i :

thf"’u (4] ﬂ}V

u"t‘!
£ CONTENTS_

MAY 1957] / m

3 1.0??* -/AQ /

STORIES

His First &l{ lF‘Qi’ - “‘ﬁ K
Tug D \MOND‘RLNG Qed®

o PRIDE AND PRINCIPLE 17
WiTH AReE CHARMIR 23
ONE WormaN To ANOTHER 33
PremMa’s FoLry 43
S0 MHow...! 49
Two Heaps Are BETTER 57

Hoxesty @ Best Pouicy ! (skit) 8
RArLwAy TRAVELLERS (skit) 28
SACrRED BuLL (skit) 39
Ar Tie BARBER’S ! (skit) 64

In.

FEATURES
EDITORIAL
CuRRENT COMMENTS we 3
Lire & LAUGHTER o 47
WORLD SIDELIGHTS e 7
StArs & STUDIOS 76

The names of characters and places
appearing in fictional stories are
purely imaginary and’ any
reference to living persons
is only coincidental.

The Editor does not accept
responsibility for the views
expressed by contributors,



MAY 1957

THE NEW PICTURE

BOTH in the States and the Centre new Ministries
have begun to function. Congress has captured’
power in most of the States. Even in Orissa it has ass-
umed the reins of administration much to the disappoint-1
ment of the right wing forces.  In the office of the Pre-
sident and of the Vice-President, also, there will be no
change. :

VorLume 1T }

Thus the over-all picture is encouraging enough for .
the Congress. But the High Command is said to be
considerably exercised by certain disturbing trends. It
has good reason to be. In Bigger Bombay there seems
to be considerable dissatisfaction among the peopléy;
The agitation for Maha Gujerat and Samyukta Maha-
rastra is still smouldering. It remains to be seen how
Shri Y. B. Chavan can rcconile the conflicting claims o*
the two regions and restore harmony. Otherwise, the
whole question may have to be re-opened with all the
grave implications and complications that are bound to-
arise and darken the pclitical skics.

The nation will continus ‘o hear the echoes of re—
organization for long. Ke i was lost to the Congress
because of this very divi ion. When Rajaji suggesteds
the creation of Dakshina Pradesh he had in mind the
consolidation, stability and uniform progress of the
South. With the merger of the Tamil talugs of T.-C.
into Madras, where Congress was predominant, thet
surrender of Kerala to the Communists was a foregofie
conclusion.

—Please see page 3
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MUDDLE

The Naya Paisa muddle
continues to vex the ])ubl"xc
and impose severe hardship
and privation on the poover
sections of the people. From
the postal officials down to
the shopman, the hawker altd
the vendor exploitation 1s
rampant. They pocket the
poor man’s money, thanks to
the vulgar fractions which the
common man does not sae but
feels. From the postal cover
to the beedi and the match-
box things are more costly. If
you pass in a rupee, you don’t
get the balance in terms of
the old coins even though you
may sea piles of them on the
counter.

If the Naya Paisa had been
introduced before the General
Elections we daresay there
would have heen a definite
swing against the Congress.
Ag it ig, inflation has come
through the backdoor. The
price of every commodi-
ty has gone up and we cannot
thank the Finance Ministry
for this post-election boon.

THE NEW PICTURE
—~EDITORIAL Continued.
There is surprise among the
general public at the winsome

ways of the new Kerala
Ministry although suspicion
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very naturally persists. The
Communists are working for
a ridiculously low salary. -
Congressmen have apparently
forgotten the days when
Ministers were drawing only
Rs. 500 during their advent to
power in 1937. The Kerala
Ministry has not only organiz-
ed a drive for economy but
also sponsored a campaign
for rooting out corruption
from all branches of the ad-
ministration. Few will deny
that they have begun well and
we must give credit where it'
is due.

At the same time, we must
voice the general feeling that
Communists are an unreliable
and detestable lot. They still
swear by violence and no-
body believes that the Ministry
will be able to function for
long within the framework of
the Constitution.” Most ob-
jectionable is their extrater—
ritorial patriotism and their
ultimate aim is the establish-
ment of a Communist admini-
stration for the whole of
India.

‘Congress will soon be faced
with a crucial test. It must
prova its superiority to the
Communist Party and reform
its method and manner of
administration.
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His First Client

by SUDHA RANGANATHAN

NALINI-she herself readily

admits—is a rather poor
driver, though very well up
in looks. By the former
statement, it does not mean
that she is careless, but, to
put it mildly, she is a bit
mervous in traffic. Thatday,
as luck would have it, she
had to go to Mylapore in the

for Nalini, she wanted to look
her best and had ordered a
new bLlouse for the event.
She had come persenally to
collect it.

Everything went well till
she started on her return
journey. She drove carefully
past the girls’ school, and

morning, and that too near
the tank, to see her tailor.
Eevrything was practically
setteld about her wedding
except the formal consent of
the groom, He was to come
and ‘““see’’ her that evening
with an uncle of his. This
being the first such occasion
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cther ‘hazards’, She looked
arefully to hex right and left
before she turned. If she gets
past this point, the rest of the
road was fairly uncrowded

and safe
pedestrians ).

Oh blast! Did that ‘*divine"’
INDIA MAGAZINE

(I mean for the ’

daughter of tue most ‘divine’
buffalo in a black mood have
to cross just then? To
avoid it, she turned into
a side-lane. She did not
notice the cycle ‘parted’
againgt the curb, leaning
precariously on the lamp-
post. The iron pole aid its
best to keep the cycle in ity
vertical position, but it wag
absolutely helpless against
the three and a quarter ton
of iron and steel propelled
against it by Nalini, It had
to relinquish its support to
the poor two-wheeled
machine. Bereft of its only
prop, the cycle collapsed, the
back wheel convulsing in a
heap of mangled steel and
rubber.

MALINE heard the thud and

snap just a bit late. She
stopped the car and got down
liastily. In trylng to save a
oreature of flesh and blood,
gshe had wmanaged to put out of
commissiorr, & man made
article, the pride of some
schoolboy, no doubt. Nalini,
hurriedly looked round to see
if anybody had noticed the
accident. There was not
a single creature visible,
except a solitary crow—one
can safely call it a scare
crow—perched  precariously
on the afore .mentioned lamp-
post, too stunned even fo
caw. Itlooked as it it might
change its mind any moment,
and start screeching away for
dear life. Before the conting-
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éncy arose, Nalini bolted into
the nearest house,

A YOUNG man, dressed im-

peccably in a new black coat
and spotless white pants, was
sitting in the front room. Oh
horrors, thought Nalini, he
must have been watching the
accident, though  heaven
knows why he had not rushed
out the moment it happened.
Or rather, thank heavens, he
did not, and attract a huge
crowd to witness her discom-
fiture.

““Be pleased to sit down,
Madam' said the young man.
Nalini promptly slumped into
the nearest chair.

“Now that you have re-
laxed, please give me the
details’’—said the young man.

“Well, you see...."”” she start-
ed, and then turned to look
out of the window. A small
erowd made up of peopls
who could afford to linger in
that hour were already devot-
ing special attention to the
way she had smashed up the
cyle.

‘“ Oh, you need not worry
about that till the owner turns
up,”-the young man assured
her coolly, and contined. “"But
I think I had better wait till
the other.party also turns up.
I don’t think I should act for
you without knowing how
much the other party is pre-
pared to accept.,”” Then he
smiled at her charmingly.
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Though Nalini was captivat-
ed by his handsome build
and clear cut features, she
chose to look affronted. ‘I
donot remember ever asking
you to act for me in any cap-
acity” she retorted hetly.

*'But, Madam. if any person
barges into a lawyer's office,
immediately after an
accident, it is natural, no
doubt, for the lawyer to as-
sume that that person has
come to consult him about
that particular accident’ - he
replied blandly, a mischiev.
ous twinkle lighting wup his
eyes.

NALINI got scared. Only

then she noticed the board
with the bold letters’” Ram-
nath and Kedari, Advocates”,
She recollected at once that
this Mr. Ramnath was some-
how connected with the young
man who was to come in the
evening, if he was the same
Myr. Ramnath, ‘‘May I see
your father?” she asked.
“Probably you mean my
uncle? I work under him. It
is customary for the junior to
fix up engagements for his
senior. Now, if I knew the
merits of your case I can try
to convince him to take it up.
Now, if you are ready...” he
added. He talked smoothly,
steadily, No doubt it would
have impressed a judge fa-
vourabily, but Nalini was i
tears by that time.

They could both hear somd
talk in the next room. “‘Hey
Kedari, remember from to-
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day you are a full.fledged"

lawyer. We must be there
early. At least on the first
day, you must attend court in
time. Are you ready ?'—
Talking thus, an elderly
gentleman entered. Turning
enquiringly to Nalini, he as-
ked the young man, “And,
who igthis 7

Before Nalini could open
her mouth, the young man
interposed. "“Thisis a young
lady who has smashed soms-
body's cycle with her bad
driving. I think I better tes-
tify as a witness. Probably
that would be better.”’— here
he nearly laughed. Nalini,
who had recovered her voice
by this time, addressed the
sonior gentleman. ‘I am Mr.
Ramamurthy’s daughter, Mr.
Ramamurthy of Murthy &
Company. I came in here to
get help. I happened to dash
into a cycle left carelessly on
the road, while I swerved to
avoid a buffalo.”

Here the young man inter-
rupted: “No, no, she is wrong.
It was all parked.”

JUST then a servant came
rushing in shouting, “Sir,
gir! Mr, Kedari’'s cycle has
been run over by a car. We
cannot find the driver at all.
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Oh, if we had caught him, we
would have ‘treated’ him
well. People who do not
know how to handle a car,
start driving’’—and he began
to elaborate on the driver's
qualifications and the punish.
ment due to him. The elder
man cut him short and sent
him out of the room.

INALINIL was looking at Ked-

ari accusingly. So, it was
his cycle all along and he had
been having fun at her ex-
pense. Kedari was dejected
at seeing his first client slip
out of his fingers, Ramnath
who guessed what was going
on in their minds, slapped

Kedari on the back and laugh-
ed. ' I think we better settle
the matter out of court. Kedari
can neither appear a8 the
defence counsel, nor as a
witness for the prosecution,
as he is the plaintiff. and I
think he is not eager for the
last role. And anyway, my
dear boy, it is getting late for
us now. You go home, my
girl, and keep quiet about the
affair. We are scheduled to
comas to your house this
evening, and we can discuss to
find Nalini blushing furiously
and Kedari blinking".

Kedari consoled  himself
with the thought that his
first client, though not actu.
ally in his hands now
would be so very soon! >£

1



In lighter vein :
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WHEN everybody was true
and honest. no doubt,
honesty was the best policy.
This adage must have been
born at that time only, But
now the world has changed
completely. The time of
the old - ‘Ram Rajya’ has
vanished. You will no
more find the person of the
status of Rama in the present
day world. In the old days
ladies like Sita could face the
fire ordeal; but the pressnt
-day ladies, leave aside facing
a fire ordeal, could not even
dare to stand an accidental
burn. Along with the
time, the old customs and
ideas of merality do vhange
their shape and magnitude.
which is but natural. It is a
natural phenomenon. That is
why old maxims should be
changed and they are bound
to be changed in course of
time. But man nesd not be
perplexad by this change.

. When honesty was reign.
ing, there was no necessity
for a man to be dishonest. At
that time, it was always a
.bad thing to tell lies or do
disonest things and people
used to hate such a person.

Man is 2 social animal. He
has to live in socisty. He has
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therefore to mould his way
according to the whims of
society, if he has to live hap-
pily. He cannot always
quarrel, fight and do things
right the reverse way other
people are doing. It would
not pay him aunything but on
the contrary add to his dist-
ress. If one has to live hap-
pily amongst other people, it
is my candid opinion, he must
mix with them and behave in
the same manner, as they do.
There is no use boating
against the tide.

I UAVE come across many
ingtances so far which have
pr_ompted me to become pessi-
mistic about honesty and
truth. (If you look around
minutely, 1 am sure, you
might also come across many
such instances). Take the
case of a Casual Leave applic-
ation in any office. If you
@ive the true reason, no boss
.will be kind enough to grant
it. (Tais is my experience. ..
Ma_ny may have the same eox-
perience. Exceptions to thie
may be considered the mosi
fortunate lot.) TFor getting
Casual Leave sanctioned you
have to find out some urgeni
work outside your station (of
course, false) or make some-
body seriously ill (this alac
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false). If you do not feel like
going to office any day, you
must report sick (though
you may not be actually sick).
If you tell the true reasons,
the chances of getting leave
aTe Very Irare.

IT has nowadays become a
practice to minimise the age
of & marriageable girl and
ingrease the salary of =
marriageablo boy. Because if
a true picture is presented
(which is always gloomy) the
chances of settlement of
marriage are very rare. So,
according to the exigencies of
the case, both the parties have
to do a little of addition and
subtraction to their income,
gualities (which are never
present) age, etc. Itis always
wiger (a common man’s view)
to tell a lie and be successful
in the mission than telling the
truth and getting a negative
reply. The people have real-
ised this after a long time and
they adjust themselves by
telling lies, if the circumst.
ances so warrant. Many
fathers-in.law before the
marriage—give big agsurances
to their sons-in.-law of a
handsome dowry (because
their daughters are never
handsome—to be more accu-
rate, the fathers of beautiful
daughters do not give dowry),
property, ornaments, clothes
etc. but when once the marri-
age is performed, they do not
even care to keep up 1/20th
of their promise. The only
promise they keep or as a
matter of fact, they have to
keep, s that they give their
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daughter in marriage. (Here
Ido not want to criticise the
fathers-in-law. But I am
merely presenting the facts as
they are.)

It is noticed (many a tims)
that by honest means a man
cannot even earn his living.
He is unable to make both
ends meet. A well qualified
B.A., or M. A. clerk gets
about Rs. 150/. to Rs. 200/- in
hand at the end of a month
after putting in hard wark.
But a ‘Suttawalla’ or a ‘Boot-
leggar' earns the same amount
(or perhaps more) in a day.
You might always find him in
woollen pant and silk shirs,
You will only find costly
cigarettes in his mouth.

A ‘shetji’ {a rich man) may
throw an anna coin or in all
probability just spit at the
beggar woman trying her best
to conceal her prestige in her
torn clothes; and go ahead
to climb the steps of a ‘sing-
ing girl’s * house and spread
before her bundles of Rs. 100/-
and lean dewn to obey any
word of command,

[F a man comes to you and
asks for a loan and if you do
not wish to give him the
loan, as you are sure the
money given to such a person
will not probably be returned,
vou will definitely tell bim
that you have no money
{though you may have lota of
money in your pocket). In
such a case, if you do not use
this much intelligence and
discretion, it will defni.
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tely be foolish on your part to
cry afterwards, if the money
is not returned. So, wise are
the persons who tell lies and
put off such demands.

This also reminds me of a
Chinese poem * On The RBirth
Of His Son”’. I quote below
some lines from it, as I am
sure, they will strengthen my
view point, instead of be-
coming irrelevant.

‘“ Families, when a child is
born,

Want it to be intelligent.
I, through intelligence,

Having wrecked my whole
life,

Only hope the baby will
prove

Tgnorant and stupid.

Then he will crown a
tranquil life,

By becoming a Cabinet
Minister.”

 WE also ses many people

having become millionaires
by doing nothing else except
. blackmarketing but we find
. that people working very
hard for the whole day and
- following honest vocation are
_unable to make both the ends
meet,

People are already aware
of the fact that many politi-
cal parties and political
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leaders give big assurances
during elections and prepare
healthy plans (which never
materialise) and the leaders
forget them as soon as they
are elected, I need not
comment on this. There are
several such instances. Their
list will be unending. It is
said : ‘ Honesty is the Best
Policy’. But this adage must
have been born at the time
when everybody was true
and  honest. However, it
has become an old saying
now, In reality, I am
pained to find that honesty
never counts nor helps a
man. (Of course, there may
be some instances where hon-
esty has succeeded, but there
are many instances when dis-
honesty has prevailed). This
is an open secret and when I
say this anybody, who is a
keenand minute observer, will
agree with me.

JF there is no benefit by
telling truth or being honest,
then a question arises as to
why a man should be honest?
If honesty is going to help
you, the man must always
speak truth but in practical
life it is not so. One cannot
help it. This is the plain
truth. Thatis why I feel a
wise men should not be honest,
(as many rich men are). He
should use his discretion
when to be honest and when
to be dishonest. That is way
I feel that the adage must be
changed | **

INDIA MAGAZINE
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SHIVKUMAR ran over his
plans once again, He
had, in his pocket, a genuine
cheque signed by his wife
for Rs. 500/-, and a forged
letter to her Bank Agent, tc
open the safe.deposit vault
for him. The money should
be. more than sufficient to tske
him in comfort to Bombay.
He knew certain jewellers in
Bombay and he could easily
cash the jewels nnd the
other convertibles that
Shakuntala had in her bank-
vault. Yes. Shivkumar, the
husband sf the leading heart-
throb of ths millions of
Indian cine fans, had decided
to rob his wife and desert
her. He had chosen Bombay
as his resort partly because
of the chances for hiding the
huge sprawling city effered,
or because of some sentimen-
tal reasons of his. For, it
was in Bombay that he had
met and entered into marri-
age with Shakuntala........

Funny, is it not? Who
would hav e thought that
Shivkumar, the idol of all stu-
dents of the Presidency Col-
lege when he was studying
there, would over come to
this pass ? Not when he was
the fiery orator that he was
and the soul-giving organiser

of anything and everything
in the college campus while he
was thare. Not even when he
graduated out with a good
second class degree and en-
tered Ed waxrd & Co., the
European firm which gave
him an opening as a junior
accountant. Such of the
olders as had watched his
academic career, and prophe-
sied a really bright future for
the handsome young man,
who had class writen all over
hig lineaments. It only re-
mained for Shivkumar to
marry into a ‘big’ family and
rest assured of his very happy
future.

