each at the bank.

Labourer’s Pastime

In return for our money
(about £500 each) we were pre-
gented with a delicate little piece
of rice paper with a red seal on
it. All this had taken an hour
and a half, in the hottest part
of the day in the hottest month
'of the year, after a flight that
had begun at Irkutsk at ten to S
in the morning.

We went outside, into the
burning sun. There were two
cars. One for our luggage, the
other for us. Six of us, the
driver, and the little man from
the Travel Service into one
small car does not and did _not
go. There was more arguing.

gOur luggage was piled in a heap

at the door.

We amused ourselves by
watching a young labourer
resting in the shade from dig-
ging a hole in the road, Sudd:nly
he smacked his arm and pluu};ed
from it a stunned fily. I like
to think that this was the last

- fly in China and that I watched

its burial
Infinite Patience

P Carefully, exquisitely almost,
T with little fingers held aloft like
genteel snobs with cups of tea
do, he plucked its wings off and
then its legs. Presently he saw
us looking at him and smiled
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proudly., We smiled back. He
burst out laughing. He took
the fly’s carcase and carefully
stuck it on the spike of a cactus-
like plant. Still giggling, we
started off, in two cars, leaving
our luggage behind.

It is said of Peking that
having been there an afternoon
you never want to leave it. Itis
also said that no one is ever
bored there. There must have
heen true once. There is a won-
der and a delight in China, and
rerhaps especially in Peking.

Even the squat carts made of
old bleached wood and drawn by
donkeys or ponies or oxen, do
not become incongruous when
¢quipped—as many of them are
——with rubber tyres. It is these
carts which carry China. They
are the lorries of new China as
well as the carts of the old.

New Buildings

Beside the stumbling cart, the
coolie walks, or sits perched on
the rubble piles, flicking his
whip or else not even blinking.
In the sun’'s heat they will draw
into the shade of the trees at the
side of the road, and sleep, or
ag if they slept, pass the time
of the hottest part of the day. In
all their actions and in their
faces, too, there is the calm
and infinite patience of those
who have no ambitions because
their knowledge of needs and
wants is limited to a bellyful of
rice, shelter, a cotton quilt for
the winter, and a wife.

The lime-carts and the stone-
carts move towards the town,
the great capital draws them
in, these carts, for everywhere
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new buildings are going up,
offices, barracks, hotels, flats.
Peking is an old town, and an
old capital, and very quickly
has to become a modern capital.

We went to a party at the
British Embassy. Some inde.
fatigable members of the
Embassy have started their own
club. It was to a party given
by this club that we were in-

vited, a “ barbecue " they
called it,

I suppose there is an air of
unreality about life among
diplomats everywhere: but in
Peking the unreality had the
elements of fantasy.

Interviews with officials were
rituals; there was something
not far off desperation in parties;
banquets were interminable and
formless, for speeches were
made continually and toasts
were drunk continually and you
never knew at what stage in the
meal you were with lotus roots
in mimosa sauce and sharks’ fin
soup and birds’ nest soup and
fish and fruit salag in melons
and duck skin and chicken and
tough little pieces of meat,

¢ Bland Smile "1

And never at all was there a,
successful conversation with a

Chinese but always the bland
smile and blank wall,

We travelled through Manchu.
ria from Mukden to Anshan.

nshan is the great glory of
China. The Chinese now rejoice
in smoke, see beauty in chim-
neys, prefer the air filled with
soot than mimosa dust,

They took us round the iron
plant showing us the latest
automatic blast furnace that had
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\ i
been put into operation and then
We were swepton to the rolling
mill, - whose output of rails
is sufficient for the first Five-
Year Plan for railway thonlion,”‘

Tsai Bo wag
the iron plant,
one, and looked
slightly built,

the .manager of
He was thirty-
less. He was

shy, deferential
almost, with nothing in his dress

to distinguish him from his
workmen, although his face was
more delicately built and his
hands were not coarsened,

Banquets At Night

He told us that he had studied
in the Soviet Union, had done & -
technological post.graduate '0%4
urse there. “ We have too few"
such men trained in the Soviet
Union,” he said.

Most nights of the three weeks
we spent in China were spent in
banqueting of one sort or an-
other, and normally at the tables
where we would be put there
would also be half a dozen

reporters, doctors
together usuall
ling of officials,

and g0 on—
y with a sprin

Chinese newspapermen— editor‘s“
k

d

We tried to fraternise, we
drank to peaceful co-existence.
We did our best. I remember
once John Ridley, of the Daily
Telegraph, at the next table,
could bear it no longer and got
to his feet and announced that
he was sitting with the four
most insufferable bores he had
ever met in his life.

