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SMALL SAVINGS SCHEME

NG the Small Savings Scheme, Mr.
IN[\A/USF}UI}EQS—.FI)]numachari, Deputy Chairman of the
Plann‘ing.Commission obscrved in Madras that the States
should take the initiative and furnish the motxve-p(t)ix]vqr
for the Scheme, besides regarding the movement as eut'
own for balancing their deficit budgets and emerging ou
of their financial difficultics.

The Government of India has already salcsi t}ilat two
thirds of the proceeds of the Small Savings Sc ctmef(l)r;
the States would be given to the State Go;‘/ernmeﬁl f o
their own Schemes. 1t is essential, thercfore, tha te
States should organise this movement Con a Perrr(lianlsp .
broadbased structure for the success oi the SLco}? 1ve
Year Plan and fuiure Plans in 'the country. dT .?re are
about 100 million families in tae country, and 1 Hevgré/
family contributed Rs. 15/- a year, the amount collecte
would be considerable.

uld the States respond to the patriotic call of
the I\’Y:nﬂ&g Commission ? Would the citizens of India
with traditional love for family way of life ensure that
every family did what it could for the Plan ?

swers to these questions depend on the State
and Bg?oinGovernments regarding themselves as mem-
wbers of the family of people and not as Members of %hls
Party in Power or that Group in Opposition. The
Reorganisation of the States on the basis of Language
or some other Administrative Formula has already led
to the relaxation of family ties of political parties, and
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disassociation of the family ties of the States. But these

changes in boundaries was an effort to produce some-
thing new from the old.

Since all Economy finds its level on National, State.
and Linguistic levels and what reorganises too is econo
my, the family of the pecople noticed a ncw orientation
of unity in diversity. A new family of States has emerg-
ed in modern India.

As economy represents also the life of the family,
the urge for savings indicated that the more centralised
the economy in the people, the better for organising on

a permanent basis the economics of the State and Union
Budgets.

Moreover, the Planning Commission has envisaged
an increase in the agricultural production and the people

in the rural areas are called upon to utilise the National’

Extension Movement as an Agency for their savings
scheme.

But there are members even in the family of the
people who expect that the leaders and representatives
should set an example. The President of India and the
Members of Lok Sabha and the State Assemblies have
now volunteered to cut their salaries and help this cause
with such small token of kinship with the people. There
is also an austerity drive in national and public expen
diture at home and abroad and it is now essential tg
organise units of Small Savings Scheme in government

offices, big private offices, banks and private industrial
undertakings.

The movement is bound to gather momentum as it
reaches the cultural and traditional institutions of
India. The secular State of the Republic of India has
a good and clean record of administration for uphold-
ing the sanctity of family life, introducing Prohibition
to save families from ruin, and protecting the citizend
in their pursuit of their own Religion or Culture. There
can be no doubt at all that the Small Savings Scheme
represents the nervous system of national economy.
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UNIVERSITY EDUCATION IN INDIA

By K. PARTHASARATHY

HILE the term ‘‘univer-
gity ** may strike as
modern one in India, its
meaning and message has
been familiar to us for ages
past. The earliest records of
[ndia, reveal that students
with strange enthusiasm and
in surprising numbers gather-
ed round famous teachers, in
various parts of the country.
Madura, now, a fine metro-
polis in the south, was the
hub of ‘Tamil scholarship’
during the ‘Sangam period’
which dates back to about
2000 B.C. and which is histo-
rically famous ° as the gold-
en era of Tamil literature.”
Takshasila, the capital of
Gnandhara in North-West
India, thse mnative land of
Panini, the renowned gram-
marian, attracted fine young
men from all quarters of
India in the fourth century
B.C. The famous seats of
learning belonging to Nalanda
Vikramasiia, Dharanikota,
Kasi and Navadvipa, were
great cultural and educational
centres, to which flocked not
only crowds of Indians but
many eager students from dis-
tant parts of eastern Asia.
Those who carved deep out
of the solid rock ““Cells for
themselves and temples for
their Gods,” No wonder, also
raised great seats of learning
for the knew “‘itis not mere
walls but men who make a
city andis not so much of
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physical geography, as intel-
lectual community, that
moulds a nation.”

Any one who has studied
and meditated on the ancient
clagsics of India, will testify
to their uvpeculiar greatness,
their power to yield new
meanings and their inexhaus-
tible value as a criterion of
presenting enduring and per-
fect ideas of Peace, Whence
this power and vitality?
Critical analysis of the ques-
tion at hand, would reveal,
one glaring fact and is this.
The whole of modern educa-
tion revolves around the
famous central doctrine
“Mens agitat Molem’ i.e.
“Mind moves the body.” But
ancicnt institutions, in India,
went a step further and ques-
tioned which moved the mind
and they found an infinite,
inexhaustible and all perceiv-
ing ‘‘spirit’” moved the ‘mind.’
They were relieved from the
burden of inert ideas and
petrified illusions. Conse-
quently their ideal of learning
““Sa Vidya ya vimuktaye,”
That is knowledge which
liberates man from the gross
and bondage."”

Coming to the modern ap-
proach of a university, cer-
tain basic facts as to its origin
and growth are of great
interest. The term ‘universi-
tas' literally meaning an esso-
ciation or company' often
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applicable to ‘municipal cor.
porations’ was also applied
in the thirteenth century in
Europe to institutions of learn-
ing known as “‘Studium
generale’”” where students
from “‘all parts were admitted
for "‘different subjects.”” This
was done for the sake of
seeking protection under one
organization and also for
seeking grants by King,
Emperor or Pope, which they
did by way of charters. "Thus
originally’’ according  to
Newman ‘‘a universitas was
an association in the world of
learning which corresponded
to a guild in the world of
commerce.” The rise of the
universities is the most nota-
ble phenomenon of the middle
ages.

With the march of tims
certain changes in the mean-
ing and function took place
with regard to the ‘‘Univer-
sity also.” In a perfectly
modern sense it has become
an institution, ‘'whose power
of granting degrees is reco-
gnised by the state,” Further
it has come to stay as an
institution, which offers
various subjects of study for
students hailing from various
quarters of the world, through
a collegiate system affiliated
to it.

The growth of University
education in India in its
modern aspect has been both
historic and romantic. With
the advent of British rule in
India, the ground for western
education was prepared. It
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was a hundred years ago that
Macaulay produced his famous
‘Minute.” [n pursuance of
that document, on March 7,
1835, Lord Williamn Bentinck,
the then Governor-General]
issued the historie resolution
in which it was laid down
that “‘the great object of the
British ‘Government’” ought
to be the piromotion of Euro-
pean literature and science
among the Natives of India.”
The ¥ast India Company set
apart a lakh of rupees for the
education of the people of
India. Their immediate task
was to ftrain clerks for the
routine work ol the ‘bureau-
cratric administration,
along with innumerable poli-
tical and social changes in
India. University education
has come to stay to represent
three conspicuous facts
namely the ‘scientific spiris,’
the ‘democratic method’ and
the ‘cultural ideal.” It has
algo produced men who have
stamped infinitely on the

thought and life of the coun-y

try, There are many Uni-
versgities, in the country
today, much devoted to the
teaching of ‘liberal arts’ and
‘pure sciences’ and great
‘academic personalities’ think,
the liberal arts aund pure
sciences, must complete, cor-
rect and halance each other,
so as to achieve a - betfer
phase of University education
in India.