YESs. that was what should
have happened. Probably
that was what would have hap-
pened but for his getting.trans-
forread to Bombay and his
meeting Shakuntala. Sha was
then a very struggling artiste,
trying to do her best to keep
the proverbial wolf from her
doors. In fact, she had come -
to know that to gatecrash the
filmworld was not as easy as
had appeared to her. She

_was at that time working in

a short advertisement one-
reel film that his firm was
preparing, A chance acquain.
tance ripened into intimacy,
and suddenly Shivkumar had

Story By R. PATTABIRAMAN
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come to discover that life in
Bombay was not so unin-
teresting after all.

TO befairto Shakuntala, it

must be recorded that while
she agreed to marry Shiv-
kumar, it was not just for
his money or for the security
of the house that he offered.
She had come to discover
what true love was, and she
was really glad when one
sunny aftsrnoon on Juhu
beach, Shivkumar had opened
up his heart. And their marri-
age had been what you wuold
call a successful one, till
recently ; till very recently at
that.

Reaching deep into his
heart, Shivkumar discovered
that one of the main reasons
for the estrangement between
them was her meteoric rise in
the film-world. As Shivkumar’s
wife, she had had the chance
to go to the right places and
come inte contact with the
right people, who mattered in
filmdom. The ambition that
had lain dormant in her
heart suddenly broke all
‘bonds, and she was deter-
mined to see that she starred
in a film--and that too, in the
top of the cast. Shivkumar
was also thrilled with the
idea of seeing his wife on the
screen. IHe was not unaware
of the fact that with an ac-
tress wife, his days in his
firm, or any other firm for
that matter, would be num-
bered. No taboo on the hus-
band of an actress and all
that, but when it comes to
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actualities, those employers
do seem to show a sort of
preference to people whose
wives stay at home and at-
tend only the annual get-to-
gethers and farewell parties.
He knew what he was in for.
and worked fevaerishly to get
a part for her. Luck was on
his side, for within one year
after their return to Madras,
Shakuntala’s first film was
released,—with her as the
heroine., That film had set
Shakuntala's fame on soild
foundations, but at the same
time, a fact not known to
many outside the intimate
circle, busted His. Since it
was only an expected crash,
he took it philosophi-
cally, and plunged into the
worfi thrust on him as his
wife's secretary, with zest.

IT took four full years for

the manin Shivkumar to
rankle against the rut he was
falling into. It was fun to be
introduced as the lucky pos-
sessor of the idol of the film-
world, but too much of it
bored him. As a matter of fact,
it irritated him when wolfy
male actors came to talk to
h'm purely because he was
Shakuntala’s husband, as if
he had no individuality of his
own, He knew that nobody
else was to blame for the
predicament he was in. As
the wife of an accountant,
Shakuntala would have been
a perfect hostess and a valua-
ble asset. But, on the con-

trary, he had promoted her
film career and that too, to
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the complete effacement
of his. And as a result,
whenever he wanted any-
thing, he bhad to ask her
(wasn't it always a request?)
to sign cheques. Shakun-
tala never made any bones
about giving him what he
wanted, of course. Still, it

did go against his age, when
he had to cringe before his |

wife for somsething. A more
calculating husband weuld
have probably persuaded his
wife to hand over all the
money and thus would have
had direct access to the*house-
hold chest. As a result, the
constant daily humiliation
could have been spared. But

"‘not so Stivkumar., He hade ven

refused Shakuntalu's offer to
open a separtte bank account
in his nawe. After all is said
and done, it was her mouey,
was it not? Had Shivkumar

knewn that he would come to

steal from his own wife,——
probably he would have pre-
ferred the other way....

IT was just a month back

Shivkumar started toying
with the idea of deserting his
wife., His absence would not
leuve her destitute, and form
what he could judge of her
affections, she could not be
very sorry to be rid of him.
If he knew her, she would
only be too glad to bLe left
alone with her—Narain. His
thoughts ran wildly ever the
six short months when they
had known Narain and how
he had set up the business of
destroying his domestic peace
systematically. As the mati-
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nes-idol of recent fame,
Narain decidedly had more to
turn the balance in his
favour over the now pretty
useless Shivkumar. The only
stumbling block in Narain's
way, he knew, was the fact
that as yet, divorce had not
become so common an affair
to the people of the Indian
film-world, But how long
could this continue? Go away,
therefore, he must.——but
once he went out, what could
he do ?

HE was sure that job-hunt-

ing was out of the question.
Apart from his age, he was
in no mood to be again
sorvile to anybody. He could
gstart some business on his
own....Capital? Obh, yes, that
was where Shakuntala’s bank
vault came in. He decided
that it would be only a
meagre return for what all he
had done her if he were to
take away her jewels and other
things. Only his decision was
hastened because of the in-
crease in the number of people
whom he owed money in
Madras. Not finding happi-
ness at home, he had sought
- 8olace in liquor and the racing
track, but both the drinks and
the horses had left him only
heavily indebted to a great
many people in Madras, but
otherwise, as unhappy as he
ever was..What would his
- creditors say when they found
* that Mr, Shakuntala (didn't
he know that that was the
name given to him by that
yellow journal which every-
body read) has failed to pay
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up? He knew one thing of
course. Shakuntala waould
pay, at least—was this too
much a price to get rid of
him?

He had told her that morn-
ing that he would be away at
Calcutta on a visit to a long-
forgotten relative of his. He
had followed this tale up with
a request for a cheque for
Rs. 500/~ for expenses. Of
course, she did not grimace
about it, when she signed the
cheque, but was it not relief
that he saw in her eyes? That
waag the last straw, The very
idea that she felt relieved at
his absence strengthened him
in his resolve to rob her...
with all the good words
thrown in, wasn't it robbery ?

Things were proceeding
smoothly for Shivkumar. He
had no occasion to use the
forged letter to the Bank
Agent. For, the moment he
entered the Agent's room, he
was greeted effusively by the
agent. ‘' Hello, Mr. Shivku-
mar, we have been expecting
you for some time. Your wife
instructed me to open her
vault for you when you come
here. Would you want it
now ?"’

To say that Shivkumar was

surprised atthe news is a bit
of understatement. It was
hardly three hours since he
had parted from his wife, and
from what the agent told him,
it looked as though she had
come to the Bank before him.
On top of that were her ins.
tructions to the agent to open
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the bank vault...Refusing to
be confused, he put up a hold
front and told the bank agent,
“Ah yes. Kindly send your
man with me to the vault.”

THE bank clerk who accom-

panied him went to the
vault, turned the key in, and
left the room as wss the'bank’s
practice to its known custo-
mers. Shivkumar took out
the letter he had intended for
her and read it once again. It
was just a simple letter
wherein he had informed
Shakuntala of his reasons for
his cowardly act. He did not
name her as the cause of his
ruin, but had simply pointed
out that the treatment could
have been better for a man
who had sacrificed his allin
promoting her career. No.
He had nothing to add to that
letter, When she visited the
bank next, maybe a week or
forthight later, she would
know that he never propo-
sed to return from his Cal-
cutta trip........

Shivkumar swung open the
steel door and peered inside.
No, he was not dreaming. The
whole place was empty except
for a small jewel-box on the
topshelf. Opening it, he
found it contained the disa-
mond wedding ring he had
prasented Shakuntala at the
time of marriage. The soli-
tary ring on the top shelf
could mean one thing. She

.had got wise to his intentions,

and by a curious twist of fate,
had chosen to clear her valu-
ables from her vault that par-
ticular day. This ring proba-
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bly had been left by her to
remind him of his marital
obligations........

Crestfallen, Shivkumar
took out the ring and stowed
it carefully in his breast poc-
ket. Closing the door, he
summoned the clerk, who
locked the vault in his
presence,

Only when he came out of
the manager’s room did he
remember about the cheque he
had in his pocket. No harm
in trying to cash it, of course.
She wouldn’t have dared to
discredit the cheque, for the
simple reason that such a
thing would have developed
into an enormous scandal
that would affect her career.
Back therefore he went to the
manager’s room., Within five
minutes, he was handed five
new hundred rupee notes. The
banknotes definitely heaved

A STRANGE silence greeted
him onreaching home., It
was by itself not very extra-
ordinary, and actually he
would have been surprised if
he had seenbher. Buta look
at her room made him under.
stand that some hasty pack-
ing had been done. He racked
his brains but failed ta
remember any out-door en.
gagement that would call up.
on her to travel, ‘
Suddenly a new fear grip.
ped his heart. Had ashe
deserted him? The though!
struck him suddenly, and out
of nowhere. But once i
sprang up, it developed enor.
mously and when he openec
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the badroom, he was actully
convinced of it for a fact, and
he even expected a note pin-
ned to a pincushion...the way
it is donein all fiims. Yes,
he was right for once in the
day. The note was there in
the small careful hand of his
wife placed prominently on
the dresser. Only, there was
no pin-cushion, but even with-
out it, the whole thing was
ridiculously melodramatic.

The note ran as follows:
Kumar darling,

I DO not know how this will

affect you. With your recent-
ly developed passion for the
track and the bar, I have
sufficient cause to complain
to you of neglect towards me.
But I must, in all fairness to
you, tell this much that this
act of mine was notin any
 way the outcome of your
neglect, I have only myself
to blame. You have warned
me more than once about that
Narain, but, in my folly, I
had not paid heed to you.
Everything has to be paid for,
and I am not sorry to realise
~that this folly of mine has
cost me dearly. In short,
Narain's game was simple
blackmail with the aid of
‘some letters and photographs
"of mine which had somehow
»eome into his possession.
Didn't you use to wonder how
we lost two contracts with
the Shiny Films last year? It
was due to Narain, and his
dirty tricks. You may not
know it, but before this year
is out, I will be just a back-
number in the film history.
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And 1 heve already paid what
all T had to that fellow in a
desperate effort to silence him.

This cannot go on. I must,
if I value my mental peace,
go far away from this cur.
I kave decided and I will go
back to Bombay and try a
new life........ some office may
offer a typist’s job, wouldn't it?

Much as I need it, I am
not taking the ring you gave
me at the time of our marri-
age. I am leaving it in my
otherwise empty bank vault.
and I am leaving instructions
to the bank agent to open
the vault for you. I know
you are far from being senti.
mental, but, you may like to
keep it for old times’ sake........

[ AM sorry. I know I am
not playing it squere with
you. But I am satisfied on
one thing. I came with no.
thing to you. And, it is the
honest fact that I go now
with nothing from you....
The five hundred rupees I
gave you this morning was
all I had in my account.

Yours, Shakuntala,

She was wrong. The ring
mattered to Shivkumar, much
more than anything else. For
a man in his position, the
five hundred ‘rupees in his
possession and the few hun.
dred that the ring fetched on
sale, really mattered. In
fact, it was only after he had
drunk away the last rupee
that he realised on the sale of
the ring that Shivkumar
plunged into the sea never to
Aee the shore again..... %%
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SURESH was turning the

pages of the ‘‘Young
Reformer Weekly " to look
‘or a report of his speech on
" Widowers and their Respon-
1ibility.” He was delighted
to find a fairly full summary
of his address with an edito-
xial commendation at the top:
"“If only society had a few
more young men like Mr.
Juresh, the problem of virgin
widows would be solved in nc
time. For such zeal end
levotion there
zan  be no
praise too
high.”

iy L

Suresh felt a
thrill of plea-
sure on read-
ing it over and
over again. In
print, however,
the speech lac-
ked the warm-
th and fire that
he had put in-
bo it. But, even so, it was a
permanent record of what he
said and advocated. Surely,
he would be making many
more speeches like this and
storm the citadel of public
opinion. He was going to
burn himself out in the ser-
vice of society and earn a
name and fame all over the
zountry. He went on dream-
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ing with the magazine lying
on his lap. With his wiry
figure and intelligent dark
eyes, he looked handsomae.
He was even known in his
cirele as the glamour boy.

To eoxplain it all, Suresh

was the president of the
Social Reform League, lately
formed in the city by a band
of educated young men and
women, with the sole object
of preventing widowers from
marrying virg-
ins. In other
words, the Lea-
gue ingisted
that widowers
should marry
only widows.
Its members
h ad picketed
marriage
‘““pandals,” $o00,
and stopped
several wido-
wer-virgin
weddings in
the CitY. The Lea gue
had to face a good deal of
opposition and hostility from
a seotion of the public butit
carried on with ruthless

determination to solve the
problem of widows. Several
young men and women came
forward to join the organiza.
tion as life-members.
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the end, the police gave him a
substantial monetary re.
ward,”’

THE lights in the theatre went

off, the noise died down,
and the show began with a
news reel, comic cartoon and
a documentary short, Then
came the main picture, packed
with drama and suspense.
From their comfnrtable
cushien seats both enjoyed
the picture as well as their
own company. Suresh felt
the ecstasy of the hour as the
whirling fan rustled and
waved off the loose end of her
sari aginst his own hand or
as she bent her pretty face
close towards his to whisper
a passing comment on a
gcene or character. As her
hand accidentally (or perhaps

ing moon, and the innumera.
ble stars studding the sky
like s0 many jewels would
have made any man witha
lovely woman by his side
excited and talkative, but
Suresh was unusally grave
and silent. Nalini, on the
other hand, was jovial and
langhed merrily as she went
on talking about the topics of
the day without waiting for
his reply. She seemed not to
notice his preoccupation,

He was deeply agitated,
His mind was a tumult of
conflicting emotions. He was
sbout to unburden his mind
but chose not to speak,

THE other end of the avenue

was too dark. There were no
municipal lights for this
area. And the

deliberately) to-
uched his. he {—
felt himself
transported to
the seventh
heaven.

It was ten
oclock when
they emerged
from the the-
atre, Suresh
suggested a
ride home in
& taxi but she
preferred to
" walk the dis-
tance, and he

: y oy
readily compli- W

moon made no
attempt to break
through the
thick  foliage,
Frightened,
Nalini clung to
Suresh like a
soft creeper and
he patted her
arm reasuringly.
“Don't fear,
Nalini,"” he
said. “" Two
minutes more,
and we enter
the lighted
streets. A nd
your bungalow

ed. The cool of

the night, the

is just a stone's

HUSBAND (shouting): “You throw from

quiet, dark alwaysl tell %lhcrs that I there. Perhaps,
avenue, t h e quarre. and shout. Have 1 our car is
young pee p- ever shouted, I ask you 7 (S),n the way for
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you. Oh, give me your hand-
bag. I will carry it for a
while.”

SHE slid up to him still

closer and before he was
aware, she imprinted a soft
sweet kiss on his cheek. He
was taken aback at what she
had done. She, too, seemsad
to feel ashamed of her bold-
ness and edged away. And
when he thought of telling
her something, thers were
voices in the rear, and both
hurried out into light and
bustle,

She was in a great hury to
reach home and felt too shy
to walk with him perhaps be-
cause she had kissed him.
“Suresh,” she told him, "' [
shall go through this lane to
get to my house. You know,
this is the shortest cut. You
need not bother to escort me
hereafter. Seeing you some-
time tomorrow. Good-night
and pleasant dreams!”’

Before he could reply she
had disappeared down the
lane. He stood at the turning,
inhaling the subtle perfums
that she had left behind, He
stood like one entranced, and
missed her terribly. He felt
his heart pounding.

He sighed like a volcano in
action. ‘* What a wonderful
girl I he thought. Sophisti-
cated she was; but unlike
the modern girl, she did not
disguise her love nor had she
waited for him to take the
initiative. ‘' But how can I
tell hex the bitter truth?” he
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asked himself, ‘' She doesn’t
know I am a widower who
can't by the profession of his

- creed marry a virgin. If I do,

where do I stand, what will
become of my prestige and
dignity and what will happen
to the League which I have
built up with such a mighty
effort? Won't people laugh?
Won't our elders point their
finger of scorn at the way-
ward ways of the young ?”

Buck in his room, he tore at
his hair and cursed himself
over this fantasiic situation.
He paced the floor up and
down. He felt no appetite
and told the cook that he
might go home and come back
in the morning. But the still-
ness of his room seemed to
frighten him. He had never
known any moments of fear.
But something had gone
wrong., He was amazed at
this new feeling. He found
his thoughts oppressive and
unbearable.

SurprosiNG he told Nalini
straight about his inability,
and she married someone
else? A pang of jealousy
shot through bis breast, The
very thought of Nalini loving
some other man was madden-
ing. DBut, then, couldn't he
swallow his prestige and prin-
ciple and make himself
happy ? He shook his head
'a‘ﬂd muttered to himself:
Never, never, I would rather
give up the world and my
woalth than the principles
which I bslieve to be right,”
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He then sat down at the
table and wrote a short note:
““Dear Nalini—Please forget
the incident of the evening.
Perhaps, yor are unaware of
the fact that I am widower.
Six months after my marriage,
my wife, who had been chosen
by my parents, was only thir-
teen when she died of typhoid
She had not even come to our
home. So it is impossible to
think of you in a romantic
light though my heart has
already been surrendered to
you. Your broken-hearted

brother—Suresh.”

AS he finished the letter he

almost broke down and laid
his head on the crook of his
arm. .Something hot blinded
his eyes—a film of tears.
How unmanly of him! How
stupid? He blinked them
back. Then he was aware of
someone standing behind him
and watching. He turned
back in annoyance. It was
Nalini who had so quietly
entered his room. His look
was one of astonishment, and
he was stupidly staring at
her without a word.

She then broke the awkward
silence., ‘I came in for the
handbag which I had left
with you absent-mindedly. It
contains father's keys and he
may want them any time.
But what are you brooding
over and why do you look so
troubled ?"'
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His letter suddenly caught
her sye. She read it and burst
into loud laughter. She then
threw her arms round his
neck and stunned him with
her secret. ' You: big fool.
I am not a2 Miss or maiden as
you think. I am a virgin
widow. I was married to a
lad when I was only ten years
of age. A week later, the boy
found a watery grave in a
river while bathing. My
father later on sent me to a
convent school. And I was
ashamed of owning up my
widowhood. They all called
me Miss Nalini—a practice
which has continued till to-
day. I even forgot about my
widowhood till I joined your
League. But have your ever
seen me wear flowers or
kumkum ?  Mother forbids
them though she has not the
heart to oppose my re-marri-
age. What says my darl-
ing ?”