4
§

Up and down from our l“ﬁ#

we bobbed, toasting peaceful co-
existence, Sino-British fn'end-
ship and * Our friends in jour-
nalism”,
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1 met at least a huzgﬁidt
inese  journalists. ¢ bo
Py art from their joviall yf,
them;n?r)nber that mnot one o
ton ever asked any questlo‘tnsd,
e ot one of them ever starte
that ® ersation, and that no't one
. cc’hm;n ;vas capable of d1sc;lzs-
(;ifntg ethe matter of free speech.

i he
.ailed our fingers into t

hW; tlaw}\}:rm water of %}i
: 1ct Lake in Hangchow. 1
We's addled slowly along i1
wide 1;1 t boats, with a white
s aawning with S(‘allope'd'
Py A table between thg pz‘ml
edges.ts had bottles of mn:elaf
gvfatsgson it. The worst heat o

-the afternoon had gone and soon

- the light would go too.

-

The Legends

Lee Chang talked of' thedlegs‘;
ds of Hangchow, pointe !
to. s each particular bea‘L zl'
tOot;u spoke of the poets whdo i)r;-
sri)scc;vered thesc(a1 :J?’]O(:S]\ig Lm

aln .L )
plfov:gutszzrlgy, lined with tlml??:
tn?l every fifty yards or ts)?i((;"'e.
?ng over a hump-backed g

iles, north-

th for 1,500 miles, r

We}:’?rfor 2,500 {'niles,t :ggl}l&?aw:hs:
miles strete

for 2,‘2}?9011 at various times ‘.} '&d

{):r:rllspart of the Chinese Emy.ire.

1t had had its dynas_’c‘:e‘;s,mi{g

volutions of power, 1h§'d i
re flicts of ideas, yet it had e-
el d almost invwlated. fro
m_a.me t even as much as its 1ni
:v?r?:lu palace revolutions had
e

left intact the fabric of its so-
ciety.
Then in a few years, @

.]l 1 was con-
h‘l]"ll‘_e(l [0) g0, Chl ¢ ¥
q
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ViLiW YT WMV wweeta

C vitan wy . '
:ﬁ:lt v1;ela,d been and is incompa.
rably the world’s greategt revo-
lution was being accomplished,

A Paradox

re I was, trailing my
fi;zg(rishien the water of th? West
L e, listening to Chang’s sing-
s ag voice telling the fairy tales
0l t?’le past and seeing the lands-
¢ s garvdening of men from thﬁ
Snaug  dynasty disclose eac
L.auty spot arcund me.

d the
f,ulled by the water an !
le *e\{iness of that grey sky, 1111:
sr"med that it might after a
bévtrue that everything changes

- . me
- rything is the sa
le«l«ui‘ et\}rlzty the more th;}?gs
chtunge the more ey

. because the
‘3 the same: 1
’?tees did mot suddgnly furn reci
or the water as solid as stonei,t:n ‘
be ause Chang had not forgo‘ o
tb fairy stories he had learne
as a child.

Pciite Refusal

e had changed. He it
wz};etwl}]lo had insistc_ed that gve
leave Shanghai. He it Wastwtl?é
when we went looking aR he
shops in Hangchow, and‘ }?a.d
MacColl of the Daz'ly Expre.s%v hs
wanted to take a picture o 1(rin
with Ridley and me, had refused.

v t to
t was Lee, when we go
Calntgil, who especially came
round and collected all unde}::e-
loped rolls of film so that they
might be developed befoie we
left.

is a trivial matter, no doubt,
buItti{cSis not pleasant to listen 1;0
a soft and cultured voice swee(i
ly tell stories of the pa.st,han
make small jokes about them,

&1



" and share toasts with ﬁl. force

them on us, indeed ; and refu
to be photographed with use. =

He, too, had been convulsed
when China was and because he
hg.d changed or had become
different from what he otherwise
would have been, born at a

fifferent time, then China had
shanged.

So it seemed to me, although
I did not know what China hg.d

been like or what Ch i
have been. "ng might

BETWEEN LIONS AND
TIGERS

Ranee was the ‘‘friendly”
tigress of Whipsnade Zoo. She
was always so friendly that the
keepers left her in the pit
whenever they had to go in for
cleaning and feeding.

Then one day Ranee blotted
her copybook. Something must
have annoyed her, for, as
Keeper Frank Meaking entered
the pit, she sprang at him,

Luckily he had noticed her
crouch for the spring and just

had time to jump aside as she
hurtled past,

~ But it was not over yet for
Frank. Turning to face him,
the enraged tigress snarled and
sprang again—and again he
ma_naged to jump clear, writes
Philip Strest in “‘Tit-Bits."”