As a society of thinkers
the I_Iniversity is the home
of liberty, It has the res-

ponsibility to ‘develop the
INDIA MAGAZINE

“

higher mind of the country,
its conscience and its ideals.’
It is the task of the Univer-
sity to shape the thought and
temper of the age towards
peace and progress. " For
lack of vision, individuals as
well Nations have perished.”
Universities must endeavour
“to produce men of vision,
by skillfully blending the
academic pursuit and cultural
quest in man.”

If true University educa.-
tion were to exist, equal op-
portunity for study should be
given to all, Besides sub-
stantial state aid to the poor
should be offered. Real in-
tellectual merit should be re-
cognised and honoured, by
Universities immaterial of ac-
ademic procedure and disci-
pline. Above all the piohlem
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of employment should not
hang, over the educated.

Their educationshould bear
fruits to society. In short,
with their learning and train-
ing, they must be fitted into
suciety, to serve society and
to serve themselves with con-
fidence and dignity. To a
gertain extent the state is res-
ponsible for accomodating the
‘educated’ into Society. And
equally the University ‘an
autonomous body’ to a cer-
tain extent is responsible for
raising true democratic lea-
ders, who could steer the state
with vision. A discriminate
and persistent policy of pro-
moting the merits and elimi-
nation of demerits would
bring the ‘‘University edu-

cation aspect” in India, fo
cloxer perfertion.

INTEREST
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THERE yvet lies a broken

Udankhatola in my de-
corated drawing room, secure
in its place in a cornor of
‘my table. Whenever I see it,
an old memory flashes into
my mind a reminiscence—
which causes two, white round
drops trickle dow.. my cheeks
to be lost in the carpet below,
as slowly as the moon glides
from behind the denae clouds.
Then I stand spell bound,
and grave as a senseless
statue of stone, my handsin
pocket and eyes
fixed on the
horizon f a r-
away.

To-day there is isolation
and solitude in the decorated
room. I find it in the evening
just the same as I leave it in
the morning but those old
daye are gone. These new
days, new because of those
conditions of the room. which
I can remembsr. Then
the room would seem as it
had been changing all the
day, and the things also
seem to have been animated
and fought a battle; for all
would be found scattered and
removed from their original
places—just like the exhibi-
tion which I had concluded
and then I would have to

»
?

TILAK RA} BHATIA

1

think over and find the little
guy who created all this
confusion.

This little chayp would
create every new trick fo
tease his mummy all the day
and when he saw me he was
doubly  encouraged in his
mischief. Then 1 would sit
on the sofa and accost him
slowly *‘ Praveen.”

“UUNCLE’ he would say and
run towards me with his

By hands wide open
and the next

moment he wo-
) uld laugh cling-
ing to my neck, relating all
the_wondexs he had done and
trying to take out the shining
cap of my pen some times.
Then he would slip his hand
into my pocket in scarch of
some chocolates or biscuits
and would make me forget all
my fatigue, pain and worries
of the day. I would forget
all the miseries and become
free like a soaring bird into
the air above, How intense
was my. love towards that
small child who had found his
place in the heart of my
he':.ut. His cristal clear heart,
void of all miseries and
worries of the world, above
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the matters of earning and
spending, had neither nor
lust, illwill towards anyone.
He had not to seek orrepent
over what he bad dome. He
was a haven for me the light
house of the beat of my life
in this datk and inaccessible
ocean of the world, where
there is fear of storms, of law
and society, and wild roaming
life of the jungle. To-day
that light has gone out, and
my hoat is wandering about
in the dreadfull ccean. The
land is out of sight aud 1
yearn for him my guide,
my haven and my base and
love ......

PRAVEEN was the only child

of my cousin, e came here
with his parents. My cousin
was to stay here for about
one year engrossed in some
office work and so he had
brought with him his twe
companions. Hardly it took
him a couple of days to be-
come intimate with me and
it seomed as if he and I were
always together. I was having
my holidays then and so all
the day I would be chatting
with him and seeing his inno-
cent face and tricks, My
Bhabi would some times be so
much irritated with his,—hue
and cry and tmischievious
chattering that she would
chase him to beat with cane
but I was there to defend him
from momeuntary fury. The
next moment he would
atill be making face and
smiling in such a way
that Bhabi’s anger vanished
and she would soon laugh.
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Oh! thus even the walls of
the house seemed to laugh
and all the atmosphere was
gay and happy.

AND whenever I would intend

to go out he would be seen
ready before me in the side
scat in the car. Whenever I
see him he would put such
expiession on his face that
compelled me to take him
along with mie or perhaps 1
myself sometimes, be wish-
ing to take him. Tor such
occariotis  he had kept a
dictionary of questions in his
mind. DBefore the answer, he
had another question. He was
always anxious to know the
names of various parts of the
car. Aud it was interesting
for me to see him explaining
these to his friends and thus
¢laiming superiority over
them all.

He would ask for many
toys and sweets on the way
pursuading me to buy them,
Icecrean; was his favourite
and so when my car would
stop near T Kwality” I
would look towards hinm and
find him smiliing sagaciouly
-—ves, [ knew what it meant
and he expects a presure on
the brakes. He would hold
my hand and blurt out—""Ye
good unecle,” In such a
moment I feel puffed up with
joy and wished to print a kiss
on his face, but I would only
press hard his hand and the
next moment we were seom
tasting icecream. On such
occasion he would sayvin a
different tone’  ‘‘Uncle ye
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didn't bring my Udan
Khatola ye sir, when I will
have it 2"’

“OHyes, I am very sorry, To-

marrow I'll surely bring
youone. And to distract his
attention I would say ”* The
cream is good, Is n't it? ‘'No
dear, vou always say that"
and would pull a long face
““Well, if T don’t bring Udan
Khatola tomorrow, you need
no excuse me —'' I would
say seriously.

“No d-ar uncle, you see,
{he would taugh) I cannot
punish such a big uncle ha, ha,
I am a little chap.”

His childish joke would be
heard by those around and
point towavds me.

Thus daye and weeks rotled
on adding more to our love
and friendship. And the
day came when cousin had to
leave me and so he and Bhabi
were busy arranging their
luggage but Praveen was
indifferent: to =21l this. He
was busy playing with me.
His Udan Khatola was yet
due. Inthe course of chatt.
ing he asked™ TUncle, you
will also go with us?” ‘““No
dear, I have to stay here,”

HE seemed to grow anxious:
“ you have not cared brining
my—". And the next mo.
moent he changed his tone
saying, * No, my good uncle
I will never ba cross with
you, now dear, I will go.”
But how could I explain to
that innocent chap thatit was
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not the nature of the world to
allow a prolonged joy of two
hearts, that this seperation
was unbearable. Pravaeen
didn’t want to leave me.

The moment of departure
arrived. Those big eyes on a
small face were filled with
hot stream of tears flowing
i:to my already burning
heart, He was gone—my love
my joy—not his memory per-
haps. Alas; I had not
brought his Udankhatola and
I said to mysel{ ‘This depax-
ture of love you deserved.”