SURESH was toco happy for
words. After a time, he told
her, ““If you hadn't come in
the nick of time, dear, I
would have taken poison to
end my life. I was sericusly
flirting with the idea!”

Then he gave her a long
passionate kiss in return for
the one she had given him on
their way back. —(Copyright
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A Short Story

WITH A CHARMER

WAV WM VBTV AR taasaa By DHARA

THE train buzzed into the

station and the sudden
jerk of the carriage drove me
out of my reverie. I peeped
out of the window to find my-
self in Vijayavada junction. It
was nearly 10-30 in the morn-
ing and the passengers were
very busy getting their
morning meals. Though I
was not much inclined to fill
my stomach, I wantad to have
a cup of that ‘revitalising’
eoffes.

Hardly had I gone a few
ateps towards that refresh-
ment room, when I acei-
dentally met a tcen-aged
girlin her colourful clothes,
Though so momentary, thers
was an entanglement not only
between eyes but also of
hearts. Because it was my
Daya 1 She was a girl of about
seventeen, slim and chic and
to say she was just pretty was
to underestimate her charms.
I was almost astonished to
see her there all alone. How-
ever I managed to put on a
smile to greet her and posed
an abnormal question, ** Oh!
Is that you, Daya ! How are
you here ?

"I am returning from my
village”’. After a moment's
pause, she thoughtfully added.
“My brother has gone to get
the tickets’’.
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““Then you can accommodate
yourselves in my compart-
ment., There is space,”” so
saying, I carried her box to
my carriage being followed by
her. Soon, her brother also
joined us and we moved to a
corner. Lost he should mistake
me, I conversed with him,
making enquiries about his
family.

A sudden fell silence on the
situation, For me, it was a
dream come true and I would
hardly believe my eyes—my
ideal was before me in flesh
and blood. I feasted my eyes
on her beauty occasionally
catching her eyes and
giving her a friendly smile.
Her eyes were darker with
the reflections of her inner
conflict, Then I just leaned
back on the window with a
story book in my hands. My
thoughts galloped back to my
boyhood.

I kNow Daya, so to say, from
herehildhood. She comes of
an Andhra family and her
father, a Government officer,
settled down in Madras. She
has got a brother and a sister
both elder to her. My house
is just opposite to hers, a lane
rurning in between. In her
childhood, she used to come
to my house to play with my
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younger sister. She is so
fond of flowers especially
jasmine, that she used to
water the plant in our garden
which had grown up as high
up to reach the second floor
aderning the fromt-view of my
house. She, with her raven
sleek hair and a cheerful
melting smile would some-
.how catch my mother’'s heart,
in sharing the flowers equally
with my sister.

SHE was very playful and

mischievous too. An inst-
ance, when she would be ten,
had become almost unforgett-
ablein my memory. I was then
studying in my high school
class. In the evening, I used to
play carrom with my friends.
One day, while we woere
‘playing, she was there watch-
ing us, Suddenly on hearing
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the screech of a car, we,
leaving the game, ran out to
see what it was. On return-
ing, I saw to my anger, Daya
trying her hand at the boacd.
It was fun to watch her.
Also, awesome in replaying a
winning game with a mixed
feeling of anger and affection,
I slapped her cheeks gently.
She suddenly burst out into
weeping and ran to her
mother, a huge woman with
enormous waist. who came
out. The searching look of
that woimnan was snough to
startle me. But the next mo-
ment, with a bewilderment
on my brows, I saw Daya,
upstairs, casting a deprecat-
ing smile with a mischisvous
twinkle in her eyes. She had
won the first round of battle

against me in her life.
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Days rolled on but she was
child still, with her pranks.
I can still remember those
days when I used to go talk-
ing merrily with my sister
and Daya upto their school
aud thence to my college. At
this stage, I found some sud-
den change in the attitude of
Daya. She wag s bit indiffer-
ent towards me. After some
days, I became frankly
curious. I thought then that
she must have seen the word
‘shy’ in her dictionary and it
was only a result of that.
Only now I come to under-
gtand that she must have atta-
ined age. -

MONTHS passed on and she

had successfully maintain-
ed her same attitude towards
me. At first, her indifference

_broke my heart. But she never

failed to turn up to my house
for achat with my mother and
sister or for fetching some
good drinking water from our
well. In parenthesis, it may
be added that I never failed to
steal some looks at her from
the window inmy room ups-
tairs. On many afternoouns,
we sat at the windows, oppo-
site, with books in our hands.
Though we had books in our
hands, our thoughts were not
on them. But the thing I lov-
ed best, as I sat leaning over
the barricade, was to watch
her on moonlit nights, strol.
ling with her crying niece in
arms, occasionally kissing
her. No one took much notice
of us for we could slip away
unseen. I looked at her with
growing anxiety but said
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nothing,as speech was not
my strong suit. Then only
I came to understand that
there was a reserve of firm-
ness in her handling such
situations. I did not know
what my feelings were and
I could not analyse them.
She fascinated me niore and
more from then.

A good many summers had’
come and gone and we were
still carefree. One afternoon,
there were some sudden drizz-
lings and she came up to col-
lect the clothes hung there for
drying. To have appeared
in her crumpled scanty attire,
dishevelled struggling hair,
sans make-up face bespatter-
ed with sweat and eyes over-
laden with sleep would have
been embarrasing to her nor-
mally, but on seeing me, she
smiled. It was a smile of
ineffable exquisite charm. 1
was rather delighted and va-
guely uncomlortable. The
day came when I realised
that an affection had matured
into something more intimate
and beautiful into love. The
realisation had come sa sud-
denly that I was taken com-
pletely off my feet. Life ac-
quired a new meaning for us
and lived in a world of happi-
ness and hops.

ONXE fine morning, I woke up

and peeped out of the win-
dow as usual. She was there,
and as if she was trying to
find an outlet for her affec.
tion, she asked me ‘‘Timo,
plea.se'," with a bitter twist to
her lips, These two words
echo in my ears even now,
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1 was rather flabbergasted
and did not want to give her
a direct reply. But my weak-
mindedness got the better of
my heart and I fumbled below
the layers of my conscience.
My uneasiness has communi-
cated itself in some subtle
fashion and I unhesitatingly
replied, '‘Six-five'. She smi-
led in satisfaction and pran-
ced about the room. Suddenly
she disappeared swinging the
doer closed, as if disapproving
of my smart reply. All that
day, I thought of her more,
the more I worshipped her. 1
knew I had begun to develop
a sof¥ corner for her in my
heart.

I HAVE a close friend in
Samy and he used to visitmy
house almost on all holidays
for a chat. Onone afternoon,
he noticed me keen on watch-
. ing the opposite window. To
his own surprise, he found the
girl there. And soomn, he
termed :me romantic and all
that and there had been the
ground to support his super-
fluous arguments. I was
rather only delighted with
there talks.

That year, I passed ocut of
my college as one among the
" ipnumerable graduates. I then
sharted out in search of a job.
After getting many regretful
replies from the employers to
my faithful applications, I
get a job at last-as a clerk in

_ private firm. But I rose to a
‘wheeze of disappointment on
seeing the order for I had to
leave Madras and my Daya.
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I persuaded, in vain, my par-
ents not to force on me this
job by explaining the ditficul-
ties 1 had to undergo in stay-
ing alone in a far-off place
like Vizianagaram. DBut they
were so overjoyful at their
son getting a jobin less than
two months’ time of passing
out, T was almost forced to
accept this job.

My heart throbbed at the
very idea of leaving Madras,
Soemehow I managed to pick
up my heart and made prepa-
tions for my departure. I
felt Daya was lost to me once
and for all. I wanted to take
laave of her but she was still
keaping back. I thought she
was not aware of my moving
out till the very last day.
While leaving for station that
day, I had to pass by the
gates of her house. I saw her
there at the door-steps with a
disheartened smile. Tears
gathered in her wide eyes but
they did not roll down her
cheeks. She stood there with
a down-cast eyes like a sta-
tue. Only my eyes took leave
of her and I walked fast to
the station to enable me to
bear the pangs of separation. -

THE parting had been sad

and tender and we promised
within ourselves that wa
would wait for each other till
time comes to our rescue. I
was left alone in the train, so
that [ might regain the com-
posure and tranquility of my
mind but luxuriating for a
while in the darkest, most
doleful of reflections. But I
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wondered how I would be
able to come back, for my life
at the new place would be
dull and completely drab.
After all T had reached that
new town and what a hell
without all the familiar build-
ings, flowers and handsome
Daya. It was all absurd for
me there. Helplessly I att-
ended to my office routine in
my new assignment without
much enthusiasm. Agaii and
again I reflected idly on my
past. In course of time, I
slowly began to regain my
self-possession. In the mean-
time I wrote a competetive
examination to better by pros-
pective life and I came out
successful. All too quickly
a2 winter passed away and one
day on getting the order, I
bade an optimistic farewell to
my boss. I was returning
home before taking up my
new appointment in Delhi,
when, by chance, I met Daya
once more to revive my
dreams.

SUDDENLY, the book fell
.~ down from my hands and I
got up from my reverie. Soon
I heard the giggling sound of
Daya’s laughter, breaking
through like the gay glass
bangles shining in the sun
and as I noticed her, she cast
a sarcastic smile and turned
her face towards the window.
A prolonged silence overshad-
dowed us with continuing
inner conflicts reflected on
our faces. X
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THOUGH Railway travellers
are departmentally com-
partmentalised into first,
second and third class, acc-
ording to the amount of
*ligquidity preference’ they
shell out from their or otheir
people’s pockets for fares.
They—the travellers—exhibit
such a variety and exude so
many vagaries that it is worth
while studying them a bit.

We may sub.classify the
First classers into Regulars
and Casuals. Regulars are
those who don’t travel by any
other class but the first. All
their lives they have travelled
first and, God willing, they
would travel first all their ve-
maining lives. If they don’t
succeed in booking their seats
in first class then they simply
wait till they could do so and
then travel. Like the prover-
bial bell ushering the elephant
their mountainous luggage
comes ond hour in advance of
them and announces that they
bave exchanged a state of
rest at home for thatof a state
of motion towards the direc.
tion of the station. Boarding
the train just a few minutes
before it starts they seat

themselves comfortably in
28
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all their amplitude echoing
perhaps the feelings of the poet
when le says: ‘I am the
monarch of all I survey, My
right there is none to dispute’.
Now and then you come
across some First-classers
who may be described as all-
rounders, as circumferential
as they are vertical, with loose
and baggy dress on their
bodies. If it happens to be a
well-matched couple of such
physical dimeneions immedi-
ately you exclaim °‘ This is &
sight for the gods to see’ or
" Marriages are indeed made
in Heaven.’

CASUALS among first-class-

ers take to first-classing
either out of necessity or by
chance. They appear not to fit
into the picture at all, looking
like oblong people thrust into
oval holes. They are usually
found squeezing in a corner,
occupying a fraction of a seat
and with all their things hid-
den somewhere wunder the
seats, out of sight, out of
mind. A vacuum surrounds
the casual first-classer. Com-
pared with the inveterate
Regulars with their pomp and
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and paraphernalia, their
spread-out beds and things
and baskets of fruits and
heaps of flowers and such like
the Casual looks like an as-
cetic who has strayed into
another world. If the casual
also happens to be a little sick
or worried or both, my God,
there is no word to describe
him.

THE Second-classer, whether
a Regular or a Casual, is
& sort of Trisanku swinging
midway between Heaven and
Earth, willing to enjoy the
cosy comforts reserved for
the upper class and at the
same time afraid to pay for
the same. Choosing an easy
middle course he finds .that it
has only paved the way for
much uneasiness, for a good
dezl of grumbling and letting;
out spleeen and especially so
when the carriage happens to
get ovarcrowded when he mut-
ters and mumbles that it is
worse than third class. Some-
times he is scen making quick
gymnastic tricks, little feats
of jerky motion when he
is suddenly assaulied by
the tiny permanent in-
habitants who have their
habitation in the cushions
provided for the passen-
gers. Really these gentle
beings by the bugs are
their manner of asking
‘How do you do? The
Second-classers, most of
them, are birds of passage
who either get themselves
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promoted as First.classers or
demeoted into Third-classers.

The Third.classer is the
real traveller who forgets not
the train in sunny or cloudy
weather, in rosy or thorny
circumstances. The Third
class is the class for the class
for the common man and the
countryman, the big man and
the business man, the student
and the scholar, the philosop-
her and the politician, the
poet and the pot-bellied in-
dividual.
is its supreme merit, And of
the types of passengers found
therein—QOh, one finds so
many !

Its ubiquitousness

THE book-worm type is

there buried in a ponderous
volume, the spectacled eves
gabbling the printed matter. at
terrible velocity unmindful
of all the commotions and
conflagrations taking place
before his very spectacled
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nose. KEven if there is no
space for him to sit, why, even
if there is no sufficient stand-
ing space he is still found
reading, reading in twilight,
in sunlight, or wunder the
shadow of the carriage light.
‘Open thine eyes and see the
sea of human heads before
thee,’ says a bold co-passen-
ger. But they fall on deaf
ears.

The fashionable newspaper
reader with his bundle of
newapapers and magazines is
another type, ever and anon
one sees his eyes straying in
the direction of the pretty
girls travelling along with
him in the compartment. The
magazines serve the pupose of
shields to screen his motives.

THE old rustic with his kit
and kaboodle, his long stick
and his big turban, his hair
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like moss and his mouth
like purse. bent in age but
unbroken in spirit egging
his way into the very
centre of the carriage with
soft words and softer
gestures is rather a fami-
liar sight. Somehow he
manages to evoke popu-
lar sympathy and gets a
cOosy corner.

H’S polaric contrary comes in

the shape of a garguntuan
giant of a woman in her thir-
tees with a lot of luggage
lumbering about her, some on

her head, some on her hands,
and some tugged tight in her
armpits, with a child clasping
her neck and clinging some-
how to her, to boot. No cries
of the inmates of the compart-
ment deter her for she boards
the train pouring out a cas-
cade of words, some utterable
and some unutterable and all
alike wunmeaning, storming
her way with success and
scattering her things down on
the floor and up on the berth,
till at last she closes the first
scene of the first act by sit-
ting aplomb on the laps of two
passengers in an intentional
effort to wedge between them
by_ squeezing them out. And
as for her child there is no
need to say that it belongs to
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that squealing brood of infant
humanity ushering in hell by
a million miles nearer with
every squeal.

RETIRED Railway employees

in the role of Railway travel
lers are easily recogniscd by
the first ten words that come
out of them, always speaking

in superlative terms of the
Halycon days when every-
thing was punctual, days
when they were in active
service, suggesting as if they
ranthe entire railway adminis-
tration.

There is then the orthodox
widow feeling queasy and
quixotic all over; a man sit-
ting on the berth himself
looking queer in that attitude
but thinking how others are
queerer; the young mother
anxious and ever-anxious
about her baby in her hands
and the bigger baby that is
clutching her sari, neither
sitting nor standing nor sleep.
ing, always fidgeting about
and offering affronts to her
respectability; there is the
wrong pesssenger you may
even call him the right pas-
genger in the wrong train—
learning the mistake looks at
you inquiringly and then
departs without notice; the
ticketless traveller who smells
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the examiner as the dog
smells the stranger at a dis-
tance. There is the nomadic
group, men, women, children,
shouting, gesticulating and
coming from nowhere in a
wayside station and disappea-
ring into nowhere in another
wayside station. There is the

‘ marriage group eating, eating
. all the way, and talking talk.
' ing all that they have to say.
socker warch. #.12/] | Also one should not forget the

groups of students who simply

NO. 101 Sm::“.! . give creeps and more creeps
I

| to all those who come into un-

' sympathetic contact with
them.

u

|

| But enough of these samp-
les. For more one must look

ll for oneself! ok
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EVA Croy stepped inte the
street, thrust her key into
her beg, and snapped the
fastener,

She wished she could as
easily thrustaway her twinges
of uneasy conscience, or
course little Bobby and Helen
were as safe as houses, and
fast asleep. Didn't she take
care to see the fire.screen was
in place, windows closed, and
the back door locked ? Things
had been so Jdifferent in the
golden far-away days when
she and Dick had often gone
dining and dancing together,
knowing the children were
cared for by a kindly neigh-

she not, well, feel a bit upset ?
She was no longer the sunny-
eyed girl Dick had married.
Years and months of heart.
sick loneliness had left their
mark, set small hard lines
about her mouth. Joy-starv.
ed and pleasure-thirsty, she
had fallen into the way of
snatching whatever diversion
offerad.

€“WHY, I believe I would be

almost sorry ! Howa wful I’
she had once thought in a
moment of horrified but honest
self-examination. And now
too there was Claude! He
had started to hint lately that
she might want to remarry

(Frie Uoman o Circolhor

[ By Usra Claclon

bour. But the kindly neighbour
had left the district long
since, and as for Dick—at that
memory her expression grew
oddly troubled. Dick, with his
laughing eyes and clear-cut
features, he had been declar-
ed missing, presumed killed,
fighting in the fever jungles of
the East, :

As she swung along she
resolutely quelled a thought
that for months now had
haunted her : suppose the un.
expected should happen, sup-
pose she should hear he wag
alive-would she still be arden-
tly, vividly happy as once
she would have been? Would
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one of these days. It was for
his fastidious approval that
she had donned the little
gold lace savening frock to-
night. They were to spend
the evening at the Bar of
Silver, one of the super grand
night resorts where floor show
and band were famous. Cap-
tain Claude Rayham had
been marvellous. It was only
since she had known him that
she bad roused herself from
her early blank-eyed grief.
He had taken her out of her.
self, reminded her that she

owed a duty to society in
the matter of keeping her
pretty looks.
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8he saw him walting fdr‘

her, trim, suave and well-
groomed, and hailed him with
the casual gaiety which con-
cenled a beating heart, A
taxi whirled them to the
entrance of the Bar of Silver
and they woent inside. She
glanced round admiring the
glittering roof of frosty
gilver, the severely modern
pillars of green marble, the
flowers and decorations, Once

she would have thought wist-
fully :

¢¢] wisH Dick could have been
here!” But to-night she
turned eyes of luminous pansy
. blue on her escort, handsome
and sleekly  dark-haired.
After a wonderful little aup-.
per, they danced to the heady
whirl and beat of swing
music. They drank hot sweet
coffee in the cool fragrance of

the palm-court. They danced
again.