" Agonizing Minutes

Keeping a cool head, Frank
‘decided that attack was the best
form of defence. With his
pitchfork, which he always
carries in case of attack, he
. advanced on Ranee, fervently
3 hoping that she would not call

Do
Gy, $
WLt

his bluff. The two of them
stood facing each other for long
agonizing minutes, then Ranee
walked away into her den and

he quickly slid the i
shut behind her, ° won doorl

That happened just before the
war, and it was the only time
that_Frank Meakins was attac-
ked in the lion and tiger pits of

which he has charge at Whips-
nade.

How do people become zoo
keepers ? Often their fathers
were 200 keepers before them,
but: with Frank Meakins it was
quite accidental,

It cl:xanced that when thoq
Zoological Society bought Hall
Farm, Whipsnade, in 1928, to
start & zoo there, Frank, who
lived near-by, was looking for
&]O'b. So he became one of the
z0o's first employees,

Attacked By Zebra

For th_e next two years he
helped with all kinds of prepa-
ratory work, such as erecting
the four-mile boundary fence,
making the paddocks, planting
trees, and 20 on. Then, when
the zoo was ready and the
animals began to arrive, he was
offered a job as keeper. TFor
Fra_nk' Meakins that was the
beginning of a life full of
interest and with its fair share
of excitement,

For two or three years he
lookec.i after all kinds ofy animals
to gain experience., He learned
a lot about the dangers of wild'
animals and the need for cons-
tant vigilance, Once he was
attacked by a zebra, another
time four porcupines set about
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im, jabbing their long, sharp
juills into his legs.

jate-Conscious
A keeper only forgets to scln:‘t
er-

» gate once in his lifetime.
.ainly Frank's first experience
was enough to make him gate-
sonscious for the rest of his
life. With another keeper he
had taken some food into the
bison paddock, and they forgot
to shut the gate behind them.

This was soon noticed by the
bison, and it was & nasty mo-
the two keedpetrn a8

gaw the small berd troop-
:ﬁ;yout into the paxk. Lugk,
however, geemed to be mth
them, as all but one of the bison
were quickly rounded up .and
allowed themselves to be driven

back into the paddock.

But the huge bull bison refu-
sed fto g0 back, 80 reinforce-
ments had to be sent for. As
they approached, mad with rage
now at being thwarted, be
lowered his head and charged.

¥ The keepers ran for cover, but

R4

and tigers.

¢ of them slipped and .ell.
oT?\inking quickly, Meakms,
ermed only with a p}tchfork,
stood in the bison's path.
Incredibly the animal stopped,
turned and walked back to the
paddock and through the gate.

With Giant Cats

After a few years Frank
became & fully-fledged keeper,
and achieved his ambition when
he was transferred to the lions
He hag now be:n

th them for over twenty
;oiars, and knows more than

| most people about the problems

N
»{121 Lo

of keeping these giant cats in
captivity. ‘
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The fact that the keeper is
not completely unarmed seems
to deter most would-be attac-
kers.

Frank Meakins carries a
pitchfork, and I have watched
him in the middle of the lion
pit, quietly guiding a lioness
towards a cage in which he
wants to shut her away. Neither
she nor any of the other liones-
ges look in the least likely to
attack, but you never .know if
gomething may have upset
them.

Tiger V. Lion

Frank Meakins prefers tigers.
In temperament they are very
different from lions. Lions are
more docile and gociable. Im
their natural state they go about
in family groups or prides, and
in captivity you can keep a lion
with several lionesses, and
even some of their cubs. But
the tiger is essentially a solitary
animal, never associating in
family groups and only pairing
up for a week or two at breeding
time.

Most things that a lion can do
a tiger can do better. It is a
more active animal, and it needs
more food than the lion. Three
to four pounds of meat a day
during the summer is plenty
for a full-grown lion, but a tiger
pneeds six. During the winter
these rations are increased by
about two pounds a day.

A lion can clear a height of
about ten feet, given a long
enough run up, which is astoni-
ghing for an animal weighing
up to a quarter of a ton. But a
tiger can clear sixteen feet,

Another difference between
the two animals is their breeding

o



records in captivity. Lions in
zoos and eircuses bave alwavs
bred well, and many thousands
of cubs have been successfully
reared. Twenty years ago,
however, very few tiger cubs
had ever been reared in capii-
vity, though adult tigers do as
well in zoos as adult lions.

Their Courtship

. _Such a situation was a great
challenge to a keeper responsi-
ble for both lions and tige:s,
and Frank has had astonishing
success with tiger breeding.
Ranee over the years produced
- litter after litter, first with Tom
as her mate and then, when he
died, with Rajah, a formidalle
man-eater who had killed foir

men before being captiured as &

full.grown tiger and sent to
Whipsnade.

Altogether, Ranee produced

twenty-eight cubs over a period

of ten years, and all but three -

of these were reared to maturity,
a record that no other zoo in the
world has approached,

Frank Meakins thipks that
the peaceful surroundings, and,
above all the silence at night,
have played an important part
In these big.cat courtships;
coupled with the fact that Ranee
was always left alone in her

den whenever she had cubs, no
keeper or anyone else bein

allowed to go near her for the ™
first week or two,

B Find out the ' Heartless Husband *!
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DRUG THAT FRIGHTENS FEAR!