The wheel of time rolled on.
The long years were over.
And that day I was on the
earth when the news came
that Praveen had sought
admission in the Doon Schaql.
Now he was expected soen
with my cousin inhis car. I
opened out my purse, count-
ed money, opeued the box
and took some more to bring
the best Udankhatola for my
Praveen. Next moment I
was in my car, When I came
back with the Khatola I was
in alr imagining the scene of
his airival. " Praveen will
see it and know how much I
cared for him. He will come
with hands wide open” rush.
ing wildly towards me. I was
lost in the ocean of imagina-
tions.

l.WALKED Oor ran in my draw-
ing room I can’t say. But if
s0me one had seen my con-
dition that time the laws of
h_ealth would have compelled
him to arrange for my going
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- of an aeroplane disturb.

to Bareilly. Suddenly T took
up the Khatola, wound it apd
let it fly-up and slowly cir-
cling above, it began to land.
1 was seeing it with a fixed
gaze, as attentively as Gall_leo
would have been observing
the moving lantern in the
church. T supposed as it
Praveen himself was piloting
it down to mie. ‘° Hishshs-
hshs —*“ it cracked against the
wall and tumbled down with
its wings broken. Simulta-
neously the telephone rang up.
My senses seemed to give
way. I felt giddy and it
geemed to me as if earth does
net move round the sun but
round me.

With trembling hands 1
picked up the receiver. “Some
one was murmuring, Pra-
veen is injured seriously in
car accident. Doctors say it
is very serious. Are you
coming ?"' I had became life.
less—don’t remember whether
I said yes or kept back the
receiver. 1 wonder how my
legs carried me to the
garage, 1 was shouting
for the driver to get me
the key.

WHEN I entered the Hos.

pital, Praveen’s bed was
surrounded with Doctors
and Nurses. Their facqs
were flushed, and their
brows were knit, and
above I heard the drone

ing that pin drop silence,
Perhaps it was the one
in which Praveen was
waiting upto now to go.
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Oh no he can’t go leaving me
back, he promissed, we shall
fly to gether in Udan Kha-
tola, to stop him I shouted

‘e Praveen——l}‘?,l—
M.L eyes were drawn towards
me as I ran to Praveen,
He was lying there all band-
aged, to me it seemed all
moments of carth had become
still. My heart collapsed to
see him unconscious. ©Oh,
God! Why don’t you bring
the moment of annihilation
of the earth. Is the earth
still intersting for you? Oh!
you are man-minus.-heart.
Where are these blue twink.
ling big eyes and thosecheeks
like dawn of the day. Oh,
Almighty ! Return to me
my beloved.

Praveen's face was as pale
as death, his eyes fixed ar}d
sunk deep. I murmured in
his ears,  Praveen dear, 1
have come Are you not the
same Praveen that punishea

Al
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uncle, his good uncle ; speak
my love, speak——look to-
wards me dear.” Doctors
thought I had gone mad. But
it was not I talking to Pra-
veen, it was the voice of my
heart comnunicating to the
heart of Praveen, and I was
sure Praveen will feel my
heart, Yes, oh! yes, his lips
were moving, ""Ah-Uncle you
have come-—my Udankhatola
you have brought, good my
dear Uncle —" and the breath

that had gone out was the
last.

DocTors said, "I am sorry
dear, Praveen will no more
ask for Udankhatola” My
play mate was gone, my toy
was broken. Praveen had
gone in the Khatola alone,
leaving behind his poor uncle.
telling him no more his love
for it does not belong to the
nature of this world.

That flower—it faded before
it bloomed-—the twig in the
lap it was rocking, shook off
before time. To the Gardner
it means nothing—it means
more to one who knows the
flower. And even to day
when I behold that broken
Khatola my  heart seems to
pump love of Praveen into my
nerves. F¥For the moment I
feel two soft hands cling
round my neck and the diaph-
ragm of my ear begins fo
vibrate— “‘Uncle.”” My eyes
try to diy off my heart by
shedding out tears, the carpst
below gets wet and dries off

but not my heart. *%
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BURNI

MRS‘ BELLAMY'S hateful
countenance stared up
at David from his plate.

‘““ Eat your supper, David.”
His mother's voice reached
down the table to him.

But he could still hear old
Mrs. Bellamy saying that his
father and mother hadn’t
wanted him.

“ Don’t you feel well, dar-
ling?' His mother’s voice
was anxious ROw.

He turned his head and look-
ed at her. The light from the
candles flickered on her face
and made her hair look less
gray than it really was.

“I'm all right.” KHe was
trying his hardest not to cry.
“I'm not hungry.”

He stole a lock at his father
at the other end of the table.
His father’s elbows rested on
the arms of his chair, his long
thin body hunched forward a
littla as he peered over the
top of his glasses.

‘“ Kat your supper, boy.”

David picked up his fork
and put some potatoes in his
mouth. They tasted like dry
cotton, and he slumped
against the table edge. Mus.
Bellamy’s words kept going
around in his head.
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\'¢ DOUBT

He could feel his brother
Bob leoking at him from ae-
ross the table. Bob was 17
and a senior in high school.
Then there was Jean on his
left, 19, and engaged to be
married.

Two other sisters, Betty
and Alice, already were mar-
ried and living away from
home. David was six.

His mother rvose to her
feet and came around the
table to him. She put the
back of her hand against
his face. '* He mustn’'t
feel tao well,” she maid to
his father.

David pressed his lips to-
gether to keep them from
trembling. ‘‘I'm just not
hungry,” he insisted.

‘“* Suppose we go upstairs,”
she said.

DAvID slid obediently from

his chair, and his mother
put her arm across his shoul-
ders and drew him from the
room. She made him lie down
while she took his temper-
ature.

She sat on the bed beside
him, and in a minute she took
the thermometer from his
mouth, Frowning little, she
laid it on the table beside the
bed.
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‘* Ninety-eight,” she said.
“ Does it hurt here ?”’

He shook his head.

“Here 9"’ she touched his
threat.

Again he shook his head.

“ Where does it hurt, dar-
ling ?”

He didn’t answer.

She leaned across him, one
elbow on the bed. Her other
hand brushed his hair back
from his forehead.

““The trouble must be up
here. What is it. David ?
What's wrung ?"”’

David pressed his lips to-
gether firmly.

‘“ Tell me, David,” His
mother’s voice grew chid-
ing, ” You and I never
keep secrets fiom each
other, do we ?”

He shook his head.

““Then please tell me. What
is it ?”

HE stared at the little silver

necklace dangling from his
mother's neck. The light shaone
on it, waving and sparkling,
as though he were looking at
it through a glass of water.

“ Mummy, didn’t you
want me to be born?”’
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The words slipped out be.
fore he could <top them.

His mother’s hand stopped
stroking his head. A funny
look crossed her face. And
then shesaid. * Why, David,
what do you mean ?"* He con-
tinued to stare at the neck-
lace. He could hardly see it
or his mother now.

‘““What do you mean.
David ?"' she asked.

It all poured out then, in a
rush of words. How he had
been coming home from school
that afternoon and had met
Mrs. Bellamy and another
lady on the street.

How he had heard Mrs,

Bellamy talking to the
lady after he had passed
them. How Mrs. Bellamy had
said :

‘“ That Bob Baker’'s little
brother. There's 11 years'
difference in their ages. I
don't think he was expected.”

His mother was silent so
long when he had finished that
fear rose into his throat in a
hard dry lump.

" Didn't you and daddy
want God to send me fo
you ?” he cried.

The funny look vanished
from his mother’s face. She
bent and pressed her cheek
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against his. Hevr arms went
around him and held kim
tight.

“ Oh. darling,” she whis-
pered. " Darling, what do
you think ?”

He began to cry quietly.