It was long past midnight
whesn the taxi turned into the
quiet street where Eva lived.
The machine drew up some
doors away and the driver

thrust in a bushy, disapprov-
ing head.

‘“Can't get any nearer,
Seems to be some sort of rum-

pus. Ican hear a kid scream-
ing!”

‘“A child ?’ Her
rose in swift panic. In that
first ghastly esecond she
thought she would die. Next
instant she was out of the taxi
and running, running. . ., She
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voice

pushed against jostling
shoulders.

“Oh, what is it? What has
happened ? " she asked in &
queer senseless monotone.

“Here, Miss, don't get all
excited,” said a rough volce-
She glimpsed the outline of 2
constable’s helmet, ‘'It's @
couple of kids locked in and
left alone by soma fly-brained
mother, I suppose. The poor
little blighters waked and
started yelling; one fell down:
stairs. Wa heard the din and
got the door open and gof
them out, and a lady at the
end of the street is going t¢
keep an eye them! "

A piteous wail of ‘‘Mum-
my’’ interrupted the terse ex-
planation. Eva, a wild-eyed
figure with blown hair and
crushed dress was down in
the dust of the gutter and sob-

bing herself as she poured out
comfort.

“It's all right, Bobby; don't
cry, Helen. Mother’s here!

““A FINE sort of Mummy,’

remarked the astonished
constable, and he turned to
exchange views with the
taxi-driver, but Claude had

withdrawn discreetly and the
taxi had gone.

It was late when Eva woke
next morning. She sat up and
looked around her. She bad
not bothered to undress, and
when at last she had got Bob-
by and Helen calmed and

back to bed, she had simply
‘ INDIA MAGAZINE

-

fa

rown herself on the %o

ikixd fallen into a dull stupe-
fied sleep after almost an
hour’s crying. Her eyes vge:g
‘still heavy and hot; her hea
ached.

Through the morning her

Grim reality had resched out
and shaken her from a silly
day-dream. Never again, _a.f-
ter last night, could she think

of leaving Bobby and Helen
alone, to go out for an even-
ing's pleasure. She thought

tired mind  toiled with the
problems that faced her. Her
%ﬂll world of love and bope

ad gone when Dick went, and
now her make.shift world of

cheap tinsel was in ruins.
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shudderingly of the risks she
had run so lightly. She would
have to tell Claude, and she
peused to wonder what had
happened to him! 'She had

completely forgotten him in

,.: -y
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the confusion. 8he sighed.
She was still so young in
years, and life often seemed
so very difficult.

THE following day Claude

wrote to her. He knew she
had no telephone. Later, she
rang him up from a call box
to answer,

“Do make a date,” he urged.
“What about Saturday? A
trip into the country? It
would do you good }

She hesitated. ""All right—
if I can bring the children?”
She had never made that
stipulation before, Half a
minute’s silence followed,
then he answered with slight-
ly forced heartiness:

“Of course, that would be
perfect!”

It was when Eva was iron.
ing Helen's little frock on
Friday night, that she deci-
ded to say 'yes’ to Claude if,
as she believed he would, he
should ask her to marry him.
Why not, she thought, he had
been very good and he would
love the children once he was
used to them. ""And I do like
him a lot!"”

Saturday was all that plea-
sure seekers could ask. By
train or bus even a big town
can be left quickly behind,
and fields and woods can soon
replace streets and houses.

Prom the first, however,
chance played an unkind
game.
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Bobby somehow managed
to run a wild rose thorn into
his hand and roared himself
purple in the face. Then
Helen, who had been deafen-
ing in her clamour to I |
allowed to carry some choco-
late biscuits, found these rare
delicacies melting in her hot
grasp and threw them down
in the dust. Claude laughed
suddcnly and most unsympa-
thetically, but there was a
faintly disgusted expression
on his face.

‘* Never saw anything like
kids for messing themselves,”"
he exclaimed pettishly, Bob-;
by gave a yell of delight as
some chickens strayed on to
the road and he had to be for-
cibiy restrained from catching
one. He was not pleased, and
stamped ai.d cried.

In the middle of thls excite-
ment, Helen, who had been
exploring a particularly wet
and unpleasant ditch, tripped
and rolled down into a neat of
nettles.

The man ran his ﬁngerﬁ
through his hair and said
rather sharply :

‘“ Look here, Eva, haven't
you any control over them ?
I know if they were mine, I'd
belt them soundly !”’

VA strove for patience.

“Well, they don’t} often get
an outing, dear little lambs,”
she excused them wistfully.

He snorted, and picking up
the tea hamper walked on?
without a word.
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She no longer felt a stream-
lined modern girl escorted by
a handsome admirer who
intended to ask her to marry

im. She was just a hot, dis-
hevelled woman trying to cope
with a couple of restless
children and a thoroughly sel-
fish man.

"* Please,”” she said rather
desperately after ten minutes
in which, for a wonder, noth-
ing untoward had occurred,
‘'just dust off Helen, and I'll
try to keep Bobby good and
quiet.”’

HE flicked gingerly at the

child’s soiled frock and
Helen, delighted at the at-
tention, reached up small
sticky paws to his face,
smearing his collar and tie in
the process.

** Oh, Helen, don't!” Eva
cried too late.

‘' When women becoms
mothers,” Claude stated ra-
ther savagely, ‘‘they and their
offspring ought to be kept
picturesquely in paddocks like
cows and calves, not left
running around looge |”

Her cheeks flamed. “‘What
a borrid thing to say!" she
cried angrily.

He saw that he had gone too

fa.r and began trying to laugh
it off.

“Well. you know, dear, it is
you I want-not your brats!"’

She could hardly believe
her ears. “Then you.can't
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have me - or my brats!’" she
flashed stormily. So that was
what he was like ! A sense of
fiexce disillusionment swept
her. She never wanted to see
him or hear his voice again.
She called Bobby and Helen
to her. Over her shoulder
she said coldly:

“I am going straight home.”

He stood back and thrust
his hands in his pockets.
“*Under the circumstances,
my dear,” he drawled, ‘' that
is the most sensible thing you
could do 1"’

The return journey was a
nightmare. A bus connection
was missed hy seconds and
the following five-mile tramp
made eternity appear a fleet-
ing dream. It was a draggled
and exhausted Eva whe unlo-
cked the front door and sank
into a chair. Then suddenly
like a vision out of the past
came the memory of Dick.
Dick who never grew cross,
never snapped hastily at her,
who was such a master at
playing bears with the hear-
thrug.

“AND I was nearly forget-

ting, oh my darling, my
darling 1" Her hands were ti-
ghtly clasped and writhing to.
gether. Memory after memory
crowgied upon her: that first
evening when he whispered
he loved her and a big moon
had glowed behind a tracery
of silver birch, and then the
day of'sunshine, white roses
and wind-blown tulle—their

1



wasp beat out

wedding - day,
then the golden
morning when
he had stooped
above Bobby's
cot and said:
‘““Well, sonny,
how do?”” Last-
ly, the me-
mory of the
rain darkened
station where

the same theme
endlessly as it
threshed ag-
ainst the win-y
dow.

“Pon't!” Eva
~ cried wild.
ly, “or I shall
go mad!” She
tore at the en-

she and he
said good-bye!
A tense and
yeot dream-like
a t m o s phere
gathered in the room. The
two children who had been
peaping, slipped away sub-
dued. They had never seen
their mother look like that

before.

LATER, Eva rose and began
to move listlessly about the
house. She gathered up the
letters which had come by the
last post and lay upon the
rmat. The bills, a note from
the local library, and a letter.
She stared atit.. A foreign
postmark and a handwriting
she did not know 1 So Dick was
dead, it must be that. She
could see the whole scene.
Her Dick, splashed with bloaod,
and dying, and asking some
chance comrade to write home
when opportunity offered.
“Dick’s dead, Dick’s
dead,” ticked the clock.

‘Dick’s dead,’”” hissed the
kettle as it boiled over. A big
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DOCTOR : * Don't worry. Even
if the worst comes to the worst,
we are determined to find out
the cause of your illness

velope with
strained, clum-
sy fingers, and
goe read :

“Dear Mrs. Croy, My pard,
what’'s called Dick COCroy,
asked me to write his missus
and tell her he’s alive but too
badly hurt to write hisself.
We been through hell him
and me. They rescued usa
week ago and brought us
down here and he’s just gorn
to orspital. The doc says he'll
be sent home, but they'll noti-
fy you all right, Mrs. Croy
but still he asked me to write.
Yours respectful, Bill Hawki-
ns."”’

For a few moments she
could not comprehend the tru-
th. Then realisation camein
a flood of joy. She pressed hex
hands together and a tremu-
lous laugh shook her.

“‘Oh, Helen, as one woman
to another, you've just saved
me. I'm so glad yeu smudged
kis collar!” *¥
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_[T was a lovely bull - perfec-

tly white and smooth as
alabaster, with a kunkum
m_a.rk on its wide forehead.
Tiny bells jingled around its
graceful neck and coloured
tassels adorned its shining
hprns. Over its big hump-
like back hung two gilk saris,
a dhoti, and some cotton
printed material acquired at
various houses during the
day’s round. The man leading
the bull was wearing some
sort of a cKabuli-wallah pyja-
mas, and a thread-bare coat,
(must have belonged to some
schoolmaster once) and had a

"huge turban tied carelessly

around his head.

With a drum on his hand,
he etched out a wailing sound,
now rising with & sudden
savage tempo ‘‘Boom.Bcom
poorp, boom..."” and then dy-
ing into & whigpering sough
- nevertheless attracting all
the wayfarers and collecting
2 huge crowd. Pedestrians
stopped, Even cyclists, bul-
lock-cart drivers and rickshaw
«pullers ha'ted, or at least pau-
so_d on their way to have a
glimpse of the man and his
bull. Only the cars and buges
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rushed past—too modernised,
to stop, and stare at all this
tomfoolery,

As I emerged out of the
market, the man and his buil,
scemed to be having a sort of
tete-a-tete,

Will you come with me ?**
b.e asked the bull. It nodded
its head_ upwards and down-
wards in assent, and walked
behind him. “‘You must obey
your mother-in-law, and be at
peace with her,”” he admoni-
shed.

“No, mo.." it vigor
. gorousl
shoolg its head left to righz
surprisingly rebellious, ’

“I SEE, you won't, eh?” he

demanded. “you need some °
rough handling, I presume”
With his bare palm L
slapped its back once, twice
and thrice resoundingly, It'
just looked up at him. contem.
p(.:uo_usly.r and moved aside
flicking its tail as a girl swi.
shing her long ‘pigtail jaun-
tily, and trotted past chin
high in the air, “Well, if
youdon't go with me w'ha.t
else could you do?" he queri.
ed, derisively, The bull just
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stared at him coldly lifting an
eye-brow in sheer scorn and
brushing him aside, swagge-
red across, with an arrogant
toss'and a proud tilt of its
head.

¢“QH, you would go to your
mother’s home, eh ?”> he
quizzed, and it nodded. Yes,
ostentatiously, moving ita
head solemnly up and down....
Then swaying and swelling up
its flanks haughtily it trudged
past, tor a few yards and
paused. The man sesmed to
be genuinely disconcerted.
Hastening to it he stroked its
face lovingly and pleaded,
“No, my beloved, please come
' home with me. .. I'll get you
anything you fancy."”

* Would you like a silver
anklet 2

It just shook its head
sullenly and stood immobile.

' Or a bracelet of gold?”
he inquired solicitously.

““No, No..” it spurned
his offer with a vehemence.
But, after repudiating him, it
appeared so coy and demure
and then so sad, and even
hurt, fluttering its eyelids
over those big luminous eyes,
that it was as if about to
weep !

The man too acted his part
superbly, running to the bull,
clasping its neck tenderly,
caressing it and mumbling
breathlessly into its quiver.
ing ear. The beast, in turn,
nestled c¢lose, pressing its
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nozzle to his face, whispered
back something. . . .

‘“ Alright, I shall definitely

get you that diamond nose. °

ring,"” he assured aloud and
added peremptorily, ‘‘ Come

on, my love, let us dance our
way home.”

With the drum blaring a dis-
cordant and jarring boem,
boom. . . he jigged about and,
strange to say, the bull, too,
pranced along gaily, dancing
on three feet actually with
more of a dancer's grace and
natural abandon than any
guadru_pad. There was an
immediate applauss and quite
8 lot of people threw out
nickels to him. The man stoop-
ed down and began to collect
and count the coins labori-
ously.

ALL of a sudden the cow leap-

ed forwards, and swoop-
ed down a basket of plantains
on the steps of the bazaar, and
tried t9 devour a full big
bunch in one mouthful. A
frowzy churlish woman came
yelling and running and at-
tempted to pull at least a
couple of fruits from the
an}ma.l's under-lip, but all in
vain.... A regular brawl
fo}lowed—between the plan-
tain owner and tbe bull
owner, She with her foul
words and evil curses, so pro-
voked him, that he in & sud-
den vent of anger, lashed out,
whipped the bull, just once
with his drum-.stick. The
beast gave out an unearthly
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¢ry and stood still, turning its
trembling back to him.

THE crowd that had been dis-

persing, gathered again to
watch the new, unexpected
trend in the game. Two of
those interested spectators
were obviously Western
tourists. for they looked on
with that peculiar smirk and
an amused aloofness.... Icould
almost imagine them_ return-

kers withdrew one by oné
each back to his duty or her
task. Oniy the worried bull.
owner stayed, hovering about,
hovefully trying to soothe it
with honeyed words and
caressing touches. But it
would not respond and conti.
nued its solitary penance of
standing vigil at the corner
opposite to the market.

A constable ambled ovep

ing to their home-country
with vivid tales and graphic
details of ‘“Man’s unscrupu-
loususss, and Beast’s callous-
ness way there in the
Orient...."

The minutes dragged into
hours. Yet the bull stood
there, mute eyes downcast,
head bent and back stooped-
heedless of all the people
gshuffling about. The on-loo-
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thera and curtly ordered thae
man to remove it by force.
But short of carrying it home
what could that poor man do ?
He did try to drag it along,
but for once it looked up at
him so appealingly, (its lim- .
pid eyes misty with unshed
tears) that he just could not

proceed and the bull dropped
its beseeching glance and
stood its ground firmly. Se
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he loft it at that hoping to
give it a little time to get over
its sulk by itself.

THE night became chilly. En-

_veloped by a thin soothing
mist, the town slept like a
fr_etf}xl baby put to slumber
within a gauzy swaddling
cloth. At last reliaving the
bull of its burden of the old
clothes, the man tramped
home alone to a hovel near
by. He had a morsel of food
and a fitful sleep; with his
meagre cash bought a moiety
» of gram, cotton-seed and
some plantains for his petu-
lant pet. But the bull would
neither eat nor drink, not even
move-sunk in a sort of satya-
graha! Whoever heard of a
bull so obstinate? But there

it was status-like, unflinch-
ing and undaunted, just stood
unassailable, deaf to all pleas
and threats for two full nights
and one more day at the end
of which it fell down dead
with a thud. ’

A VETERINARY doctor did

come and diagnose it to be a
sudde'n stroke of paralysis
peculiar to the four - footed
herbivorous animals. But the
man beleived it to be a crime

. done by him, and under-

took its full blame and penan-
ce. At the very spot it fell,
he built up a mound of earth
faintly resembling a bull and
sits by its side even today - a
way-side beggar atoning for
his sin ! %
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PREMA’S FOLLY

AS Ramdas, proprietor of
Modern Publishing Com-
pany, was about to enter his
bungalow on the outskirts of
the city. he was amazed to
see a man in rags being pur-
sued by a small crowd of
boys. The urchins were
shouting and whistling at the
man, and a hail of stones and
brick-bats flew about their
vietim and almost knocked
the huge bundle of papers and
books from his haad. Brush-
ing past Ramdas, the man
ran like & hare and took re-
fuge in the latter's compound.
At the sight of Ramdas, the
boys came to & dead stop on
the road and glared at him
like hounds robbed of their
prey. '‘Get the hell out of
here '’ thundered Ramdas,
“and if I see you playing the
same game again I will call
the police. Go back all of

you.”

The urchins slunk back in
a sullen mood but Ramdas
had great difficulty in pulling
back his Alsatian who was
tearing at the madman’s
ghirt. Pretending not to no-
tice the shabby condition of
the wretch who was seeking
shelter in his bungalow,
Ramdas gave him a friendly
smile and welcome. It is
ten years since we met last,

Mr. Haran. 1 wrote to you
several times but got no rep-
ly. The moment [ saw your
famous spectacles, I recogni-
zed you. Come in, please,
and make yourseif comfor.
table.”

The servants were astoni.
shed at the sight of a bearded
fellow, staggering under a
bundle of odds and ends, to
whom their master was speak-
ing with such courtesy and
reverence. Concealing their
dislike and disgust, they came
forward to relieve the visitor
of his bundle but when he
glared at them, they quietly
fell back and let him accom-
pany their master into the
drawing room.

’Rest yourself on this sofa,
Mr. Haran. Take some refre-
shments first before we begin
to talk of the good old times,”
said Ramdas.

HARAN deposited his bundle

on the sofa nextto himself
and was stroking his beard
thoughtfully when the cook
placed a number of cakes,
fruits and two cups of steam-
ing tea before the guest, Ram- -
das watched him with
sympathy as he began to
munch the cakes. And he
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when Haran and himself had
studied together in college....