(By LESLIE KENT)

Two sea-blue capsules can make a pleasure out of pain
a triumph out of an ordeal—and a lion out of a rabbit!

. 1
IFIED with fear, the girl
PE}als'itated, then tightened her
lips and pressed the bell‘})eneat}{
the brass plate marke(_i : “ Denta
Surgeon.” The dentist recogni-
sed the symptoms at once. Try
these,” he said, handing her two
gsmall sea-blue capsules. The
girl swallowed them nervously.

n minutes later she walked
in;:l:)e the room without a trace of
nervousness and settled 1r_1to tvhe
dental chair as though it was
the best seat at her fav.ourlt.e
cinema. Before she realised it
the throbbing tooth was out.

The secret was in the anti:fear
capsules she had been given.
They contained Methylpentynol':
an alcohol drug which has hit
the world’s headljnes because of
its unique ability to remove
nervous apprehension and give
confidence to anyone under
ordeal.

Courage For Students !

factured under tbe name
osttl;Fiv:m by British medical
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research house, it has been
found by stage performers to
conquer ' mike fright” and first
night jitters; sportsmen and
public speakers find it invaluable
in quelling °'butterflies”, and
even students taking examina-
tions face their examiners with
confidence after taking two
capsules.

It is of most value, however,
in the dental and medical fields.
For many years dental surgeons
have been looking for a safe
preparation which will overcome
the traditional terror of the
dentist's chair. First some of
t h e short-acting barbiturates
were used but they were not
satisfactory. Patients given
them had to wait at least thirty
minutes before they took effect,
And they had to be chaperoned
to remain in the surgery until
they wore off.

Oblivon, on the other hand,
works rapidly—in from ten to
fifteen minutes—and leaves nag
after-effects,

(L}



Boon For Doctors

Doctors have also found it a
poon: particularly in combating
insomnia. Sleeplessnessis more
often due to nervous tension,
anxiety or overexcitement than
actual physical illness. And
Oblivon acts quite differently
from any other sedative or
hypnotic. It does not produce
drowsiness when taken during
the day or when the patientis
active. But when taken on
retiring it removes tension, set-
tles the emotions and allows
natural sleep to take over.

Oblivon is comparatively
harmless and non-habit-forming.
It has enabled doctors to do
away with many of the bedsid:
bottles of barbiturates thus
materially reducing the danger
of such lethal drugs in the hands
of overwrought patients. It is
also used to combat the anxiety
of mothers in childbirth and is
an anti-fear anaesthetic in minor
and even some major surgical
operations.

In the psychiatric field it has
been put to work in treating
anxiety neuroses.

The doctors of the National
Coal Board were among the first
to find an important use for
Oblivon. It was during an under-
ground fire at a large colliery in
Nottinghamshire. Five hundred
fire-fitters and rescue workers

. battled with it for several days.

The doctors faced the problem
of seeing that these men got
sufficient sleep during their brief
spells on the surface. They
came up overtired and tense; as
soon as they closed their eyes
their minds took them back

* underground. Barbiturates could

i

not be given because, if & sudden

éinérgensy arose, the men WOum
have to be aroused and semt’
back underground. This would

be impossible under the effect
of a barbiturate.

No Il Effects %

The senior M.O. had heard of
Obh.von. He decided to give it
a trial. As¢ euch team came to
the surface they were given two
capsules per man,

Without exception they slept
soundly and naturally. Each
reported that his tensed-up feel-

ing had vanished shortly after
taking the capsules. Y

Testa'have also established its
safety in children and babie
M.a(_le up in a specially flavoure
ehxn‘_lt has proved effective in
allaying teething time fretful-
ness and over-excitement.

Methylpentynol is actually an
alcohol, with a chemical szruc-
ture containing carbon, hydro-
gen and oxygen only. The first
report upon it was published in
America in 1650, It was then

described as a non-toxic, short- ..

acting hypnotic. It was thought
to have no other use,
lz;.lboratory and
showed that it was rapidl
absorbed and eliminated If)roli
the body and had no influence

on blogd-pressure, heart rate
or respiration.