‘“ What do you think,
David ?”" Her tone was
insistent. “* Think back
and think carefully.
David was there ever any
reason for your doubt-
ing 77

HE lay still, staring at the

ceiling over his mother’s
head. He let his mind go
back into the past, as she had
said, and curiously a long
parade of pleasant memories
began to take from before his
eyes.

“ Was there, David ?”

His gaze searched the ceil-

- ing carafully, then dropped to

his mother's shoulder. ‘‘No.”
He spoke in a whisper, an
all at once he knew it was
so. There wasn’t any reason
for his having doubted.

His mother drew back and
looked at him., Her face was
so close to his that he cowld
see the stars shining in her
eyes.

“ After Bob was born, dad-
dy and I begged God to bring
us another little beoy, David,
but he didn't right away. 1
suppese He was bringing ba-
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bies to other fathers and
mothers.

“Then when we'd al-
most given up hope. He
brought us you. It was
the most wonderful, the
happiest moment in our
lives, David darling.”

A warm glow spread
through David’s body. His
mother’s words had served to
confrm his own decision.
And in knowing, in having
discovered the truth for him-
self, he felt a strange new
strength grow in him.

It was more like a resolve
that the next time, no matter
what it was, he would have
better faith, one that all the
mean, old Mrs, Bellamys' in
the world couldn’t shake.

His mother smiled and,
holding him tight in her arms
again, kissed him. When she
let him go, hie sat up and stid
his legs over the side of the
bed.

His toes rubbed the soft

carpet He didn’t hate Mrs.
Bellamy and longer. He
didn’t hate anything or any-
body. He looked up at his
mother and grinned.

“I’'m hungry,”’ he said.
—X. 8, FOX

i The illustrations on pages 42
I and 43 are 10 face one another |

as in pages 43 and 42. The |
j error is regretted. tt



MEW BEAUTY & DID YOU KNOW ?

TREATMENT FOR
DARK COMPLEXION,

)

Revolutionary new miracle beauty.

bleach makes you fairer in four

weeks. 'Florozone' is not just a face,

cream, it is a wonder combination
of Ozone and Ammonoxin for eradie
cating pimples, freckles, black-heads
and other defects, while it whitens
your skin by several shades. Start on
this proven beauty treatment today.
rozone’Lotion Rs. 4-4-0 a botile,
orozone’ Concentrated Cygeam (for
acute cases) Rs. 5-8-0 a jar, from
your chemist or direct from Hygienic
Research Institute, P.O. Box 1192,
Bombay 1 ’ i

DISTRIBUTORS :
R. L. GOWDER & CO.
59, Bunder St. MADRAS-I1.
STOCKISTS :
APPAH & CO., MADRAS-1,
Wilfred Pereira Ltd.,, Madras.
Jacson Medical Supplies, Kottayam

16

. where traitors have been con-

DID you know? That, al.
though vou probably think
of the Tower of London as a
fortress, an armoury, a prison,

fined and spies shot, from the

- days of William the Conqueror

to the time of Charles II, the
tower was occupied as a palace,

' from which the Sovereigns, at

their Coronations, went in state

_ through the City to Westminster.

King Charles II, was the last
King to ride forth from the
Tower to be crowned, and in the
reign of William and Mary the

" domestic apartments of the an-

cient palace within the Tower
were demolished.
K B3

Did you know.? That, over
two hundred years ago-in 1735-
a young self-taught carpenter in.
vented a time machine. It was
the most perfect instrument of
its kind then known to the world

~of science. A lecture was given,
, not very long ago, in the famous

Draper’s Hall, in London, in

honour of the inventor, and in "~

' the hall was the instrument he

had made so many years ago.

The youthful inventor was
John Harrison, the ‘* man who
improved on the clock,” and the
machine was the chronometer
which revolutionised the science
of navigation and made possible
the exact determination of longi-
tude at sea.

i The chronomater is the perfect *
time-keeper, and it is matter of

national pride that the first prac.
tical one was made by an English
man,
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_:_yhe inquired vaguely.

“HOLD on please, hold on”
shouted an old man at
the top of his voice rurning
towards the Government
Transport Bus, which had just
~Started moving the M. U. C.
‘terminus.  The bus stopped
with a loud screech.

' Get iu quickly,” said the
driver. The conductor helped
the old man to step into the
bus. Tightly holding a bag
in the vight hand, he came and
sat by my side.

Turning to the conductor he
asked. "How much for
Tondiarpet?”

_ " Only from the next stage,
itis two annas”, I pointed
out, trying to convince him.

“Where is the next stage?”’

’

¢
‘Parry’s corner’’, I replied.

“Then I could have boarded
the bus from there itself'’ he
murmured. I thought that
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he had only two annas with
him. I felt somathing work-
ing his mind.

“ Alright, give me a ticket
for Tondiarpet'” the old man
asked the conductor, handing
over three anna coins. Get-
ting the balance be thrust the
half anna coin safely into his
pocket, For the first time I
looked at his face. His fore-
head was low, puckered about
with innumerable wrinkles.
His thin, wispy hair was plas-
tered to his bony scalp, His
dress seemed torn but clean.
1.thought he is about seventy
years old.

s T W O (X
and half is t‘ilvrlxlla:
annas’’re- now "’ the
plied the old man
conductpr put in
meqhamo— mildly en-
atly. grossed in

Is it serious
o o d thought.
half a n- TV R
‘nas? 1 ) Ideclared.

- “have been -l

fold - that K. HANUMANTHA "[T'LL be
it is only 8-15 to
two annas” argued the reach Tondiarpet” he whis.
oldman. pered to himself. 1 am

going to my daughter's
bouse” he explained as if
I had asked him where
he was going. He continued
without caring whether
I listened or mnot. “I
am living with my sen
in Park Town. Though he
is earning much, he has no
voice at home. He is

quite a2 henpecked husband.

2 Aug.—'57 17



I am to blame for choosing
that extravagant woman for
my son. I thought at least
he would be happy in life.
That is why I chose him a
rich bride'”. After a little
pausas as if recollecting some-
thing, he resumed, “ 1 was a
carpenter. I could not get
work for more than four days
a week’”, It was a great task
for me to educate my son. I
never cared evento look after
my bare needs. When my
son was studying S.S.L. C.
my wife was laid up in bed
with T. B. I tried in vain to
admit her in the Government
T. B. Sanatorium. I wasin a
dilemma. Either I could at-
tend to my son's education or
to my wife’'s treatment. I
could not look after both.
Then my wife entreated me
that I should not interrupt
her son’s education. I could
not but listen to her. Within
a short time, she died’’. He
stopped abruptly for a mo-
ment, to recover from this
sad memory.

THEN his eyes rested on me.

I don’t know what he
thought about me. He went
on, ‘ When my son passed
8. 8. L. C. with good marks,
another task awaited me.
My daughter reached her
marriageable age. I had to
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choose her a bridegroom.
Where I had to find money
for the marriage? Who
would lend a man of my
miserable position. My son

was then seriously looking,
for a job. To lighten my bur-
den, he was soon provided
with a clerk’s post in a
Government Office. I was
able to save something from
his earnings for my daugh.
ter's marriage. I received
many matrimonial offers for
my son. I chose one from a
rich class. But my daughter-
in-law looks down on me. I
don't worry much about it.
But what pains me most is
that she does not treat my son
well. I am to be blamed for
all this, If I had chosen a
girl from my own station of
life, he would be having a
peaceful and more enjoyable
life. I planned that I shall
lead a calm life at least in™
my old days. It all proved
otherwise’’.