THOUGH Haran was a stu-

dent of Mathematics, he had
all-round knowledge., His
‘mastery of literature amazed
even his professors. Kven
before he secured his M.A.
degree, Haran used to write
verses and short stories that
~ sparkled with humour. They
appeared in the country’s
leading magazines and news-
papers, that gave him all pos-
sible encouragment.

When his college course
was completed Haran accep-
ted the post of lecturer in the
new college that had just been
established in the c¢ity and
became very popular with the
students.

Then came the call of matri-
mony. He had fallen in love
with Prema, who was a bril-
liant M.A., like himself. She
was slender and graceful and
had a winsome smile which
never deserted her face. She
was the enly daughter of very
poor parents who were both
infirm and crippled by illness,
Prema had been supporting
them even in her college days
by giving private lessons to
girl students in the lower
classes.

But marriage choked off
this source of income.
Haran’s salary was hardly
adequate to make both ends
meet but his literary work
brought in a steady stream of
money which assured them of
‘oreature comforts, He was

##

writing his first novel which a
prominent publisher had of-
fered to publish and pay for
liberally,

In the first flush of his
prride as a writer of establi-
shed repute, he forbade his
wife to work as a private
tutoress. She went to her
pupils’ homes morning and
evening, and vreturned late.
At times, too tired to cook,
she would throw herself on
the bed and go to sleep, And
Haran, too, had often to retire
to bed, hungry and vexed.
Both being hypersensitive,
they had temperamental cla-
shes now and then and hurled
hot words and accusations
against each other. Of course,
at the end of each quarrel,
they embraced and took a
pledge of eternal love and
devotion. To make for grea-
ter domestic harmony as a
first step, Haran persuaded
his wife to give up the tuition
job and promised to set apart
a small slice of his incomae
every month for her parents.
But it proved to be too little,
just a tenth of what Prema
had been able to earn.

PREMA, however, could not

bear the sight of her parents
suffering. She thought hard
of other ways and means to
help them. Suddenly, one fine
morning, she hit upon a plan,
In a neglected corner of her
husband’s study, she came
across a number of his un-
finished manuscripts, They
were stories that had been
written by him in a flashy
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mood but left incomplete
towards the end, for better
attention and treatment on
a later occasion. He was
always particular about the
finishing touches to any story
over which he would spsnd
hours.

WHEN Prema saw these

manuscripts, which ber
husband had not taken up for
nearly two years. she decided
to touch them up herself ard
sell them. Her parents weve
starving for fifteen days in
the month and she should not
let them die. She had the
stories typed and took them
to a publisher who was a
friend of both husband and
wife. There were twenty
stories in all and, passing
them off as her own, she
asked Ramdas—the publi-
sher—to bring them outin

the matter being kept secret
until the moment of publie-
ation and Ramdas good-hum-
ouredly agreed. And he gave
her Rs. 500/- for the for-
thcoming publication. Prema
didn’t tell her husband about
the deal. Her silence and
secrecy proved to be the most
tragic mistake of her life.
And she passed on the money
to her delighted parents.

THEY say that there is only

a thin line dividing genius
from madness. When Haran
gaw the book of stories that
Ramdas had sent him, he
realised the trick that his
wife had played on him. He
began to suspect this woman

book form under the name
** Prema.” She insisted on
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of all sorts of treachery, dou-
ble crossing, shady conduct
and worse, and pointed his
his accusing finger at her in
the bitterest quarrel that en-
sued, He loved his literary
works better than his own
wife and pushed her out of
the flat. And he warned her
not to return.

THE next day the college

authorities discovered that
Haran had disappeared from
the town. They searched for
him in the neighbouring
towns and published his photo
in the papers with promises
of reward for information
about him but all their efforts
weore futile,

The truth was that Haran
had gathered all his manus-
cripts and tied them up into a
huge bundle. He didn't even
leave a scrap of paper in his
home for fear that his wife
would make use of any idea
that might be contained in it.
~ He wandered from place to
place, slept on the road-side
_under the trees but the sight
of any young fashionable-
lqoking woman would send
. him scampering. He was
- afraid that it might be some
d?puty or messenger sent by
" his wife to grab hold of his
- manuscripts. If any passer-
by took pity on him and offer-
ed food, he would quietly
accept it. But urchins gave
Im no peace wherever he
went. And one evening
 after ten years, when he

strayed back into the very
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city where he had worked,
Ramdas rescued him from

?he little rowdies and led him
in...

When Haran ate his fill, he
lifted his bundle and rose to
go. Ramdas held up his hand
and requested him to stay for
& while. ‘" Haran, I have
lgng been wanting to apolo-
gise to you direct for the
mistake I made, I accept
responsibility for wrongly
publishing your book under
your wife’s name but I shall
pay you the money 1 gave
her. Won't you forgive me
and your wife now? 1 shall
double that amount if you
want, Here are ten hundred-

rupee notes. Accept them,
won’t you ?'"'

Smilingly, Haran toek the
wad of notes from the pub-
l‘i‘sher and stared at them.

Well,” he said, ‘‘ that helps
to settle an old score.”’

RAMDAS was delighted at the

effect of his move. ' Now,
Mr. Haran, have you any
manscripts in that bundle that
I can make use of ? Of course,

I will pay you at higher rates
now."

“ I-.I'a.va you got a match-
}JOX? asked Haran, evasive-
y.

“ Hereis one. Ah! I for-
got that you are a smoker.
Wait a minute. I shall bring
yYou a packet of ‘Gold Flakes'.”
Ramdas gave him the match.-

—Please see page 56
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“I WAS imlove. Everything
was just wonderful—the
flowers were blooming, the
birds were singing, the bees
were buzzing, and Mother was
having a fit.
“I told Mother not to
worry, that we were still go-
ing to live with her.

“She said, ‘That's what I'm
worrying about.””

BOLDER!

A young sailor, suffering
from a toothache, finally got
up enough nerve to get to the
dentist’s surgery. By the time
he was seated in tha chalir, he
lost his courage again,

“Here, this will make you
feel better,”” said the sympa-
thetic dentist, handing hima
shot of whisky. The seaman
gulped it down, then another
and another.

“How about it,”” the dentis$
asked briskly, when half the
bottle had disappe ared,
“‘aren’t you feeling braver
now?”

““Yeah,” sparled the sailor,
“and I'd like to see anybody
try to touch my teeth!
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\,VALKING up to the ticket

window at the racket
gtation, the man asked for a
seat to the moon.

“Sorry, sir,’” said the atten-
dant, ‘‘but all flights have
been cancelled for a couple of
days.”

“I was afraind of that.
What's wrong? Bad wea-
ther?”

““No, the moon is full right
row.”

IN KIND!

Mr. Doolan caught the bar-
tender at Moriarty’'s saloon in
an unguarded moment and
begged, ‘‘Mike, my mother-in-
law gone Lo her just reward,
and it's £1 I'm needin’ fora
wreath to uphold the Doolan
standards. Can ye advance
me one? "’

The bartender emptied his
pockets and the cash register
but the total came to only
10a. 64.

“That'll do,*” said Doolan .
hastily, “‘I'll take the other
9s. 6d. in drinks."”
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SAID the lecturer on law,

“If you have the facts on
your side, hammer them into
the jury, and if you have the
law on your side, hammer it
into the judge.”

“But if you have neither
the facts nor the law ?”’ asked
a student.

“Then hammer on the
table,”” answered the profes-
sor,

WHAT TO DO?

He was a fast-talking, fast.
working wolf, and as he em-
braced the girl he murmured,
“I,et's have a companionate
marriage. Wa'll live together
for a while, and then, if we
discover we've made a mis-
take, why, we can always
separate.”’

The girl wriggled out of his
arms, the wisdom of the ages
in her eyes. Smiling her
Mona Lisga smile at him, she
answered, ‘‘Sounds fine the
way you say it. But what'll
we do with the mistake ? "

CERTAINTY

~ "Let's see,’” said the wea-
therman to his assistant.

‘““You'd better put down rain

as positive this afternoon.”

““What makes you so cer-
tain ?”' asked the assistant.

‘“It's a certainty,’’ answer.
ed the weatherman. ‘‘I've lost
my umbrella, my kids are
going on a picnic, I've got a
- ticket to a football match, and
my wife is going to the
church garden party.”
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AN anxious mother was -

heard screaming because
she had caught her ugly little
gson halfway up a big oak
tree.

She shouted: ‘‘Heathcote,
come down from that tree,
before you break both legs!
Mummy's warning you, Hea-
thcote | Either you come now,
or when you fall and break
both legs, don’t think you can
come running to mama."”

MOTTO GONE

The beggar clutched at the
sleove of & passer-by. "'Two.
pence, sir, for a cup of cof-
fee ?”' he whined.

The other turned and sur-
veyed him. “Why should I
give youtwopence ?°’ he as-
ked. ‘‘“What brought you to
this plight?”

“A  terrible catastrophe,
sir,”” the begg ar replied.
“Two years ago I, like you,
enjoyed business prosperity...
worked industriously. On the
wall above my desk was my
motto: ‘Think Constructively.
Act Decisively,” Wealth pou-
red my way. And then—and

then——"

“Yes, and then? "’

The beggar's frame shook
convulsively. ‘‘The charlady
burned my motto,” he sobbed.
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I’VE heard the question so

often I'm sick of it. A
couple comes down the church
steps Mr. and Mrs. for the
first time, they shake a hund-
red hands, weather the usual
bouquets of 'wishes, absorb
the confetti down their backs
and the postry and garbage on
their car, and all the other
friendly gesture of our beam-
ing culture. Then, the minute
they are out of hearing, you'll
hear it. Every time a passab-
lg handsome man marries a
girl who is impossibly plain
comes the question,

“A lovely wedding. Such
wonderful taste!’” Then, in
a more discreet key and head
‘bent in the most sisterly of
isecrecies, ‘‘But really now,
it's not that I don’t like the
girl—but why did he pick
her?”
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So here’s an answer from
one guy the nice people at the
church were wondering so
hard about one day. It's an
answer that has been steam-
ing away in me for a leng
time. And don't get sore if
you happen to be a beautiful
woman, or if you married one,
I'm not going to say there is
no hope for you.

I¥ my last year at high school,
there were two women
in my life. Penny was nei-

- ther of them. Arbutus Kilroy

was a small, blende, full of
life. Her father was a banker
in town, her mother almost as
pretty as her daughter. Noth-
ing wrong with her that I
could see. Her clothes were
always in perfect taste. And
she was not spoiled.

" She was the one I took te
the Senior Prom and didn’t
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take home until 4 next morn.
ing. T thought that would
put itz brand on me the rest
of my life., She was in love
with me. At least, she told
me so0, with tears in her eyes.

BvT I wasonly 19. It was

_easy to love more than one
girl, Ip fact, a fellow almost
owed it to himself to scout
around before his mind got
set, So there was Bernice
tall and dark. Good-looking,
too, and a whiz at studies, Ion'
methematics you simply
couldn’'t beat her, which was
a little embarrassing some-
times. Bernice was the only
child of the big hardware man

Arbutus was beautiful.
against beauty.

Bernice was clever,
had nothing against brains.

‘We could go & long Wa&¥
together,” Bernice told me-
We'd make a pretty success-
ful team.” Which could mean

she knew she had brains,”

Myself, I wasn't so smart 88
my mother thought.

I felt a little guilty that
year, stringing two weomen
along. A mistake, that. I now
know the kind of love which
]eaveg any mark always has
conscience pangs attached.

And Penny? She was the
happy chore girl of the class
and that’s about all you could
sey. Unless you wanted to
talk about the thing that fen-

He had nothing at all
And he
What was it, then,

that made him choose Penny?

in town—and, like myself,
she loved sports. She could
play the coolest game of bas.
ket ball I ever saw a woman
play anywhere. Sometimes
when our school visite(i
another school, we'd find ouc.
selves drifting away after the
gamse by ourselves. We'd talk
over pie and coffee in some
back street lunchery, and often
got so c_omplete]y lost we gave
up trying to find the others

and went to a d
instead. snce hall

Those were the times I dis.
covered women who excel in
mathematics aren't always as
cold as they think,

o0

ced romance away from hers
and folks in our town ha

pretty well got lkin
tbout thet. got over talking

SHE_ was the one in the

_wings prompting glameur-
stricken girls who took bows$
up front, She did the typing
aqci_ editing of those articles
w hich later looked so bright
nuder someone else’s name in
the school magazine. She was
the one who master-minde
the ticket selling for the prom
and cut out the paper moons
we hung from the ceiling, but
she never danced.

“It's nice she can be 80
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\appy doing things like that,”
ve used to think. ‘' Awfully
lecent sort.” -

[HOSE were the thres women

in my life that great year
when I firstlaid claim to man-
wod. Only I really didn't
tnow the last omne counted.

1 was of that generation
which didn’t have much time
to enjoy coming of age. One
week we were the rapscallions
listurbing midnight slumbers
of the town with old cars and
motorcycles. The mnext we
were potential saviours of
democracy. We were in khaki
before we knew what it wae
all about,

I remember the night we
loft for our first camp. The
band was thers, and the old
town hall was draped with
resurrected flags. Women
who used to keep their daugh-
ters locked away from us were
there with smiles, coloured
cakes and a boiler of coffee.
The mayor made a speech.
Weomen were crying all over
the place. I was glad my own
folks had encugh sense to say
good-byes at home.

The three girls were there.
I caught Bernice when she
ducked into the little kitchen
where they were brawing the
coffee and pulled her behind
the door and kissed her till
she nearly smothered. “I'm
sorry I never got the time to
make up my mind about that
team you used to talk of '}

1 said. “‘But I'll be thi R@ﬁhe‘;% scribbled

about it.” Q
+* L
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“Take cars of yourself,”
she said. ‘““And save your
money."

When I got around to Arbie
T didn’'t bother to get bshind
any door. We hung together
till the bus driver pulled us
apart. “I'll always loveyou !’
she told me. “Always!
Always!”

She said it with tears again,
and the guarantee seemed
beyond any breaking. When
the bus finallv began relling,
I couldn’t help feeling guilty
about Bernice again. Arbie
had always been first, and I
figured the only right I had
to keep the fires burning for
Benice was as & sort of insur-
ance in case Arbie changed
her mind.

J* wasn't until I started

digging into my grip for the
sandwiches that I saw Penny
had been in the good-byes, too.
On top of the grip was a book
she had slipped thers.

1 remembered she had been
in the hall. She had been busy
with the cake and coffee wo-
men. And I had said hello to
her and she had wished me
Inck the same as the rest. But
now I saw she must have been
hoping for a minute of my
heroic time for a word of her
own. I had been too busy, so
here was the book.

I smiled at first because it
was poetry. Then I saw the
icg—%2.50. And the notes
in the
en she read the
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verses, She had thought a lat
of that book. That's why shs
had given it to me.

THE note was stuck in the

back pages, almost as if she
hadn't dared. ‘‘In case you
aver get lonely,” it read. The
title was “When I Walk
Alone.”

I didn’t think I'd ever read
it- T tried a page or two and
it didn’t stick and I tucked it
away with the Bible my mo-
ther had supplied and a pair
of hand-knit

all wrote me as they said
they would.

Arbie wrote about college
and the wonderful times they

had, and how much she wish--

ed I could have been there,
too. They really needed pla-
yers for the football team.

Bernice wrote, too. She had
stayed at home to help hex
father with the business. ‘A
good man is almost impossi.
ble to get now,” she =said.
‘‘And father is too old to get

around like he

woollen mitts.
It was going
to be the most
exciting time of
my life. Not
a time for being
lonely.

How wrong I
was! Within a
week I was so
lonely I could

should....Do take
care of your-
self.”

But when
Penny wrote, it
w as different.
I saved that
letter till the
]ast because
what she had to
say took a litiglo

have cried. The

) .
army wasn't «pgyouthink the conductor
will ignore his appeal 7™

what I had ex.
perted. I had
thought it would be one
round of flags waving, and
saluting, and bands playing
with a little vifle sport thrown
in for recess. Instead it was
marching, marching, march-
ing left tnrn, right turn, about
turn, make your beds tight.
shine your shoes bright and

p‘li.nd' that you always say
sir,”

I was lonely. Every day
had but one bright spot now—
mail call. And my girl friends
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thinking. 1
was out in Spen-
cer's woods te-
day,” she would
say. ‘I took a magnifying
glass. Ialways find a ma._gmfy-
ing glass rather comforting. . .
When you're lonely, it helps
if you can only get interested
i, something smaller than
yourself. Have you sver seen
moss under a lens?"’

LETTERS from Arbie and

Bernice were wonderful
events. You slipped them
under your pillow at night,
sniffed at the perfume they
always seemed to carry, and
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looked at the snaps till the
lights went out. But when it
was dark, it was what Penny
said that kept turning over in
your head.

THEN there was the matter of

my pup. I figured she was
the best thing I ever ownsd
all by myself. I had papers
for her and knew I could sell
her progeny.

“Don’t worry,’”’ my old man
said. *“We'll do right by her ?”

But one day comes this let-
ter from him. ‘‘Your mother
would die before she’d tell
you this,”” he says, “‘but she’s
got an allergy. When that
dog comes in the house she
gets sick enough to die somse-
times. Couldn’'t we do some-
thing about it ?"”

I wrote Arbie first. Arbie
took her for a few days, then
‘wrote me she wanted to give
up. ‘‘She was cute at first,”
she said. ““And then—well,
it iz & sort of bother for mo-
ther, and I keep forgetting.
Or maybe I'm gadding around
somewhere. And she sheds
hairs, too, & lot of them....""

Bernice gave it more thou.
ght. “Itjust wouldn't do to
have her around the store,”
she said. ‘‘Besides, I think
you better gat over that crazy
idea of raising dogs some
day. Itjustdoesn’tpay...”

: So I wrote my old man to
“tie the dog up in the wood-
shed till I came back onleave.
When I arrived the dog
wasn't in the woodshed, Pen-
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ny had him. “'I thought you
wouldn't mind,” she said.
"“We get along fine.”