Following investi a.tions.
British scientists, Dr?Guy M:ry-
shall produced a method of

making it in bulk f
Schering COmpany?r the British

Tension Slips Away

It became apparsnt tha
1;Ohbhvon was acting mainly O:i
e nervous, harassed type of
patient. A genior official of the
technical deparment of British
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-given the

_use. Latewg’
clinical testas™

=

A baring DOgAD LYiNE .
E(t}l;gc;?igne. He found .that his

ing of tension sliﬁpped away
fa;%‘hr;g carefree attitude took

over. . -
ollowing discussions wi

Df Marshall, a series of metu;)u-

lous laboratory tasts were Dbe-

gun. ot .
the staff Wer
Members o('tirug o arying

i en it was
Siven :ganieshun'lrber of highly
gervous dental patients sgorﬂg;
before operation. The famot
Lecturer in Dental 'Surgexy ao
King's College Hospital \tNasls(sa
impressed that he u.nder. 00 :
series of trials involving severa

hundred patients.

Startling Results .

Results were startling. Patients
who were formerly terror-stric-
ken laughed and joked 1’_“00}1'
cernedly in the dental r:haﬁ;.
The Senior Lecturer and 12
assistants found that they %o
through their work with far

less strain.

Tl;e tests showed cgncluswely
that Oblivon had a unique, specl-
fic action on fear. A paper by
the Senior Lecturer, Mr. P. A.
Trotter, ©OR the remarkable
results obtained was read at the
annual dental conferetllc; acr;;l_
published in The Denta E(aD')

——

tioner. :

EIGHT DIFFERENT
TYPES OF ASTHMA

sthma according to one
lcftiing authority o=» the
condition, is sctually eight .d1f-
ferent diseases. These eight
asthmas Vary considerably 1in
the way they ghould be treated
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n the prospects of eventual
cure or relief. ;

Although the shortness of

preath, feelings of suffocation,

wheezing and coughing which
characterise an attack of asthma i}
are brought on by constriction and }

congestion of the air passages

to the lungs, the baisc cause °®
may vary from cat-fur to germs,

Research into the causes of the '}

disease has led Dr. Ethan A,
Brown, a specialist in allergy,
to propose in the “ Annals of
Allergy,” that the different as. .
thmas be classified as follows:

Atopic (allergic); obstructive -
(something blocking respiratory
passages) cardiac (caused by
heart conditions); psychogenic
(emotional disturbances); physi. -
cal (triggered by heat or cold); -
infectious (bacterial) ; nasogenic
(local reactions of the nose), and
asthma due to industrial fumes,
vapours and drug reactions.

Breathing Exercises

The multiplicity of the causes
of this disease is matched by the -
many methods of treatment
used by physicians.

In a recent review of asthma
therapy published in the Journal
of the American Medical Asso-
ciation, Drs. Clarence Bernstein
and S. D. Klotz discuss the uses
of no less. than 23 different
drugs plus breathing exercises,
psychotherapy, desensitisation,
and surgery. Drugs include:
muscle relaxants, sedatives,
hormones, enzymes and anti.
biotics.

The majority of asthma at-
tacks are due to allergy, an ab.
normal reaction to one or more
substances to which a persen
may be sensitive, ' doctors have
found.
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-8creen. Still,
there has re-

. cently beena
remarkable
increase in
the possibil-
ity that ma-
ny of the
film capital’s
““new faces'
of the future
will come
from Cana-
da.

The great-
est talent
hunt in Hol-
lywood's hi-
story is un-

‘der way,
and the mo-
vie makers
will strive to
leave no st-
one untur-
ned in their

)
)

SR L

THREAT TO HOLLYWOOD

: YOU'D probably scoff if some-
_ one suggested your name
.would soon be seen on the

<

BEGUM PARA, inap attractive pose

search for the stars of tomor-
'zow, as well as for fresh writers,
directors, producers and other

ment centreg,
scouring both

production personnel,
names \yill be projectglo]::mx:lw
the credits of this Year's U Sg
films than ig
any previous
- month
period, and
stardom will
be attained
by quite &
number o f
players
whose faces
aren't yaet
familiar to
film fans,

Scouts
Scouring

_ The search
1s not being
limited to
people with
show. . busi.
ness experi-
ence, nor
confined to
establish e d
entertain.
hSh;xd'i(i: scouts are
h the highways an

yWays of six gontinents ind. ig
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Hollywood and on location,
new talent is being discovered
almost every day.

When a 12-year-old was
needed to portray Cha'uzles
Lindbergh as a boy in "'The
Spirit of St.Louis,” the Warner
Brothers casting department
went over the cinema city’s sup-
ply of juvenile talent with a fine-
tooth comb, but failed to find a
lad who looked Ilike James
Stewart, who played Lindbergh
as & man. Peter Scaroni, who
finally got the part, was picked
from a group of sightseers
visiting one of the location

-wites of the picture.

Gambles Pay Off

Gary Spence, a barber on the
20th Century-Fox lot several
vears, landed roles in five of
the studio’s most recent films,
the latest being the screen
version of Montreal wu:iter
Lionel Shapiro’s best seller,
“The Sixth of June.” TLis film
also features Canadian Alex
Finlayson of Sydney M:ines,
Nova Scotia, a nephew of silent-
screen comedian James I nlay-
son. Alex was working for a
Los Angeles mortuary when
signed for the part, but he will
soon be too busy acting to have
either the time or inclination
for any other professional
activity.