HE seemed cast down by his

family troubles. Yet never
a sign of hatred was seen on
his face. His eyes loocked
calm and unperturbed in the
mist of turbulent waves of.
misery that tossed his life.
The bus was nearing Roya-
puram, chattering and totter-
ing ever the road.
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How far “Is your daught.
er's house from the bus ter.

minus? T asked him.

mUIT is nearly a mile. That

is why 1 am seriously
thinking how I could walk
that distance at this dark
hour. This evening my dau-
ghter-in-law had prepared
‘Rava kesari’. (sweet pudd-
ing) My daughter is very
fond of it.”' he said point-
ing to his bag.

“Thinking that the bus
fare would be two eaunas to
Tondiarpet, I planned to
utilise the other anna for the
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fare from Tondiarpet to New
Washermenpst where my
daughter is living. Now I
have only half anna with
me. There is no other alter-
native. except 1o walk that
distance,”’

] HAD nothing with me to
spare for the old man., How
could T tell him that I had
not even a half anna to help
him?

The bus slowed up and
came to a stop at Royapuram.
“1 am getting down here” I
told him. I really took away
his breath when I coolly got
down without knowing what
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to do. He would thought
my heart is blind, my soul
deaf and my counscience
dumb, I should have told
him that 1 had nothing with
me to spare for him. He
would have readily told me
“don’t worry’’.

HE whole night I was
haunted by that look of the
old man. [ could not get
sleep. Woeuld he have ask-
ed some one in the bus teo
help him with a half anna?
Heo was not such a type, 1
know from his leok. More I
thought about him I grew

rostless. y

When I gotup from my
bed in the morning, I looked
nervous and exhausted.
After saking hot bath, I leis-
urely went through the news-
paper.

A news para arrested my
attention and felt my whole
body shivering, The news
was too much for me to bear.

“An old man of nearly
seventy was run over by lor-
ry at 8-20 P. M. last nightin
Thiruvetriyur High Road, a
few forlongs from the
Tondiarpet bus  terminus.
He had a bag of some sweet
pudding in his possession.
Before receiving any medical
aid he succumbed to the
injuries.”’

I would never forget thu’&"
old man in all my life with
such look in his eyes as if his

end is near. That look vy_il\l
haunt me for ever. et
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A Short Story.

The

AMU was hardly ten years
of age though he looked
older than that, The shade
of pure innccence which dis-
played itself on the faces of
most of the boys of his age
was not noticeable. e was
not smart of limbs ; he would
not jump in wild excitement
as his other classmates would
do at a trifling joke. He
would be seriously thinking
all the time.

It was about 11 e’clock in
the night as he lay on the cot.
His eyes slowly closed—not
in sleep, but in deep medita-
tion. The centre of his medi-
tation was his father. He
thought of his father with
repulsicn. Scenes of his

‘cruelty towards him and his

mother came before his mind
vividly. Did his father love
him? No. There was no
evidence at all,~—not even the
slightest indication. Almost
every day he scolded him,

Three days in a week was he
made to feel the incessant flow
of his father’s blows though
there is no reason for such
punishment. God should not
have given a child to a cruel
father. This was his logic
all the time.
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Transkormation

The boy would still spare
his father the silent vituper-
ations but for his beloved
mother suffering at his hands.
Was he a husband ¢ Was he
fit to be a husband ? Did he
deserve the love and care of a -
noble-hearted woman? Did
he at time reciprocate the
warm affection she showed
him ? No. No. He was no
husband at all; he was a
brute, and that was why he
beat his wife daily.

At the background of all
the scenes was dominant the
picture of that evening's
oceutrence.

AT about 9 o'clock that

night, the man came home
and smacked his wife left and
right., The sublime, noble
woman, typical of an Indian
wife, fell prostrate before him
and held his feset with a plea
that he should not treat her
in such a manner, and that
he should behave himself
like a respectable husband,.
Her eyes only expressed
her appeal since her
throat was blocked by emo-
tions. The boy stood always
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closs to the mother. He
hated fhis mother’'s humility
and submissiveness. Why
should she allow herself to
such a state of misery?
Instead of sympathy, the
expression on her face pro-
T duced anno-
yance in the
man’s heart,
He stepped
a pace Back
and kicked
her on  the
gs0mach.
The boy
dropped
himself on
his knee
beside  her
running ons
hand gently
on her cheek
aud keeping
the other on
her head.
Bitter tears
flowed from
his eyes. He
came to the
conclusion

that the
brute had
killed the
mother. ‘I
will kill
him’, he

thought and
looked up to
mean it in
childish de-
fiance. Next
moment a
kick on his
bony but-
tocks made
him realise
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that after all, he was
a child. A little later he
understood that his mother
was not dead.

What would he do on occ-‘

asions like these if br were a
grown up man ? Would he
simply keep guiet ? Or would
he slap him on his cruel
contemptous face and make
his jaw feel the strength
of his knuckles? Or would
he take a crow bar and
finish him off ? Which line
of action would he prefer
when he grew to be a man?

If his father continued to
be contemptous and cruel to
his mother she might die
before Ramu grew  up.
Men like his father ware in-
corrigible, he thought—be-
yond all possibilities of
rectification. Yes. They
should die, This thought ruled
over his mind. Let him die.
How ? Ramu had a plan.
He had heard somebody say
that when a man was truck
hard at the temple he would
die instantaneously. A ham-
mer would suit the job well
and he knew where to find it.

WITH this plan working

fast in his mind, the little
man of ten got down from
bis cot noiselessly, went to a
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fyments, His head ached

corner of the house and piek-
ed up the hammer. He now
stalked bravely without
making a noise. There was

mo wavering of his
‘mind, no second
thought He was
determined as to what
he should do. H.e
should see his
father die; it had
become & necessity.
He approached the
cet on which his
father lay seeming
motionless, for- the
boy could mnet see
the heaving of the
man's breast in the
dark.

I—IIS father would

often throw a
part of his salary on
the face of his mother
to look to the main-
tenance of the family.
The rest he would
squander at car d
tables or at the
theatres with his
‘moneysucking’
friends.

He stretched him-
gself now on a cot
in a room. He felt
as if a huge drum
was being beaten 1n-
gide his head to
accompany a big band
of musical instru-

so much that he
thought he shogld
order his wife to bring
a pill of Aspro and
some water. But he
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knew his wife was sick. Sick?
What he did two hours ago
passed before him and he saw
it more clearly than when it




actually happened,—his wife
crying in pain as he gave
blows after blows in mad
rage, then falling before him
headlong and appealing to his
sense of respectability and to
his sympathy and losing
consciousness. Hethoughtof
his action now without pain
and remorse. Was he justified
in getting angry with his wife
that evening? Why did he
beat her? She did not argue
with him at all. Not even
once in her life was she in
disagreement with any of his
views, She never made a
scene other women did when
husbands beat them.

THis, as he himself knew,
was but a temporary transi-
tion of the state of mind.
This was how he concluded
every night but with the dawn
of the day, the roughness of
his manners would return.

He felt sleepy and slowly
closed his eyes, but opened
them presently for he heard a
noise. le saw the silhoutte
of a small boy coming towards
his cot. recognizing the figure.
It was his little son whom he
had kicked two hours ago.

The bey came close to the
cot and bent over his father's
face. The father pretended
to be asleep. He could now
see that the boy had a ham-
mer in his hand and the
father became cautious.
Thoughts ran fast in his
mind. He could see now that
his son was preparing for
revenge ; and break his head
with the hammer. Even then
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he realised how cruel he
ought to have been to have
provoked the sense of revenge
in his own little son.