I got along fine with Arbie
and Bernice those few days.
Between times, in the morn-
ings mainly before the other
two were recovered from the
night before, I'd go over to see
Penny and the dog. She was
town librarian now and had
hexr mornings free.

Just as it was with the
letters, it was what she said
that kept me with her. And
I'd keep thinking long after 1
left. By the time the leave
was up, there wasn't a day I
didn’t spend the morning with
her.

‘“So you’ve been lonely,”
she said one day. ‘' Did you
ever read my book ?”

T told her I had started it.
I didn’t tell her I started it
four or five times.

“HAVE you ever tried stu-

dying something smaller
than yourself, then?” she
asked,

When sbe said that I looked
at herin a way I '‘never had
before. I thought of all the
lonely years of her own life
and how she had learned to
conquer them. Years that
were lonely because the Crea.
tor had chanced to make her
on a day when His mood was
gray or there wasn't quite
enough light for the job.

I went out with her that
day, watched her chase
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around the local quarry and
in the woods beyond with
butterfly net and magnifying
glass. It was one of the
shortest afternoons 1 ever
spent. When it was time to
go, I kissed her.

That night, it was Arbie
again.

WHEN I left, there were the

three of them again, Penny
well back in the shadows and
me net having the common
decency to do anything about
1%,

When I found another of
Penny’s books tucked into my
barracks bag along with an
enlargement of a snap she had
taken of my pup, I thought,
“ Tt sure doesn’t look as if
1'll have much chance to read
this one either, little girl”
There would be too many
places to see, too many things
to do.

So I went overseas. I did
the things I would talk about
for the rest of my life. An
army gap-toothed boat threw
me up on some forgotten share
of Italy one hot day. For
eight months we crawled in
search of the enemy. Or
trying to get away.

There were days I thought
my ears would mever hear
again, nights with eyes so
blinded by flame I was sure
my dreams would be on fire a
year afterwards. If I lived
that long and ever found time
to sleep again. I lived
through the rains and then
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mud that would swallow ¢
pig. I saw hungry babies anc
kids dying who had only be
gun to live,

But the army knew wha
letters could mean to men ir
a mess like that and it movec
heaven and earth to get th
mail through to us. Arbie
and Bernice did their best tc
take my mind off the trouble
Axbie might miss a week o
two, but she would make uj
for it by sending letters is
bunches. She always seemaec
to be floating in bubbles,

" If you only were here!’
she'd say. She'd tell me abouf
the marvellous times she was
having at college.

Bernice wrote regularly
Sunday nights. Business wat
never so good, but quotas
were 80 hard to outwit! She
told me a dozen times the
government was getting a
fund ready to help veterans
start in business when they
came back, .

AT first Penny wrote only
when she had a letter of
nmine to answer. Later, when
the going got tough, they star-
ted to come more often. It
geemed as if she had some way
of predicting when I'd need a
letter most, Like the day
Harry Klenman was killed
right beside me. I'd kpown
him over a year, a long time
by army standards. It wasa
rough day everywhere and
when the mail got through
there was precious little of it
but there was Penny’s letter.
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1 don't remember too much
about what she'said now. But
I remember I put it under my
cheek and cried on it that
night.

AFTER that, I opened her

letters first. I couldn’t have
told you why then. I think I
know now, Because I know
now loneliness doesn’t come
from being stuck in places
too wide, too dark, or teo
quiet. It doesn’t even come
from being alone. It comes
from aching too much with
the big, silent questions that
have no answers, and baving
no one to talk to about them
in your own language.

Penny didn't try to answer
the questions. She just won-
dered with me. ‘“Why do we
have to kill?” I asked her
once. * Why ? Why ? Why ?”

She said, ‘I don't know. I
ask myself the same thing
every time I eat meat.” And
then she went on to talk about
some yellow hollyhocks a
German woman was growing.
And the pup was going to
have pups of her own now.

You'll think it wasn’t much
to offer a guy groping for
straws in a whiripeol. But
can you imagine Arbie com-
ing down out of her bubbles
long enough to talk over
such a thing? Or Bernice
thinking that it mattered ?

And sfter & while the
statesmen called it peace.
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When my ship got back, my
three women were still wait-
ing. I had hoped Arbie would
have bubbled off with one of
her marvellous college men
by now. But the fruit salad
of decorations I had on my
chest must have swung her
mind towards me because her
kiss was as full of fever as
ever.

She was dressed in orchid
that first night, with a new
hair-do. ““Just for you,”' she
said. ‘Do you like it ?"

I said it was beautiful, and
I thought of all the other
yvears I could have her beauty
all for my own. Thirty years
from now I could still see her
changing her hair.do for me,
asking the same question’:
“Do you like it 2"’

But I thought it would be a
little wearisome by then.

BERNICE talked about the

new loan veterans could get.
You had to talk business first
with Bernice. A sort of pay-
ment for any romance you
were allowed. Thirty years
from now the price might
seem a little high,

So I went to see Penny and
the dogs. 1 kissed her a little
differently this time, told her
what gshe had meant to me.
“You're the one I want to
stand beside, if you'll have
me,” I said, :
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When her arms went around
me I thought of how beautiful
her red hair was. Bhe had let
it grow long, And her shoul-
ders. I wondered why God
hadn’t pointed them out to
me before instead of always
making me think of that part
of her that wasn’t right.

WHAT was it? I hear you
asking now, just as the
good people at the church

asked that other question
the day I married her. Was
she lame? A birthmark per-
haps? A cast in her eye?
Or is she just—well, jusi
very plain?

You shouldn’t ask that.
The peint is, it doesn’t mat.
ter. I'm surer than ever
now. (Copyright.)

PREMA’S FOLLY
. —Continued from Page 46

box first and went upstairs to
his bedroom to get the ciga-
rattes.

WHEN he came down after

five minutes, he was appal-
led at the sight that met him.
The madman had wused the
matches to set fire to his buan-
dle of manuscripts and the ten
hundred-rupee notes that he
had handed him. ‘' So, Ram-
das, you thought of helping
my wife again by stealing
the manuscripts ? You ean't
do anything now, you scoun-
drel!” he shrieked in fury
and ran out of the bungalow.
Poor Ramdas! ke had to call
for buckets of water to put out
the fire which had already
damaged his sofas and the
carpet on the floor. But he
didn’t mind the loss. His
heart went out to the friend
who had lost his head. *k
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IN the New Service Cafe, the

room reserved for ‘‘Ladies
and Families Only” was very
neat and tidy. The electric
fan was whirling above.
Manohar leaned back in a
cosy chair and stretched his
legs on the round table of
polished ebony. He seemed
absorbed in thought. Only
when the blue-coloured pencil
that he had stuck up behind
his ear fell down on the mar-
ble floor did he get up with a
sigh. And when he stooped
te pick it up, another object
caught his eye.

TWO HEADS

“H’m!” he exclaimed to
himself. ‘It is a fountain-
pen this time. “‘I wonder
what she will be leaving be-
hind next. Such an vabsent-
minded girl!"”

But as he looked at the
fountain-pen he couldn’t help
sighing again. Indeed, how
sould he help when this mys.
tery girl who haunted his
table every evening spent
half an hour over her cup of
coffee and chatted with him
on the sly? His heart went
pit-a-pat; he had swept his
mind clean of all thoughts but
hees, Sometimes she came
with friends but she tantali-
zed him nevertheless with her
smiles and the speechless
messages of har eyes.

There were moments,
though, when thoughts of his
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!9wly position sobered him.

She must be the daughter of
some rich bloke. She is on
Himalayan heights; I am
down below in a valley.
Where is the chance?' he
would ask himself.

Manohar set his white cap
aright and looked in the large
mirror that was facing the
entrance.

‘“Stop this monkey business
and look about yourself,
young man!” snarled a burly
fellow from behind.

Manohar was scared stiff
and turned round to face up
to the manager and his wig-

ging.

ARE BETTER..!

B I I..... T ," he tried
to say something in defence
but the bull-dog expression on
the face of the manager froze
him into confused silence and
shame,

By PRAKASH

¢J,OOK, you fool! And look

at the fan that is racing
like a mad horse. How many
times have I warned you no#
to use it when there is none
to wait upon? "’

“Only two minutes ago I
switched it on, sir,” said the
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young man in faltering tones,
“It was so sultry here.”

“No excuses, you are fined
one rupee. And that has
reduced your pay for last
month to zero.”

And the stout man swung
himself out of the room.

“Silly ass!” muttered Ma-
nohar to himself. shaking his
clenched fist at the receding
- figure. ‘I will settle my ac-
count with you one of these
days.”

BuT Manohar was as much

to blame for this mess. At
the sight of Radha, his dream
the girl, he broke on average
two china plates a day and
two' glass tumblers. Radha,
when she was alone, would
take him to task and offer to
replace the broken wares, but
pride stood in his way and he
would shake his head to de-
note refusal.

He feared the manager
would give him the sack but
Sundara Rao didn't, He pla-
ced greater value upon Mano-
har’s tips for the races thanm
he was aware, An hour later
Manohar sat on the chair
again and began dreaming
when buli-dog Rao stalked up
to him with a purple face and
thumped the table so hard
that the china cup thereon
flew to the ground and broke
into smithereens, Manohar
stood +transfixed in terror.
Behind Sundara Rao was
standing & middle.aged wo-
manp in speos, with a pinched
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face and a greying head.
Manohar recognised her as &
a college lecturer who had
taken her coffee at his table a
few minutes ago.

**You are ruining my repu-
tation, you blackguard,”
shouted Rao. "“Out you go
now. or I will thrash the life
out of your body! How dare
you insult the lady like this !

And he flung » small bill at
his face. ‘‘Read what non-
sense you have written on the
back of that billl"’

“It is an outrage!’’ shriek-
ed out the woman. ‘I will
have you whipped for this,
you hooligan!™

IVIANOHAR picked up the bill

and looked at the back of
it. ‘Sweetest swestie! Queen
of my Heart!’ he read,

“Don't you see you have
spoiled my business?'’ de-
manded the infuriated mana-
gor. ‘‘You have insulted the
most respectable lady in the
city.”

“I am glad I escaped the
clutches of this villain. I
would swear he was gazing at
me all along. Thank God,
I am safe!” said the lady
drawing herself to her full
height and adjusting her
spectacles.

“Mzr. Manager,” said Mano-
har, ‘‘would you mind step.
ping up to the corner of the
room? I want to have a word
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Wiﬂ') you. Meanwhile, lady,
don’t you be flattering your-
solf s0 ?"

HE tugged at Sundara Rao's

) shirt sleeve and dragged
him out of the woman’'s ear-
shot.”'Don’t lose your balance,
Mr. Rao. Whoever would fall
in love with such a hag as
that ? They are the tips for
you, names of the dead ‘certs’
for Saturday’s races.”

Sundara Rao opened his
eyes wide, and grinned. ‘‘Is
that so? Good of you to give
me the tips, boy. I am put-
ting all my money on the
horses tomorrow. What do
you say to bracketing? And
what chances do you hold ous
for Moonbeam and Sunny
Side? Come on, sit down?”

,.JManohar pulled him up.
Mr. Rao, you seem to have
forgotten the origin of this
dispute and let yourself go
away with the horses. Pacify
:ihotl?dy and send her away
tat,”

""Yes, yes, boy, you are
right,”” agreed Rao and apprea-
ched the complainant, I
ppologize to you, lady, for the
incident. I am dinning some
sense into that young ass. I
assure you there won't be any
recurrence of the trouble.”

"Thank you,” said the lady
and made her exit, glowering
at Manohar all the timae.

Sundara Rao turned back to
discuse horses with Manohar,
but when some other lady
patron came in he discreetly
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returned to his seat. Manohat
heaved a sigh of relief. ‘“‘That
girl is driving me mad. I had
intended those terms of en-
dearment to catch Radha’s
eye. What a misplaced bill
of love,’" he muttered.

Within a fortnight after
moeeting Radha, he had was.-
ted leaf after leaf of his bill
book placing them under her
dishes. But Radha had a fine
sense of humour and was al-
ways equal to the occasion.

A CLEARING house would
make an interesting study
of these little notes :

““T am always dreaming of
you.”

‘“Don't eat too much.
Over-eating leads to dream-
ing!"

‘““I havent’'t touched food
for a week.”

LANDLORD (to ros; i
tepants) :  ** Latest pforg]ecng'
kerosene lighting, water from
the nearest well! Can you get
a better house in the locality 7
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" You are using a spoon,
wvidently ?”

‘SINCE you are too highly

educated, why don’t you
narry someone who can run
he household for yocu

““T am more interested in
unning a hotel and making a
ortune. You can be chief
ook if you like !””

‘““Then why not run this
otel ?”’

" Will you buy it for me ?"

‘1 am dying. You alone
an give me life. What shall
.do ?”

** Don’t be silly. My father

ias wrung my promise to
narry a fellow I don’t
now.,"”

* I will murder him. Who
g8 he 2"

** I will stop coming if you
nake threats like this,”

From that day Manohar
was behaving himself, And
10xt evening whoen she came
1nd called for coffes, his con-
luct was impeccable. He
1anded ' to her the fountain-
»en. ‘‘ Miss Radha, you are
dpecoming more and more
absent.minded. Three days
back it was your brooch. Then
it was your kerchief. Now it
is your pen. What next ?”

She smiled. ‘* What have
[ to worry about when you
are here ?*’
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“ Radha, please, haven't
you changed your mind ?"’

‘“No!” she said, rather
curtly., ““ Let us have no
illusions on the subject. Good-
day. I shall drop in tomor-
row.”

Manohar was not listening,
He was actually dreaming
with his eyes open! So when
he woke up from his reverie
and discovered that his angel
had disappeared, he stated at
the chair which held her, and
gasped in amazement. The
charmer had left behind her
bulging handbag! He took it,
felt it, hugged it, and then out
of curiosity opened it to have
a peep. A loud exclamation
escaped his lips—an exclama.
tion of horror, surprise and
even terror. The handbag was
bursting with wads of cuer-
rency notes—none of them
below the denomination of a
hundred !

HE was thrilled and fright-
ened at the sight of 86 much
of cash. How did the girl
come by this fortune? She
appeared rich enough, but
what need had she for such a
large sum ? And why had
ghe left it behind ? He coun-
ted Rs. 5,000 in all. He was
seized with fear at the same
time, Supposing somebody
found him in possession of all
the money and suspected his
bona fides ? Was it stolen
money after all? Fear alter-
nated with hope and thrill.
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Sundara Rao was now
suddenly roaring out Mano-
har's name from behind the
cash counter. The lad ran up
with the handbag still in his
hand. * Youfool! you have
ruined me and my bhusiness
with your misleading tips!”
the manager said in a husky
voice. There were tears in
his eyes. ‘I bet my last
rupes and returned home
crestfallen. I am absolutely
broke !

IT was a pathetic sight to

gsee the dour-faced man
break down in such agony and
moan. One of the waiters
woent up to the manager.
‘* Disappear quick, Pedda
Chettiar has come here to
attach your property.” The
message had an electric effect
on Rao. He pushed Mano-
har into his seat, ducked in-
side the hotel and vanished
into a by-lane behind.

Some unaccountable mad-

~eap impulse possessed Mano-

har who was nothing if not
enterprising. He took two
thousand rupees ‘out of
Radha's handbag and cleared
Sundara Rao's debt to Pedda
Chettiar in a trice. He then
called in the entire staff of the
hotel, gave them their salaries
due and dismissed them all
with the invitation to report
for duty after a week. By
8 p. m. there was not a soul
in the hotel except a couple
of cats. Manchar put up a

. small placard in front of the

hotel : " Closed for a week
for Repairs.” He then locked
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the frontdoor of the building
and sallied out.

As he walked through the
broad streets of the city hop-
ing against hope that he
would stumble upon Radhs,
he grew apprehensive. Sup-
posing she didn't approve his
use of her money? Which
modern girl would dream of
buying a hotel, and that, too,
a sinking concern? She must
have said it all in fun rather
than in earnest. And how
foolish he must have been!
Feeling a revulsion at what
he had done and fearing the
wrath of this fair stranger, he
turned back towards his hotel
and reached it an hour before
midnight.

HE was startled to see an un-

shaded electric light strea-
ming from the kitchen. Some
thief was evidently ransack-
ing the hotel. ‘‘Poor fellow!'’
thought Manohar, ‘' he must
go away a disappointed man
if he came in the hope of
knocking away some cash.
He went on tiptoe holding his
breath. Creeping up to the
outer wall, he got on a small
stool and peeped through a big
aperture that opened on to the
kitchen. The sight that greet-
ed his eye sent his heart
pounding. Of all the little
thieves! Why, it was Rahea !

Even a couple of able-bodi-
ed burglars couldn't hsve done
what she did in such a short
time. Alone and unaided, she
had removed the brick slabs
on the floor round the big
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oven and scooped out the
earth. And on the rim of the
hole stood a big uncovered jar
that held sovereigns and a
wide veriety of sparkling
jewels. Radha was checking
up the contents with a list in
her hand.

SLOWLY he stapped into the

room, unable to make of it
all. He couldn't disguise his
contempt for the sneaky way
ghe was doing it. “ So, you
little hussy ! you wanted me
to buy this hotel and steal a
hidden treasure ? With whoese
permission are you taking
this ?"’

Radha looked up. But she
‘was not timid. “ Well,
Manohar, whose hotel ? 1t is
my uncle’s and this jar be-
longs to him.”

“ Your uncle’'s ? I don't
follow you. I understand
only this much. Am I not
your dupe and accomplice?”’

‘“Listen, Manohar, This
mystery requires a little light.
I am neither the thief you
"imagine me to be nor is this
hotel Sundara Rao’s. It be-
longs to my father's brother,
Narayana Rao. This hotsl
fetched him a fortune. But
he was an unhappy man. His
wife died early. Himself
having no child, he brought
me up and provided for my
education. He loved me bet-
ter than my father.