While there is yet no convin-
cing proof that the the public
will accept any but familiar
faces in top starring roles,
efforts to find new ones have
been extended much farther than
ever befors.

Because bank financing of
big-budget productions is limi-
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ted to those starring established
players, using new talent is
something of a gamble for the
studios and independent produ-
cers, There are already indica-
tions that it will pay off, but in
any case they have no ather
choice.

Producer’s Fear

*“Unless many faces are found
in the near future, the movie
studios will be out of business,” :
declares Paramount executive _
producer Don Hartman. ‘‘We
don't do business with the top
stars any more. Their agents
tell us what we can and cannot’
do, and this year the competition .
for players and stories is
tougher than ever., We've
learned we can no longer copy
one another, or ourselves, so
there’s bound to be more deve-
lopment of fresh ideas and new
personalities. Unfortunately,
movie-making is an ‘industry’
that turns out a ‘product’, and
it is the drive of industry to-
make everything as alike as
possible—as in automobile
manufacture. Yet this is what
got Holiywood into trouble. We:
must mass-produce pictures,
but must also avoid making any
two alixe. New talent must
solve the problem,”

Actor-producer Kirk Douglas:
gambled on Elsa Martinelli, an -
Italian model with no previous
movie experience, and her spark-
ling performance in his
production of ‘‘The Indian
Fighter” made her a bright new -
star  overnight, Paramount
took a chance on unknown Carol
Ohmart and Tom  Tryon,
teaming them as the stars of
“The Scarlet Hour,”” and also
launched Maltese-born singer
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izeste Kirkop at the top of the
vdder, co-starring with
cathryn Grayson in “The
‘agabond King.” Rod Taylor,
ormer Australian swimming
hampion, boxer and actor, was
ushed into a key role in
‘Giant”, then signed to an
[-G-M contract and assigned
plum part opposite Debbie
leynolds in ““The Catered
fair.”

Another Australian, model
lictoria Shaw, appeared with
Job Hope during his tour
ast year, followed his
dvice about invading the film
apital and, moon after her
arival, landed the second
eminine lead in “‘The Eddy
Juchin Story"” with Tyrone
2ower and Kim Novak, which
nade her a star. And Dean
Jones, discovered singing in the
rarly day music hall of Knott's
Berry farm, a California tourist
attraction dedicated to  the
preservation of both berries and
the traditions of the old west,
went into his fifth film in as
many months when he recently
reported for work with James
Gtgney and Barbara Stanwyck
in “Somewhere I'll Find Him."”
These rapid rises are typical of
the recognition now being given
new recruits in the battle of the
bex office.

‘Talent Workshop

“We have 23 new players at
the present time,” reports
M-G-M production head Dore
Schary, ‘‘and all are currently
being given outstanding oppor-
tunities. Leslis Neilsen, a
young man from Regina,
Saskatchewan, appears to be
.one of our best bets,”

g8
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Universal.International ean
Re credited with starting the
new talent” trend. For the
past five years this company
has spent $ 1,000,000 snnually
on the operation of a talent\
workshop, which numbers Rock
Hudson, Tony Curtis, Jeff
Chandler, Julie Adams, Audie
Murphy, Mamie van Doren,
George Nader and other money-
makers among its graduates.
Studio ‘‘students” who are
expecte(_i to attain stardom after
graduation .  include Leigh
Snowd_en, Mara Corday, Hillevi
Rombin (Miss Universe, 1955),
Carlene Johnson (Miss USA),
Ray Danton, April Kent, R

o
Reason and Vancouver's Karo:‘
Kadler.

Monroe’s Rise

) New.comers are put to work
Inour pictures soon after being
signed, and are encouraged to
make TV"appearance and to go
on tour,” says U.I workshop
director Jess Kimmel. ‘‘Of
course, the more successful we
are in training a new actor, the
sooner we lose him., When he
gets to be big office, he's ne
longer content to be under
contract solely to us,”

This.applies to all studios, a
cage In point being Marilyn
Monroe. It was the promotio-
nal power of the 20th Century-.
Fox publicity department that
made her a box-office draw long
befptn she demonstrated much
acting ability, she kicked over
the traces and demanded a new,
non-exclusive deal four years
before her contract was due to
end.' Nevertheless, the same
studio lt}xck its neck out again
by ocasting Young stage actor
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Jon Murray in the cowpoy“rola
opposite Miss Monroe 1in Bus
Stop,” a part that will certainly

make him a top star.