The boy raiszed the hammer
and brought it down with ams
much force as he could exert,
He felt a strong grip on his
forearm and he understood
that his blow had not gone
home.

Like a figured strip of
rubber lengthened to the
maximum extent and tied at
both ends to two separate
stationary objecis, the boy’s
body sulfered. The brute

might smash settle his own 4

life. A frightful shriek escap-
od his throat.

The shriek went and
brought the mother to the
scene. She was at a loss to
understand as to what had
taken place. She guessed her
husband had beaten her son,
and she was greatly angered,
but still she did not say a
word to her husband,—nof
because she was afraid h
would kick her, but because
she was a pure product of the
Indian tradition a wonian
who had unquestionable
devotion for her husband,
even to accept self-immola-
tion on her husband’s death.

“ This little boy of yours”,
he told his wife, '* was about
to take my life out, or 1'ath§§‘,
thought so, with this haf¥
mer.,” He spoke seriously.
There was not anger in his
tone, no mock smile on the

—Please see page 26
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VITAMINS IN FOOD

IT is important to have all

the main kinds of food-
stuffs—proteins, fats and
carbohydrates— which means
having milk, butter, eggs,
cheese, meat, and vegetables,
in the proper proportions.
But what about the extra
little things, the vitamins,
which mean so much ?

There are a number of
different vitamins, called by
letters of the alphabet : thus
we have vitamin A, vitamin B,
vitamin ¢, and so on, They
were lubelled like that by the

-biochemists who discovered

them ; but as more was found
out, it was learned, for ex-
ample, that what had first
been called *‘ vitamin B was
in fact composed of a number
of quite separate parts, each
having different work to do in
the body, and so they were
re-named ‘' vitamin B 1.
" vitamin B 2" and so on.
The most important from the
point of view of general
health are A, the B group,
C, and D.

Vitamin A is mainly con-
cerned with maintaining the
health of certain parts of our
body surfaces, that is, the
skin and the cornea or outer
surface of the eye. It had
other effects too, concerned
with the health of nerve cells
and 8o on. We gather lats of
tiny germs on our skins just
in the ordinary way of going
about daily, because there are
lots of tiny microbes in the
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air almost everywhere we go;
but we don't suffer any ill
effects from this, 4nd are
quite unaware of it. This is
mainly because the little
germs don’t have any chance
against our healthy skin
tissues, which drive them
back quite easily. MHowever,
if we were to go seriously
short of vitamin A, that
wouldn’t he the case, and
another thing that would
happen is that we shouldn’t
be able to see so well in dim
light like twilight. Luckily,
on an ordinary diet it is
almost impossible in  this
country to get seriously short
of vitamin A. 1t ocecurs in
many foods, and particularly
in liver, fish liver oils, cheese,
tomatoes, and carrots.

The B group, which the
biocheniists tell us consists of
at least nine separate fuetors,
cach with its part to play, is
on the whole concerned with
our metabolism. That is a
big word which means the
breakdown of our foodstuffs
into their basic parts and the
using of these in various ways
in our hodies. For instance,
part of the vitamin B complex
is necessary for us to be able
to use carbohydrates {sugar
and starch). They also keep
our muscles toned up and our
heart muscle in good condi-
tion. They keep our nerves
healthy, too. Various parts
of the B complex occurin all
the main foods—liver, lean
meat, eggs, cheese, green
vegetables, milk and in yeast.

Most people know some.
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thing about vitamin C, or as-
corbic acid. It occurs in
most fruits, especially the
citrous fruits, and in black-
currvants and tomatoes. Sai-
lors didn’t get nearly enough
of it in the old days of the
satling shivg, and the discase
from which they all sufferea
as a  result wes scurvy.
Many doctors nowadays have
never seen o case Of SUUIVY,
so raie has it become. But
just oconsionatly it ¢rops up,
perhaps in a victim of chronic
alcoholism, whose diet has
bsen more liquid than solid
and has Leeu missing in fresh
fruit and vegstables.

Thaut brings us to vitamin D
which all mothers must cer-
tainly have heard about. Lack
of this vitamin causes rickets,
and this is the reason why
clinics insist on babies getting
cod liver oil, and on the ex-
pectant mothers taking extra
vitamin D (as well as all the
others I have mentioned) be-
fore the bhaby arrives. Butin
addition to vitamin D itself,
sunshine is also terribly im-
portant, because the effect of
sunshine on the skin is to
promote the f{ormation of
vitamin D in the skin. Sky.
shine, by which we mean just
the strong daylight that is the
scattered radiations from the
sun, is just as important as
direct sunshine, and babieg
need to be allowed in contact
with the open air both winter
and summer, by being taken
out daily in the pram, either
in the open country or. if you
live in a town, into an open
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space like a park. The air is
morve beneficial there than in
a street. Of course, if you
are lucky enough to have a
garden, a spell out there is
the pram every day, plus the
daily dose of cod liver oil, is
just what the doctor ordered
for your baby, and will ensure
that his teeth and bones are
strong and healthy —P,

THE TRAHSFORMATION

~ Contirued from page 24
corper of his mouth. Instead
she detected a queer sincerity
in iiils voice, which she knew
should have been eXcited by the
seriousness of the situation.
THE trembling son was try-

ingto run to his mother, but
the father would not leave
him. He hugged his son in
fond parental love and shed
some 'drops of tears. He
held the boy close to him,
patted him fondly and con-
soled him with soft, encourag-
ing words,

He raised his eyes and
looked at his wife with tears
of joy. Joy, velief, pride and
the warmth of love were all
there in her heart.

Leaving the boy, he ran to
his wife, embraced her and
gave her a warm kiss on her
forehead. The sudden trans.
formation of her husband did
nonplus her for some time,
but she kept close to her
husband in whose embrace
(an  embrace that was free
from ostentation and mere
lust) she found herseif
after a lapse of nearly ten
years.-—J. E. DAVID
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FTER meals,

I wasrelax-
ing in an easy
chair, munch-
ing betelleaves
and puffing a
cigarette creat-
ing circles of
smoke.

I picked up
the enveloje
thrown by
rostmau eager-
ly and kuew
that it was
from Ramesh.
Ramesh was
my intimate
friend, living
in Bombay,
and working as
a clerk in a
private {1
began to rcad
the letter :

‘Dear Babu.’

Iam fed up
with this de-
ceplive wold,
Yousee, Babuy,
you are my anly trustworthy
friend. You always referved
to me as the " gay guy ’. But
today I am not gay. On the
contrary, 1 am in great
sorrow, I am notill. Still I
am going to die tomorrow.
Not accidentally but deliber-
ately. Life has become a bed
of thorns to me, now. I don’t

want to live any mwore,

You know how I jeered at
the idea of suicide. I refer-
red to suicide as a cowardly
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conduct. But I have been
compelled to think of it today.

How [ loved her, 1 never

thought she will deceive
me. Shobha was my goddess.
I worshipped her with heart,
How many times 1 took her to
sec  pictures! How many
times 1 led her to different
restaurants! She was my
life, But today all is in vain !
I could not understand that
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her love for me wasa mere
mirage. But only today I
realised that she was a wolf
in sheep’s clothing. She gave
me another shock. Do you
remember Gangadhar, our old
college pal. He is a manager
of an engineering firm here.
Shobha has tauken a liking
to him. You know, how rich
he is! He has got a beauti-
ful Buick Car and a bungalow.
These things must have
fascinated Shobha’s heart.
She has become very friendly
with him now. Often 1 see
them going to the beach in
Gangadhar's Buick. My heart
aches!