‘“But last year—the fourth
year of the Second Werld War
—when the city was evacuated
becauss war clouds wers
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threatening to burst upon it
he was faced with a crisis in
his business. The entire
staff had run away, and his
business was ruined. But the
authorities wouldn't let him
cl.ose down the hotel. So ons
night he gathered up all his
savings in this jar and buried
it here,

“Then came the scare of
Jap bombing. My uncle was
not noted for his courage.
And I was near Madura at the
time. He was most eager to
see me and be by my side. So
one night he closed the hotel
and_ suddenly ran away,
leaving this fortuna behind.
Fe.ar bhad led him into this
ruinous step.

] ‘ But he didn't survive the
dx.saster. When he heard that
his hotel had been taken over
by someone else under orders
from'the authorities, he gave
up his money for lost. That
brgke his heart, and he lay
dying. I assured him that 1
would try all means to re-
cover the fortune. So he
borrowed from his family
doctor five thousand rupees
and gave it to me for purcha-

ing this hotel back., He di
that day itself. ° died

€“ALAS! you know the rest

of the story in a way. But
for you I couldn’t have got
back the treasure. I would
have surrendered my heart
to you had not my uncle ex-
acted a promise from me that
I should marry the doctor’s
son. But I would suggest a
way out. We both shall go to
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the doctor's son though I have
not set my eyes on him.
shall offer him this fortune if
he releases me from this vow,
so that I can marry you!”

M ANOHAR shook his head

gravely. ' Radha, having
seen you, he is not likely to
release you,” he said.

Radha cast an enquirving
glance at her lover. ‘" What
do you mean : ‘ Having seen
me’'? I don’t know who that
bloke is or what he is like.
He is residing somewhere in
the city. I have his address.
Why not we go now and have
done with it?”

“ But, Radha. why didn't
yau tell me you were Nara-
yana Rao’s niece ?”

“Why ?"’ she asked, in
surprise.

“ Only yesterday I wrote to
my father at Madura I would
not marry Narayana Rao’s
niece "’

Radha clapped her hands in
joy. ‘‘ You don't tell me yeu

aro Hariharan, Dr. Varada
Rao’s son?”

‘“I am, dearest Radha 1"

They-hugged eaeh other in
a burst of happiness. ’‘ But,
darling, I can’t understand
wlhy you gave up your studias
to become a waiter,” she
asked.

*“ Just for the fun and plea-
sure of waitingon a charmer.
The first day I saw you in a
cinema house I fell in love
with you. Then I watched
your movements and observed
that you regularly visited
this hotel. The rest you
know... But, Radba, how
did you know I had bought
the hotel?”’

SHE laughed. “Tknew of Sun-

dara Rao’'s difficulties and
I had studied your psychology
also. Ididn’t quit the hotel
after I left my handbag deli-
berately on my chair. I came
through the back door and hid
myself in the room reserved
for the ladies !" %

]n:AmNc, Rooml ’

EADING RDO'i]i
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In Lighter Vein:

at The

FOR the best part of a de-

cade now I have been a
regular patron of Muriel Hair
Dressing Saloon, a little bar-
bershop off Dhobi Talao.
Come wind come rain, peri-
odic hair.cuts being a neces-
sary evil of modern civilisa-
tion, you will find me in that
shop every fifth Sunday—
although it wused to be first
Sunday each month before the
Barbers’ Union decided to put
up the prices from six to ten
annas a go. And so, as you
might expect, I am pretty
well acquainted with the
faces, the fashions and the
. foibles in that joint,

5y Of the three tables in the

saloon " the one nearest the
entrance is presided over by
the proprietor himself. The
ta.blq has & marble top and a
Belgian mirror, both of which
the shop boy polishes assidu-
ously every half.hour or so.
An old picture of Nehru and
. & new picture of Nargis hang
on either side of the mirror.
The drawer on the right of
the customer’s knees houses
the ““ galla "—the day’s tak-
ings, the roll sheet, a note
book for expenses. The draw-
er on the left contains stocks
of oils, powder, a spare pair
of scissors and a new comb.
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By PABHAT VAIDYA

Rasbet’s !

The proprietor himself deigns
to take on a head or a chin
only if the shop is too crowded
for his undexrlings to deal with
or when regulars like me put
in an appearance. Most of
the time he spends leaning
against his counter drinking
tea or smoking endless ‘‘bidis"’
reprimanding the boy, totting
up the cash, or exchanging
pleasantries with the more
important customers.

AT the second table, in the

middle of the shopography,
works the proprietor’s assis-
tant, the mainstay of the
labour force of this establish-
ment. For the rest, the tabls
is not so mew, the glass is
cracked, the drawers are full
of used sheets and soiled
towels, broken combs and
empty tins and bottles. In
short, a thoroughly nondes-
cript sort of seat where the
run of the customers get the
average value for their money
from an unpretentious crafts-

man, one of the million simi. "

lar seats all over Greater
Bombay.

Travelling further afield,
one alights upon the third
table, the step-table of the
family, so to say. The mirror
almost is of the distorting
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type, the table itself has al-
most no top. Of the artisan,
little can be said with author-
ity, because I have seldom
seen the same man at that
outpost twice running. The
table seems to be reserved for
birds of passage—or, maybe,
the barber to whose lot this
table falls soon becomes dis-
gruntled. To let you into
a secret, I have had the
experience of heing handled
by the ad hoc incumbent of
this far-from coveted office
during the days I first began
to take my custom to Muriel
Saloon. (N.B.—This table has
holes for drawers, but the
drawers are both missing.)

So much for the persoennel :
the material is no less varie-
gated or engrossing.

NEEDLESS to say, the pro-

pristor'monopolised the best
tools. Shining scissors and
gleaming clippers, cemplete
combs and real fluffy powder
puffs—all these are to be
found only at his table. Last
year when he experimented
with a new-fangled electric
brush and an automatic mass-
age instrument (a short-lived
experiment, alas! which had to
be abandoned when customers
began experiencing electric
shocks and nobody could be
found to repair the gadgets),
the socket for their three-
prong plugs was fitted near
the proprietor’s table and the
flex was not long enough to
reach the second table.

But what the second table
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lacks in chromium plating and
foreign-sounding machines is
made up by the quiet efficien-
cy of the wielder of the tools.
Not that the tools are as bad
as ona would be led to imag.
ine—what matter if the cemb
has lost & few teeth (it can
bite all the better for that) or
the =scissors have a screw
loose (no  brain-work is
entrusted to them, anyway)
or the powder puff is baldish
(all the best film stars have
taken to hairless puffs now)?

THIS, however, is no conso-

lation to the unfortunate
soul who has delivered himself
—or rather, has been inveigled
—into the corner chair. The
scissors here are in such
shape that they have to be
gripped in two hands if they
are to function at all, an'd
then they work on the princi-
ple that it is quicker to pluck
tufts off your cranium than to
do the job the outmoded snip-
snap way. Naturally, the
barber has no hand free to
hold the comb; and itis doubt-
ful if the comb attached to this
desk would serve any purpose
at all except awatting cock--
roaches (to which usse it
obviously has been often put),
for even the proprietor has to
Jook twice before he can find
any teeth in it. And as for
the ‘‘machine”. it leaves
V-shaped scars all over the
neck where it has nipped you.
The less said about it the
better.

When discussing moods at
the Muriel, therefore, we will
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leave out the classy praprietor
and his shiny new gimmicks;
we will also pass over Table
IIT with its ever changing
men and never changing
machines,

THE assistant at the centre-
of.the-shop table then, if
memory of the days when 1
was not such an old and
valued patron serves me
right, is a man of moods more
than of machines, One day,
for instance, you might find
him in an expansive, ebulli-
ent, almost effervescent,
mood. He would narrate to
you his success story, how he
rose to head assistant hair-
dresser in this temple of ton-
sorial art although he began
humbly as a pavement artist
at one anna ‘‘per capita’’ That
would be when Shree 420 or
Jagte Raho of last night is
still fresh in his mind. Or you
night have to assume the role
of a spectator while he distri-
buted largesse in the form of
a single “‘cha’s” to his boss as
well as to the two other mem.
bers of the staff, with the air
of one who would have done
“ the honours with a chilled
- bottle of champagne weve it

put within his power to do so..

And it would be anybody’s
guess !:hat the long-promised
Diwali Bonus had at last
materialised.

Qn the other hand, there
might !)e occasions when your
ad_momtions and instructions
?,hke are met with a vicious
jab of the scissors, when the
beast in him has come
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to the forefront. The rea-
son probably has been that
he has had a quarrel on the
home front, if, that is, he has
a home front to have a guar-%
rel on. Almost similar results,
to wit, a bloodthirsty propen-
gity in the otherwise smoothly
operating clippers, might
emerge from another cause,
The shaky hand is the result
of a nervous condition for
which fashionable doctors
would doubtless have a six-
syllable name if the patient
were a temperamental film-
actress or a jaded business
executive, but is caused in our
subject by a sleepless night
on the pavement.

THERE might also be mo-
ments when he might un-
consciously be remiss in his
duties and be the unintentional
source of annoyance to you.
The time gave you an unsoli-
cited massage, for example,
and rubbed you till the skin
tingled, the hair bristled and
the eves watered—was the
enthusiasm due to the cup of
stamina the latest new hand
had ordered out, or the pro-
mise given by the salesman of
a hair-restorer firm to give
him a cut in his commission?
And the time he finished .oﬂ
your « in with just one quic
raz : ing—was the haste the
res.it of the realisation that
th first race at Mahalaxmi
was scheduled to be "oﬂ"'_ in
an hour’s time, or of a tick.
ling off from the proprietor
because customers were turfl-
ing away from the door um-
served and unshorn? k%
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RED KERALA

Assumption of power by
he Communists in Kerala is
ignificant primarily for two
‘easons. First, one State in
india at least disagrees with
he view of the rest of the
sountry that the Congress
rarty alone can deliver the
yoods. Secondly, Communist
Party for the first time in this
sountry will have an opport-
anity of putting its socialist
srofessions to the test of prac-
sice. The success or failure
>f this new experiment in
Kerala will have repercussions
far beyond the frontiers of
the smallest State in India,
[ts success will strengthen the
demand for an alternative
government in several States,
notably in West Bengal ; its
failure will make the position
of the Congress virtually im-
pregnable fcr years to come
all over the country. In the
General Elections this year
the Communists have emerg-
ed as the second biggest
national party—though they
are a poor second to the Con-
gress. Their stocks will rise
further if they can promote
the good of the people of the
only State which has given
them the mandate to govern.
To' the extent that the Con.
gress is able to redeem its
pledges to the people by
improving their living stand-
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ards the gains of the Com-
munists will be offset. There
is, however, little doubt that
their record in Kerala will
considerably influence their
fortunes at the polls during
the next General Elections.

It will bo idle to expect that
the Communists cau make a
clean sweep of everything
before them in Kerala and
lead people on to an era Qf
limitless prosperity as if
through a miracle. It is going
to be a hard job to make a
modest improvement in the
living conditions now pre-
vailing in that State and the
Communists themselves :are
aware of the arduous nature

_ of the task they have under-

taken.— Hindusthan Standard.

NAYA PAISA FROLIC

Stories of skirmishing on
the introduction of the Naya
Paisa system of ccinage are
fewer than we anticipated,
but that there is a wave of
acute unrest and distruse
cannot be disputed, It is aw
the same time no good saying
that the experiment should be
discontinued, since its long-
term value has been certified
by experts. Gains and losses
in the exchange of money rest'
on particular deals, and it
may be argued that on the
average, nothing is lost. The
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oligarchs who transact their
business in cheques do not
have an iota to lose, but Mzr.
Chaudhuri, a statistician, is
firm that lower-income groups
who handle change are on the
whole sufferers in the daily
routine of life. Denomina-
tions like halves and quarters
are safe to handle, but there
are fractions of a vulgar
nature in more senses than
one. Another authority tells
us that in reality, the cost of
living., already high, must
have, by the cumulative effect
of the bazaar-manipulations,
developed an increase by 5
per cent. on a flat calculation.

We admit that, in the to-
tality, the Indian nation con-
gidered as a family loses
nothing by market alterations.
We doubt if the fortune made
by money-changers would
actually be liable to income-
tax. Nevertheless, the hand-
ling of the smallest coinis a
nuisance and we have the
complaint already that the
coins are becoming black and
unsightly. By way of relief,
one of the first steps to be
taken is to shorten the period
of co-existence between the
old tokens and the Naya Paisa
coins with which they are in
jostle. The period of three
years seems to be'too long,
and an effort should be made
to flood the country with the
new type of cain, calling back
all the old stuff except for
deals as in payment of re-
venue or the buying of postal
rate ought to be always in
favour of the public (deprived
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long ago of ithe poor man's
postcard) whenever split paisas
are involved. It is absurd
that 13 Naye Paise should be
charged for a letter instead of
12 as seen in ready reckoners,
On that subject of official pro-
fiteering through P. & T.
counters, we are bound to hear
more protests, Anyway, let
more coins be issued and the
old denominations recalled so
that the agony may be over
by the end of the year.

—Deccan Herald.

PRINTERS' TRADE

The All-India Printers’ con-
ference, which was opened in
New Delhi, by Sardar Swaran
Singh has brought into
prominence some of the in-
dustry’s problems. Two of
these seem to require early
attention. The Delhi con-
forence urged on the Govern-
ment to relax restrictions on
the import of printing machi-
nery so that presses could re-
plenish their equipment. The
existence of old and out-dated
machinery not only acts as a
drag on the industry butis al-
so calculated to affect adver-
sely the desirable standards of
guality. Itis significant that
Mr. Govardhan Kapur refer-
ved, in his presidential ad-
dress, to the indiscriminate
impor$ of second-hand
machines with the result that
the quality of production had
suffered. How far, therefors,
suitable replenishment of
equipment can be achie\.re.d
expeditiously both by judici-
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oils imports and indigenous
manufacture, wherever pos-
sible, requires urgent consi-
deration. Equally important
is the training and absorption
of the requisite types of tech-
nicians. The conference drew
attention to the shortage of
trained workers. Even though

the inadequacy of training
facilities in modern printing
technology has for long been
acknowledged in many States,
efforts to correct this deficien-
cy have been incredibly slow
and unsatisfactory. The Joshi
Committee of Bombay, for in-
stance, referred, as early as
1949, to a scheme prepared by
the Printing Panel for starting
a model school of printing. It
also recommended that suit-
able courses for students of
printing technology in out-
lying areas and small towns
should be provided at the lar-
ger and properly equipped
schools of printing which
should be started at appro-
priate centres. Yet, such an
ambition seems to remain
largely on paper.

~Bombay Chronicle.

CONGRESS LOOKS AT
ITSELF

It is not unusual for a po-
litical organisation to take a
look at itself, particularly
after a general election. More
than other parties in India,
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the Congress is given to fre-
quent  stock-taking. More

‘than others in the party, Mr.

Jawaharlal Nehru is given,
freely, to expressing himself
on loss of ground and tracing
them to weaknesses both in-
herent and acquired. He is
himself quite outspoken in
his criticisms but if they are
taken up in other quarters, he
is not above retorting that
there is nothing wrong with
the Congress but that ill-
intention or sensation-mon-
gering, generally on the part
of the Press, has magnified
certain local weaknesses or
defects. It is a natural re-
action, No one who is setting
about to put his house in or-
der, relishes the idea of the
passer-by chiming in with ad.
vice whieh may or may not be
relevant.  Political parties
are no exception to this
general rule, even if they re-
alise that those who sesk
public approbation musé not
only suffer public criticism in
patience but also see whether
it is relevant to their purpose
of regaining lost ground or
reinforcing their strength.
There is the long term and the
short term approach, the
overall and the local, the
question of election tactics or

strategy as against the funda-
mental approach,
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What one may call the
short term, local, tactical or
strategic approach derives
from a close-up estimate of
losses in each region. Such
estimates lead one to reme-
dies which deal with symp-
toms without going into root
causes. For example, it may
be quite correct to say that
some Congress candidates
failed because of lack of funds
and resources which were
available to the successful
candidate in the cunstituency
next door, or that, in certain
areas, the Congress candidate
was swept off in the strong
current of reaction to the re-
organisation of the state in
question, or yet again that
candidate and constituency
were ill-matched, or that the
candidate and his workers
were too complacent. All
such estimates may be good as
far as they go and it is possi-
ble that more money spent, a

“What is there that it want
some tosee!”
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different plan of state reorg-
anisation, more careful plac-
ing of candidates and refusal
to give way to complacency
may have, in each case, made
all the difference between
success and failure., Butitis
pertinent to consider whether
even use of party-cam-private
funds, the reaction to re-
organisation, the choice of
candidate, and complacen-
cy are not, in fact, related to
the loss of the seat as twin
effects deriving from a more
deep-seated cause. In look-
ing for the underlying causes
of the nature and extent of
the losses sustained by the
Congress, Mr. Nehru'’s an-
g.lysis is more helpful because
it goes straight to the root of
the matter.

The contrast between Mr.
Nehru's approach and the
approach of other Congress-
men who participated in the
recent party discussions is it-
splf a fundamental factor. Po-
l}cy-making and implementa-
tion at the State level, Mr.
Nehru is reported to have said,
had caused dissatisfaction.
He went on to say that the
administration especially at
the lower levels was not based
on constant contact with the
feelings of the people, or it
was based on incorrect under-
standing of their interests.
The remedy prescribed by
Mr. Nehru was ** effective co-
ord'inatien between the org-
anisational and governmental
wings of the party.”

— The Tribune,
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THE SAHARA WOMEN

THE wives of the nomads of
the Sahara Desert arve
among the least-known wo-
men in the world. Despite
modern means of transport
there are still immense re-
gions of the great Sahara that
are difficult of access, from
roads and tracks.

Many hundreds of miles
separate one group of dwel-
lings from another and yet,
according to the needs of each
season, there is a continual
coming and going between
them.

The nomadic and semi-no-
madic tribe of the Chambaa
are great connoisseurs of rid-
ing-camels ; their domain ex-
tends from the foot of the
Atkas Mountains to the
frontiers of Mauretania.