Contest Revival

Television has taken the
place of the “B” movies all
studios wused to make as a
proving ground for new players.
This more modern medium has
introduced such stars as Grace
Kelly and Charlton Heston to
Hollywood and was recently
responsible for the 1qtroductory
appearance of Dennis Hopper
with  Shelley Winters 1In

*T Died & Thousand Times." a8

well as Jayne Mansfield’s movie
debut in ‘‘Illegal,” starring
Edward G. Robinson. Indirectly,
TV led to Ralph Vitti's switch
from baseball to acting, as
bandleader Tommy Dorsey saw
the young second baseman in a
televised game, later introduced
him to Canadian producer Jack
Cummings. who arrenged a
screen test that resulted in a
long-term M-G-M contract.

Another significant sign of
the new trend is the 1955 revival
of the Wampas Baby Stars
annual contest, sponsoreq _by
motion picture salesmen. Giving
» big boost to new talent d}xnn_g
the ‘20's and early '30°s, it
started Joan Crawford, Loretta
Young, Ginger Rogers and other
film favourites on the road to
fame, but the idea was thought
to have outgrown its usefulness
and it was a.bandone(}. Then,
last year, it was revived, and
new Wampas Dbaby stars,
including Jolene B:g.nd,
Roxanne Arlen and Lita Milan,
will become familiar faces 1n

the near future.
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The demand for new talent
has brought about a juvenile-
player boom, and Hollywood
has hit a new high in the
production of pictures with
youngsters in leading roles.
Pretty Patty McCormack, who
recreated her sensational stage
role in the screen production of
“The Bad Seed”, will return to
Hollywood for another movie
this year. Fifteen-year-old Sal
Mineo, an Oscar nominee for -
his performance in ““Rebel With-
out a Cause,’”” will be co-starred
with Spencer Tracy in ““The Old
Man and the Sea.”  Johnny
Washbrook, the talented
Toronto 10-year.old, is slated
for feature film stardom wupon
completion of his "My Friend
Flicka” TV series, and Doreen
Tracey, 13-year-old member of
the Disney ‘‘Mouseketeers’” on
television, shares top billing
with Fess Parker in Walt’s first
western feature, ‘“Westward Ho,
the Wagons! "

Great Dissenter Speaks

The sons and daughters of
geveral established players have
also  been signed. John
Wayne’s son, Pat, joins him in
“The Searchers,” and James
MacArthur, son of stage star
Helen Hayes, stars in the movie
based on “‘Deal a Blow,” the
play in which he made his TV -
debut. Bob Hope's boy, nine-
year-old Kelly, appears with
the comedian in ‘“That Certain
Feeling”, and Alan Ladd’s son,.
Laddie, makes his first film
appearance in  ““Santiago’.
starring his father, Robert
Montgomery's daughter, Eliza-
beth, has been offered several
important parts since her initial-
film performance with Gary-
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‘Cooper and Ralph Bellamy in
“The Court-Martial of Billy
Mitchell.”

Although all major studios
have recently hired new writers
the demand for good scripts
still exceeds the supply. To
correct this condition, the
“industry plans to establish a
central clearing house, which
will allow manuscripts to be
received through the mails and,
at the same time, provide legal
protection.

Another new talent develop-
ment programme involves the
staging of regular talent
contests at leading theatres
throughout the U.S. and Canada.
~Contracts awarded to finalists
* will be of sufficient duration to
-test their abilities, rather than
for mere token picture parts,
as has been the custom with
such contests in the past.

Best Single Answer

It will take some time to
show whether the studios are
.on the right track in their race
to sign new people in both
creative and performing bran-
-ches of the film business.
* Humphrey Bogart, Hollywood’s
great dissenter, believes they’'re
headed for derailment,

“Producers are always trying

- 4o throw a scare into us old-
. timers with that ‘new faces’
. pitch, but the public won't buy
it,” he says. '‘All these new-
comers look, talk and act alike.
Producers get some pretty boy,

. give him a fancy name, like
““Rock Pile” or ‘Nob Hill," and
. rub their hands when the
- bobbysoxers  scream. But,
when they have to lay money

i -y

on the line, they holler for thv:f

stars they know the public will
pay money to see.”

Perhaps the best single
answer to DBogie's blast is

Shirler Jones, who was jus\’
two years out of high school™

when she got a small part in
the stage production of “‘South
Pacifie”’, After joining the
choruvs line of ““Me and Juliet”,
in less than a year she was
selected by  Rodgers and
Hamicerstein to l.eadline the
screen version of ‘Oklahomat’
opposite Gordon MacRae.
Introd.icing the new Todd-AO
projecton process, this produe-
tion zoomed her into internatig,
nal prominence, and hé&?
subsequent reunion with
MacRae in ‘‘Carousel” has

clinched her claim to top
stardom.

But, like others who've
climbed the ladder of success,
Shirley Jones has some doubts.