EVEN when Shobha plainly

told me that she was not
going to marry me, Babu,
actually I caught her feet and
pleaded with tears in my
eyes.

She said sternly, ‘‘ Mr.
Ramesh, you should have
known earlier that roses have
thorns and, over and above,
the path of true love never
runs smooth !”

This was a bolt from the
tue, Babu! I weould not have
been so astounded even if she
had thrown a hydrogen-bomb
in my direction !
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The cup of my misery was
full, I was frustrated. It
was my greatest discomfiture,
Hence I am determined to
think of suicide by throwing
myself under the speeding
Buick Car of Gangadhar!
Yes, Babu, I am going to
make Shobha aware of my
great love for her. I have
already told you that daily
Shobha and Gangadhar go to
the beach in the Buick.

When Shobha will see my
crushed body uunder the Buick,
she will come to know the
power of my love for her. She,
then, will not get peace until
her death ! The guilty con-
science in her will not allow
her to sleep soundly ! It will
make her life a helll T am
going to keep a note for
Shobha in my pocket at the
time of the accident. The
note will read, ‘‘Dear Shobha.
I loved you sincerely but you
jiltad me ! I wooed you but
yvou did not take pity on
me!”

THiS note will make her

more miserable, Babu, she
will repent later on for her
behaviour. But it will be too
late to mend ! Then she will
heave sighs of sorrow all her
life.
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THIs is my plan, Babu!I am

disclosing all this to you
bscause you are my best
friend. I have observed
the daily route of Ganga-
dhar’s DBuick. I am going
to stand on the road on
a particular spet. I shall
throw myself on the road as
soon as the Buick will app-
roach the spot. You will read
the news of an accident in

Bombay  papers. Please,
don’t lament, boy ! At least
your heart will melt seeing
my pathetic position. Today
is Saturday. Tomorrow even-
ing I shall be away frem this
world."”

My last gueatings to vou,
Babu,

Yours dear friend,
Ramesh.

P. 8. Please don’t forget to
read the news of a fatal
accident in Bombay papers.”

“Abh! wonderful fellow I”
I mumbled to myself. You
sea, he has always been a
queer fellow — rather hot-
headed. I felt sorry for him.
It was no use trying to per-
suade him, He wasstubborn.
Since more than one year he
was writing to me about his
romance with Shobha. They
bad become very intimate and
I was awaiting for the invi-
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tation card of their marriage.
I never thought Shobha will
jilt him and be friendly with
Gangadhar. If everything
occurred according to aur
wishes, what will be thrill
there ? He was an expert
lover. 1 used to read and
enjoy his letters. In the pre-
vious letter only, he had
written : “Chum! Babu,
my romance is in full swing.
Actually I and Shobha were
swining and singing hilarious-
ly yesterday. It was a thrill-
ing experience to tell her. “Ab,
dear Shobha, how beautiful
you look | There is mocking
mischief in your almond eyes,
maddening music in your
sweet words and marvellous
magic in your tantalizing
touch and . .

"“ Ah, steady please !”” she
cut me short, ‘ you are fass
becoming a poet!”

“ No, dear”, I said, ‘I am
simply your lover !”

AND I thought that time

that the next from him will
be the invitation card for
marriage, But—well, the path
of true love mnever runs
smooth ! I shook off my mo-
mentary stupor and lay on
my cot to snatch some sound
sleep, for my eyes were get-
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ting heavier and heavier due
to the second show I had seen
the proviaus night,

HEN the paperboy bro-

ught the daily on Monday
morning, [ began to search
for all the accidents i Bom-
bay Citv. I read many ac-
eidents but did not find the
name of Ramesh, T looked
every nook aud corner aof the

accompanied by a letter.
This was something more
surnrising. I began to read
the letter eagerly:

“My dearest Babu,

ALREADY you will have

heen wondering as to what
happened to the resolution of
mine ! I shall explain very
briefly. According to my
plan I went to the spot and
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paper but still I did not find it.
I was rather surprised. I
thought for a while and then
murmured to myself, “"May
be, some fly in the ointment!”’
And believe me two weeks
passed but I did not find the
news about Ramesh in the
paper! One day,I received
the ivitation card of the wed-
ding of Ramesh and Shobha
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waited for the Buick of Gan-
gadhar to come. Itcame as
usual. 1 tried to look
through the glass of the
car. I could see Ganga-
dhar's face—but, Babu, the
lady-sitting near him was
not Shobha! It was the
typist girl in Gangadhar’s
firm. Well, at once I chang-
ed my plan, because I thought
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of a car accident only in the
presence of Shobha. I let
the Buick pass and with a
sudden impulse I went to
Shobha's house. I'found her
sitting in a chair—rather
sullen, She was surprised to
ses me there. I asked her
casually, * Why did you not
go today to the beach
with Gangadhar ?”

. " Oh, no" she said
softly, ““ He is un-
well I”

"WHAT I I exclaim-

ed, “why, I just
saw him driving his
Buick. Probably he
was going to the
beach-’’,

“ What! she ex.
claimed now, ‘It is
impossible! T had gane
to him half an hour
earlier as usual to go
to the beach with him,
But he was suffering
due to stomachache.
He politely told me
that he was unable
to come to the beach
today”,

“Well, it goes
without saying that he
has thrown dust in
your eyes. Not only
that”, I ejaculated.
“ That typist of his
was with him. I saw
them very closely.
Definitely they were
joing to the beach,
[ swear "
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“You don’t say I she
shouted.

“"BELIEVE me, Shobha,”T said

calmly, “ this is the way
of the world! And the path
of true love never runs smooth.
You may well visit his house

-



1 find out whether he is in

out or better we may go to
beach. We shall see

nething, I believe.”

.E looked thoughtful and
ave consent to my proposal.
hired a taxi and went to
beach. We saw Ganga-
.t and the girl-typist there
ing very close aud chatting
rrily. I looked at Shobha
imphantly. She was bur-
1g with anger. I dare say
blood must have been
led at that time. But at
8 I whispered in her ears,
% g0, Shobha. Remember,
persons are not like
igadhar. Now, it is not
late to mend. I am still
rs. You are my goddess,
bha. At least now take
on me.”” She looked
ightful. Tears gathered in
ey es.

hen she said politely,
orgive me, Ramesh. I
er thought Gangadhar will
eme. It is very kind of
to have enlightened me in
3. My behaviour must have
sed you much pain. Iam
ly sorry, dear Ramesh.”

Well, let the bygor;es be
ones. Now, we must think

of our future! Don't you think
so, dear ?

“Of course!’ she said
blushingly.

But she asked me as an
after thought: ‘" How did
you happen to see Gangadhay
and the typist in his car ?"'

“Oh! that is a different
story,” 1 said blushingly, ‘1
shall tell you later on. But
what about going in the ‘Taj’
for some refreshments ?”’

” 1 WILL come,”” she said and

we both proceeded towards
the ‘Taj’ merrily hand in
hand,.

I was floating in ecstasy,
Babu,! Her attitude really
made me happy bevond
words.

Yours affectionately,

Ramesh.

P. 8. Please don’t forget to
attend our wedding which is
coming off on Monday
next."’

I was also happy at the
turn of destiny of my dear
friend.