Hternal travellers, they
oross the desert in every dirve-
otion with their flocks of
sheep, goats, chickens, pige.
ons, degs, and camels.
Their tents of goats’ hair,
their blankets and cooking-
pots are allpiled onto the
backs of the precious camels.
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The women and children
follow, very often on foot,
writes Colette Martin in Lon..
don's Geographical Magazine.

It is difficult to say how .
many miles a woman of the
(Chambaa tribe travels in her
lifetime. I have certainly
never seen a fat women am-
ong them, and their diet is to
be recommended for preserv-
ing the figure : a handful of
dried dates, three glasses of
tea, cereals occasionally, and
meat only very rarely.

Life In Tent

It is difficult to understand
how human beings can live on
so little food without their
health being affected in some
way. The total lack of
hygiene makes the infant
mortality rate very high. In
this way Nature eliminates
those that are tos weak for
the hard life of a nomad.

The eyes suffer most of all,
due to a shortage of veget-
ables, as well as to the smoke
in their tents, and abave all
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to the powerful glare of the
African sun and its reflectien
on the sand.

Very often, out on the de-
gert tracks, I found mysclf
suddedly. on rounding a high
sand-dune, in the middle of
a nomad encampment. There
aad been nothing to betray its
presence ; no noise, no sing-
ing not a trace of it anywhere.

Putting on my brighteat
smile I would approach. As
always, the children were to
:he fore, crowding around
me, staring at the strangely
iressed woman with the blue
syes. T he sign-language
began.

T looked at and touched the
women’s clothes which are
mnostly dark and bordered with
:wo brilliantly coloured
itripes. They are nearly
vlways of European material,
ixcept for an over-garment
nade of wool and woven by
1and, a large piece of mate-
ial' that serves both as a
Jloak and a blanket for the

1ight.

Visitor Examined

The women use a charm‘-
ng gesture when draping it
iround themselves. Their
ewalry is usually of copper or
ften of silver, but gold
ewelry is too expensive for

hem.
With strands of wool of
triking colours they adorn

hemselves with a kind 'of
ecklace ornamented with
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big round pom-poms which
gave a very pleasing effect.
They also wear very large
ear-rings (I have seen them as
much as five inches in
diameter) hanging from each
ear and shining like the sun.
Sometimes the weight is taken
by a strand of wool over the
head.

We got to know each other.
I too was examined closely
and no detail of my equip-
ment escaped them. My nail-
varnish, being so brilliant,
was the thing that interested
them most.

My sandals were passed
from hand to hand, and the
women knew at once that I
had got them from the Toua-
regs. A finger immediately
explained to me, drawing with
light gestures in the sand,
that they were made frem
buffalo skin.

Universal Mathod

So here was a universal me-
thod of conversation ; draw-
ing. For hours we drew in
the sand and I learned many
things. Drawing from right
to left with the index finger
and the ring finger they toéd
me by signs all the details of
their simple existence.

Water is an enormous pro-
blem for them. Each drop is
indispensable. The rare wells,
where brackish water col-
lects, are the stopping.places
at which the nomads camp.

To give water to the camaels
is the work of the women.
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The wells are always very
deep, varying from forty-five
to as much ag nine hundred
feet, according to the locality.
They spend hours drawing up
the water by rope and bucket,
since to slake the thirst of
each camel takes 125 pints |

Not that the camel likes to
drink this much water: they
force him to drink it. They
make him lie down and force-
feed him with bucket after
of water necessary for his
existence.

In the Sahara the time of
day has no  importance.
Breakfast, dinner, and sup-
per are terms without mean-
ing. Time is measured by the
sun, and meals are taken acc-
ording to the possibilities that
present themselves,

Time For Meals

I had some sugar and tea in
my pocket. and entered their
Yent (zeriba). In no time at
all they lit a small fire, sacri-
ficing a hit of wood and some
dried roots pulled out of the

sand.

The blue enamel kettle
(" Made in England”) was
soon sending out jets of
steam. The sugar, highly
appreciated, was parsimoni-
ously distributed. They smil-
ed: we understand each
other. Today we shall not be
hungry, they seemed to say.

The tents of the nomads
are quickly erected. Soma
stakes are driven into the
ground, over which is placed
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a dark brown covering of
woven goat-hair, Sometimes,
if there is a palm-grove near
by. the women make a sort of
circular fore-court which is
surrounded by a hedge of
interlaced palm leaves.

This protects them a little
against the wind and sand
which, when it starts to blow,
willcover in a few seconds
everyone and everything in
the tent.

They set out the primitive
crockery on the sand and with
graceful movements embed
the glasses of hot tea in it;
there must be no risk of their
falling over. They sit in a
squatting position, very still,
while they eat. as any move-
ment covers tea, glasses, and
fire with sand. I cannotima-
gine our rowdy children in a
nomad’s tent. It would be
disastrous.

The Women Sing

I softly hummed a tune so
that the women would under-
stand that I should like to
hear them sing, and quickly
the tom-toms, always near at
hand, started to beat. Their
slow chants are rhythmical
with very little modulation.
Only their cheerful or dreamy
looks told me whether the
song was gay or sad,

The sharp report of a gun
suddenly made me start, then
two more shots, then a dozen.
What on earth was going on?
I looked at the women's faces.
They laughed and made me
understand that a marriage
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was about to take place. This
was a a piece of real luck.

We went out and walked as
quickly as we could over tne
difficult ground towards a
high dune which we rounded
to find another nomad en-
campment. T he gunshots
stopped and I was taken into
the tent.

I was assailed by a crowd
of women dressed in their
most beautiful clothes. They
had done themselves proud.
The gunshots, the tom-toms.
and the clapping of hands
began again.

The Bride

But where is the bride, I
wondered ? Completely en-
veloped in a large piece .of
white material, she was sit-
ting on the sand. I went up
to her and thought she could
gee me in spite of her thick
veil. I smiled at her and
took her hand, thinking that
though I could not see her
face I might be able to guess
_her age by the feel of it. The
arm and hand that came out
from beneath all her clothes
_were strongly dyed with
henna. It was not -a very
young hand.

I could see the edge of a
dress of an apple-green arti-
ficial satin, and then a foot
also dyed deep red. I thought
. I saw a very black eye burn-
ing behind her veil.

A young girl-friend of the
bride’s, with a Biblical face
like that of a Mary Magda-
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" lene, knew a little Hfrench

bacause she had spent a year
with the nuns, so I asked her
if the Chambaa women have
spocial dances to celebrate a
marriage. '* Of course,” she
gaid, ' and you shall soon see
them.'" This spectacle was to
take place outside as it need-
ed room, and the men had per-
mission to take part.

Ecstasy (3f Dance

First of all they did what is
called the '* Dance of the
Hair.”” There was no music,
except for the tom-toms.
With heads uncovered, their
long hair flowing in the wind,
five women advanced on their
knees with eyes closed. Only
the head moved in this
strange sacred dance. It was
a slow, stiff, circular move-
ment. Their heads swayed
from back to front, then from
gide to side, then forward,
turning all the time, making
their long hair fly outin all
directions.

At agiven moment a spect-
ator approached one of the
dancers and poured the con-
tents of a small bottle of scent
on to her head. It was an
offer of marriage. I am sure
she did not know what had
happened, caught in the
ecstasy of the strange dance.

It was not long before she
fell fainting on to the sand
and was carried feet first into
the tent, to be replaced in the
dance by another woman.
Finally, all the dancers fell a8
if wounded, to the ground.
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A little water was sprinkled
on their faces and they got up
dzgzﬂy, replacing their heavy
vells' and returning, as if
nothing had happened, to the
bride.

How their hearts must have
pounded! I was distressed to
see their fatigue, but the
young woman who knew s
Erench said that in an ho?f?z
time they would be ready to
start again. The marriage
celebrations would last six

days, and it would not
be tired yot, ov do to

~ The men danced al

; ced also,
without doing themselvesb:::
much damage as the women
They did warrior dances, a:
sort of stamping accompanied
by gunshots.

Beautiful Night

Darkness came quick!
The sky ranged tht(al who{e.
spectrum from yellow to vio-
let, cut through with enor-
momus stripes of light green.

I slowly guided myself ac-
ross the dunes, retracing my
tracks in the sand.

What a beautiful night it
was! Icould no longer hear
the gunshots from the marria-
ge feast. How vast the world
is, I thought. I sat down to
admire the immense celestial
dome above. What stars!

There was the Great Bear,
the Pléugh; and there, less
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britliant than the rest, the
Pole Star. Stretching out an
arm and squinting my eye I
measpred the direction along
the tip of my thumb. Down
there I would find Switzer-
land, my overpeopled country,
where my friends are T was
a long way away....

Like the nomad women I
scraped a hole in the sand,
unrolled my coarse warm
hooded cloak, and went +to
sleep as they do. Tomorrow
is another day. 1 thought,
and the suu will wake me up.

DOCTOR: “The cheque you

gave me was returned. How is
that 7’

PATIENT: *“ The headache you

cured has also returned, How
is that ?**
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PIN-UP GIRLS HAVE IT TOUGH!

SAILORS dream of her,

goldiers whistle at .her
picture, airmen take her like-
sless aloft. Who? Why, the
current ‘Miss Pin-up”’ of
course —the girl whose shape-
ly form is splashed over all
the papers—for a while.

There's the rub. Because
with most of the lovelies you
see clad in scanty suits and
- beaming smiles, their spell of
glory is brief. Scores of pretty
starlets in British film studios
have figures and faces allur-
ing enough to earn them a
film contract and plenty o’t
publicity—but  that doesn’t
mean you'll see much of them
on the screen, writes John
K. Newnham in “Glamour.”

Maybe you're film-struck—
long for lovely clothes to
wear, all the glamour and
excitement of being seen at
first nights, and seeing your
photo in every paper you
open?
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Believe me, more oftenthan
not you'd be heading for
heartbreak. You stand more
chance of film suecess if
you've a face like a peke. an.d
a figure like a table leg...if
you can act.

Faded Away

T've made many friends
among these glamour .gir.ls.
1f they’'re still my friends,
that is! 1 have had the job of
boosting a lot of them. T?le
press cuttings have rolled_ in.
Then the girls have quietly
faded away, only to be ;epla-
ced by others with similar
figures, similar photographic
attractions.

One name stands out. Of
all the erstwhile starlets.
Diana Dors has beaten the
pin-up bogy. It very nearly
beat her, though. Lset's face
it—and Diana herself did——.no
one thought she had anything
except a voluptuous figure.
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She looked stunning in bor.
rowed furs and costly clothes,
provided by the studio for
one night appearances only.
No one cared that she was so
broke that she couldn’t pay
the rent. ’

Fought Back

No girl was more widely
photographed. Yonu couldn’t
get away from her e, figure
leapt out at yon from nearly
all the magazines You saw.

But when Diana pleaded:
G}ye me some real acting to
do,. the movie people just
smllefi politely, and Jet her go
on being an adorrment on the
screen and a publicity pin-up.

e

In the end, bercontract was
dropped. The ¢ynics said she
was through, and so she might
have been if she hadn’t poss-
essed a tremendous amount
of courage. She fought hack.
She went on the stage and
flopped. But she still went
on fighting back reformed her
act and tried again, this time
with greater success.

She got into a West End
show, and surprised critics
agreed that she showed signs
of talent. She was televised.
She 'st';i!l went after all the
publicity she could get, but
she also went on learning her

job.

. She won parts, purely as a
‘reelance, several films and
>ut up performances of a
itandard no one ever expected
1er to give. Almost reluctant.
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ly, film producers and direc.
tors came to admit that she
had more than glamour. She
had personality, and she could
act.

Her moment of triumph
came when the Rank Organi-
sation, which had dropped her
contract ouly a few years be-
fore, asked her to sign up
again. She parried-—and then
did sign, on her own terms.
Big-time starring terms !

Shining Hope

Diana Dors is the shining
hope of all the pin-ups. She
has shown that it is possible
to be glamovous and to be-
come a star, just as Marilyn
Monroe and scores of others
have done in Hollywood, but
so few have achieved in
England.

The latest girl with the bat-
tle on her hands is Bhirley -
Eaton, who shot into the
news in a bhig way when it
was announced that Sir Ale.
xander Korda had given her
a £40,000 contract.

And Shirley is only eigh-
teen. When she signed her
coatract she had to her credit
a quickly.earned reputation
orn television, sound radio, in
pantomime and a handful of
smallish film parts.

The photographers soon de-
scended on her. She was
young and attractive, with a
curvaceous figure. Just what

was wanted in the glamour
stakes.
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I watched one of her pic-
ture sessions. ‘‘Plenty of leg,
Shirley.” the photographer
requested, and Shirley gave
him a long look.

) “Must you?’ she asked.
‘T don’t want to be a pin-up.
I'm not that type.”

He grinned.

“You are, you know,” he
assured her. And we've got
to give our reade:s what they
want. So let’s sce your legs,
honey!"”

Shirley was obedient. She
didn’t like it, but she knew it
was part of her job. At this
stage of her career, she was
not in a position to argue.
She was in the process of be-
ing built up, and where a
pretty girl is concerned, pin-
up pictures are part of that
process,

Too Much Glamour

“I know jolly well,”” she
told me, “‘that I've got to
prove myself as an actress be-
fore I can get away from ‘this
sort of publicity. But it's an
ironical bussiness, isn’t it?
The more glamour-girl publi-
city I get, the more difficult it
is to pérsuade people that I
can be a dramatic actress,”

Since then, she has had a
good part with Max Bygraves
in his first major starring
film, Charley Moon (Max chose
her for the part after she had
appeared at the London Pal-
ladium with him in Mother
Goose).

78

She has also talked her way
into a very dramatic part in a
television play, The Dance
Dress.  The play itself was
not well received, but it did
show that she had real possi-
blities as an actress.

Moira Lister is another star
who had too much glamour....
Studios relied on that alone,
not giving her a chance to act
—it wasn't until the theatre
gave her the opportunity to
prove herself to be an actress
on the stage that the film
people woke up. In herlatest
picture, The Deep Blue Sea,
she’'ll surprise you!

Big Hit

The same tking happened
to Googie Withers in her
early days. Film directors
wore interested in her provo-
cative figure and her sex-ap-
peal, and Googie couldn’t get
away from sultry roles and
comedy parts. Then, in cne
part, there was just a five-
minute sequence which gave
her the chance to be dramatic.
Googie put all she’d got into
it. ‘“Afterwards,” she told
me. “the director Michael
Powell, promised me: One
day, you'll be able to play a
big dramatic part, and I'll
direct you'.”

That was enough for Goo-
gie. First thing she did was
to tell her studio she'd had
enough of being a phoney
blonde, and she allowed her
hair to revert to its own na-
tural shade. From now on she
was determined to succeed on
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her merits as an actress, She
got the script of One of OQur
Aircraft is Missing to read.

‘“ Think you can do it ?"" as-
ked Powell, and at herinstant
‘“yes” he nodded. ‘‘So do I—
but we're the only two people
who do I’ ,

The scoptics were wrong,
Googie made a big hitin the
picture, and she has heen re.
cognised as a dramrtic actress
since then—and, of course,
still a glamorous one as well,

HERE & THERE

Melody queen Noor Jehan
is working hard on ‘‘Parde-
san.” Aslam Parvez plays the
leading role opposite her.

Hazeen Qadri, who has
written the story and the
dialogues, is directing the
picture. Akhtar Hussain is to
write the music.

* #

A. V.M. Productions are now
speeding up their plans to
launch their latest 1iindi film,
an adaptation of the Tamil
“Kula Deivam,”

Directors Krishnan and
Panchu, who have been assig-
ned to divect this picture,
have arrived in Bombay.

It is likely that Ashok
Kumar, KXishore Kumar,
Shyama, Anwar Hussain and
Durga Khote will be in the
cast.

ok * %

Basant pictures’ Geva color

“film ““Hatim Tai” will soon

be released in Viet Nam.
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Based on the seven adven:
tures of the legendary Hatim
Tai, the film had a successful
run all over Asia and Africa.

* * *

A picturesque village on the
banks of the Padma river will
form the background of direc-
tor Satyajit Ray's pnew film
“Jalshaghar.”

This almost unknown Ben.
gali village provides a made-
to-order background for the °
story. :

It has the same huge pala-
ce, now gradually crumbling,
bearing the lost glory of a
decadent feudal culture as
described in the story.

Ray and his unit leave for
the location site soon.

#® * *

Three more Punjabi pic-
tures are in the making in
Lahore. ‘“Pulkan” is fast pro-
gressing under the direction
of Amin Malik at the Shah-
noor Studios, replete with
laugh-loeded sequences.

Comedian Zarif plays an
important role. Mussarat
Nazir, Aslam Parvez and
Ilyas Kashmiri are among the
other members of the cast.

“Hullarey,” now under
production, stars Mussarat"
Nazir and Sudhir. Yasmin.
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Ilyas Kashmiri, Nazar, Nadi-
ra and M. Ismail are in the
supporting cast.

“Mullah Do Piyaza™ is the
third, and is expected to go
on the floors soon.

" RAGAINI “

Director Rakhan begins a
new phase in the ‘slicoting’
of Ashok Pictures’ ‘‘Ragini”
when Padmini, the talented
south Indian actress arrives
in Bombay to take up her as-
signment in the film in which
she is featured opposite
Ashok Kumar. A tenday
programme has been drawn

up and will Iegin in Bombay.

During this period, a number
of important scenes and one
dance number will go into the
cans. Apart from Ashok
Kumar and Padmini, Kishore
Kumar, Amir Banoo, Sunder
and others will also be work-
ing on these sets. Also featu-
red in ‘‘Ragini" are Jabeen
Jalil in the title role. Nasir
Hussain, Achala Sachdev.
TLeola Vinod. Jamal and
Iftekar. The story of
Ragini is written by direc-.
tor Rakhan himself and he
has the further responsibillty;
of writing the dialogue, Thej
musical score will be by O.P.;
Nayyar. Six songs have al-
ready been recorded. ’
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