“1 sometimes wonder if it's
worth it,”” she told me. "“I'm
puzzled at the change in others.
As I went up, the young people
I'd known before my lucky
break become remote and
stand-offish. I feel exactly the
same way about them now as
I did when I was in the chorus,
but I'm afraid they'll never
give me a chance to prove it.”

—CARSON KERR
FOR PUBLICTY AT

FESTIVALS

The Indian film producers are
bpcoming more and more cons-
cious of the international max-
ket. And the only way to
develop this market is to acti-
v_ely participate in the Interna-
tional Film Festivals held in
diffezent countries.
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nnes, two Indian pie-
turAets gv‘ere shown and_c’>’ne 0
them, ' Pather Panphgzh fv-von
tremendous appreciation é?m'
foreign critics. But 'asd t]}::l
Sadashiv Reo complame_d i
Indian film ipdpstry di not
bother to publlCIlZ)E}g ts:leézsi?m

ding @& i egal
Eg :l:: f(;‘stival and 'dl“;"!bui
ting literature about Indian films
to the other
delegates. Ac-
cording to
him, the 1n-
dustry lost a
big opportun-
ity and he has
auggested
bow in future
at least the
film industry
can exploit
such festivals
¢ o publicize
Indian films.

At Berlin,
f o r tunately,
quite a num-

Aur Deeya ” and ''Ek Hi Raata”.
Prabhat Kumar the director of
“Toofan Aur Deeya”™ had
attended Cannes Festival some
years ago and he is fully aware
of the fact that the Indian pic-
tures suffer a great deal due to
lack of publicity. So this time
he is determined +to attend
the fectival at Venice and give
widest publicity to his picture,
And one can
depend upon
his sense of
showmanship.

It is, how-
ever, a pity
that no Indian
film was en.
tered in Sou-
th East Asia
Film Festival
in this festi.
val Indice
would hawe
also won lau
rels and sucl
participati on
would have

helped to con-
ber of dofo solidate the
B o at. South Bast
gOiggthteofesatg: CHARMING Vyjayanthimala Asia m&él-{et
:'.aﬁ. And it in “Kismet ka Khel” for Indian

is hoped tbat

;;eh pdelegates would  take
full advantage of the osca-‘
sion. Similarly to Korlovy elxn
in Czechoslovakia a strong dele-
gation is has gone and one can
expect the delegates like Abbas,
Bimal Roy, Dilip Kumar, Dev
Anand, Chetan Anand, .
Kapur, Shammi Kapoor to 19{1
colour and spice to the festival.

Two Pictures

i i ictures
At Venice, two Indian pic
are being shown ViZ. Toofan

INDIA MAGAZINE

films, writes
the Bombay correspondent of
““Cine Advance.”

It is, however, gratifying to
note that gradually our produ-
cers ave realizing the importance
of these festivals which ulti-
mately pave the way for the
international market. :

DILIP DRIVES A TONGA!

Since he became a film star,
Dilip Kumar has been missing
many of the innocent pastimes.
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~of his early youth which are a
thing of the past.

Though a confirmed non-beli-
ever in the past, Dilip has a
natural tendency to take enthu-

. siastically to some of his favou-
. rite objects of interest which
 once used to delight and thrill
~ him the most.

His work in B. R. Chopra’s
undertaking

L L4

; ' Naya Daur”
{ would seem to
i~ have provided
; him with a
" rare opportun-
. ity of plying

a tonga which

once used to be
. amuch-sought.
" after pastime

for him in his
“ pre-stardom
-days in Deolali.

In ‘“Naya
~Daur”, being
- produced and
i directed by
. Chopra from
.~ an original and
thought -provo-
¢ king story b

i
i latest ambitious

e e
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& Rl near.by
¥ village to lend authenticity to
one initial sequence showing
Dilip as the rustic, handsome
&< -tongawalla with a tasseled whip
% in his right hand and trying

to pat the horse as though he
had known the noble animal
for ages,

The cast of ‘‘Naya Daur’

includes Ajit, Madhubala, Leela *°

Chitnis, Manmohan Krishna,
Jeevan, Nazir Hussein, Prati-
madevi, Radhakrishan, Daisey
Irani and Chand Usmani,

“ BASANT PANCHAMI1”

Jayant Desai
has completed
the shooting of
Hemlata Pic-
tures’ latest
mythological,
‘*Basant Pan-
chami."” Re-
cently he shot
a lavish smong
and dance num-
ber at Central
Studios. The
song is written
by the Critics’
Award winner
Pradeep and
Chitragupta
has composed
the musio.

" Basant Pa-
nchami’ brings
to the screen
one of the in-
spiring and po-
pular episodes
from mytholo-
gy narrating the greatness of a
woman's devotion to her God
and her husband which made the
latter almost invincible,

" Basant Panchami” will be =

released through Desai Film
Distributors, . v
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