—D. V. KAVADI
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ALL the way home her per-
fume walked with him
t‘hl‘t)ugh the soft spring
Qarkpess, The siren song of
er vojce was with him. too,
and the memory of the tempt-
Iny challenge in her eyes By
18 way, I'll be home alone
this gyening. Bill Martin—
Just jn case you dou’t have
Anytihing to do after dinner.”

He had not answered her
challenge one way or the
Other,  But he konew that
after the youngster was asleep
and after he had helped Mary
With tne dishes and turned
the television to the station
she wanted, he would have
:;) 8ive himself an answer to

” Ho would have to say,
Think I'l! go out for a walk.
ary, Maybe diop in at the

alley and see if any of the

Oys are bowiing.”’—then act-

Ually stop by the bowling

alley, so that he would not

have }ied to Mary, and then

*» . and then,

Or he would have to sit at
home as he sat almost every
Night—a little bored, a little
tustrated, feeling, he was
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only 35, a little old. Only
to-night, because of the girl—
the st anger he had met so
casualiy and gally there iu the
restaurant — the fiustrated
part would be much worse
than usual, because to-night
he did not feel at all old. He
had heard the beckoning voice
of spring.

As he turned into bhis own
blork he walked moire and
move slowly and he frowned.
“ Of course, I won't really go
to her apartment,” he said
aloud. " After all, Ilove my
home and [ love the kid and I
love Mary.”

BUT saying this neither help-

ed norvcouvinced him. For
one thing he was almost cer-
tainhe would go to the address
the givl had gwen him—and
for avother, he knew perfectly
well, that she was an ext e.
mely attractive young woman
and was most certainly not a
trap. As a matter of fact, it
had turned out after they got
talking that be auctually knew
her tusband shg'tly — a
successful bruker who came
to New York on the same
train he did.
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The meeting and the chal.
lenge in her eyes and voice
when she said goodbye had
lifted him clear out of him-
self and the six years’ hum-
drum of breakfast, train,
office, dinner, dishes, bore-
dom. bed, breakfast that
was his life.

SHE was glamorous adven-

ture. Although knowing her
husband slightly made it
difficult, he picturei: her as
married to a glowering mon-
ster—and this made it rom-
ance, romance spelled with a
capital “R’".

At the beginning of the
cement walk that led to his
house bLetween the two pat-
ches of green that he a.nually
beat into a lawn with his life's
blood, he stopped and took off
his hat and absent-miniedly
fanned himself walk up to the
house seeing himself, arcor-
ding to custom. open the door
and call, “ Hello, family 1"
His little boy. John, snug
and rabbity in his sleepers,
would tear himself away
from watching ' small fry ™
long enough to stick his head
around the corner of the
living-room and yell, * Hi,
daddyv.” Mary would tear
herself away from  cooking
dinner long enough to stick
her head through the kitehen
door and yell " Hi, daddy 1"

He went on up the walk at
a snail's pare now, smiling to
himself, He was thinking
about the greeting he would
get later that evening—the
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breathliess. exciting greeting
accompanied by the wafting
scent of perfume and the glow
of laughing eyes that held a
challenge.

“I'd be a fool to pass that
up.” thought Bill Martin. ‘¥
don’t know any other guy
who would."”

He walked quickly up the
steps opened the front doar,
and stood suddenly tense. The
inside of the house was dark.
For a few seconds a sensation
of abject horvor that sprang
from a guilty conscience
shook him. Mary had taken

the boy and left him. She ‘

had committed suicide She
had . . .

" Light me, please, daddy,”
a small voice said. * When
vau opened the dnor just now
you blew me out.”

RELIEYF flooded through him.

The relief was so pleasant
that be found himeelf laugh
ing. His son John's odd re.d
quest was. after all, the sort
extravaganza anvy father
grows accustomed to.

““Sure, son,” he =said. ""How
do you want me to light you?”

“Here,” sail John. “ on
my candie with yonr lighter.
It was my dessert for supper.’

‘“ The candle 2" x4

" Sure Mummy stuck it in
a little tiny cake. It made the
cake taste just wonderful.”
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Bill Martin snapped his
lighter into flame, ‘ The boy
held up a miniature red can.
dle.

" Now,” he said. “T'll light
you to my room. This is a
very powerful candle.”

Bt Martin followed his

son up the stairway., The
light from the candle veflect-
ing in the worn oak banister
rail  made it gleam lhke
mahogany. He followed
down the hall-way to a blig
room at one end of the house,
1n the doorway of the roum,

- which was the bedroom at

ons end and a playroom at
the other, the little buoy paus-
od and held the candle high.

“ Look I he said, his voice
filled with awe at the miracle
of vandle light and he turned
to his father, his face radiant
with wonder. ‘° We can see
everything !

Bill Martin started to say,
“ We could see a whole lot
more if we snapped on the
ele-tric light switch,” but he
che ked himself berause,
suddenly, he duubted if this
was true.

The boy walked slowly
ahead to the playroom end.
He still held the miniature

Yeandle high, and its light fell
now on plastic tractors, fire
engines and trucks lying in
violent disairay. It castlong
shadows from these overturn-
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ed bulks, fell on scattered
platoons of lead soldiers, iy-
ing every inch of the way—
made them look in the roman-
tic dimness, real and stavk.

“ Look.” cried John, in a
whisper, I can even see my
railroad."”

Bill Martin  caught his
breath, The toy ratlroad—
quite an expeansive toy rail-
road, by his standards—had
been there in that room for a
long while—since John was
fomr—and he was six now.
He was quite certain that in
spite of the molern fluores-
cent lighting in the boy’s
room, this was the first time
in over a year he had actually
seen the railivad., He stood
atill for a seocond, thinking.
Then he bent quickly aud
kissed his son.

" Look John,” he said, 1
forgot something I should
bave bought on the way home
from the station. I'll be back
in a few minutes,”

Across  the dining-room

table, Bill Martin looked at
bis wife. In the soft glow of
light from the peair of the
shining crystal candelabra
that had heen the very best in
the Gift Shop, she looked tao
him very much as he had
thought someone else might
look this evening. The excite-
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‘ment of receiving a present
had made her do special things
to her lins, her eyes and to
her lovely golden hair—and
to dinner. They bad, the two
of them, been a long time over
dinner,

HE wanted to tell her that it

bad been a long time since
ha had seen herlouk as lovely
as she did to.night, but he
wanted to be sure that when
he sid it —because of what he
had heard in his son's voice—
he would not sound as if he
we e saying it had been a
long time since he had seen
her at all. He wanted to be

very sure of this, so he hesit-

ated before he spoke. choos-
ing his words carefully. He
was still choosing them when
she spoke.

" Bill~—you know, it's fun-
ny what candlelight does forg
a man.” Then he heard her
laugh. " I'd been thinking
how sort of stuffy and pro-
saic and staid you'd been
getting—but  to.night,.,."”
Across the table, she held out
her hand. “ But to-night—
well. ., "

HER voice coming to him

across the table was stran-
gely exciting, almost chal.
lenging.

TS

—ERIC HATCH
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HE exit door was rather
small, hardly befitting the
large and stony structure of
the prison. The passage was
dimly lit. and the policeman
beside the ex prisoner loonked
ghostly unrealistic, his dark.
blue uniform blending with
the darkness of the passage.

The door was opened and
the newly released man look-
ed vainly for the fresh light
he sought. It was not thers,
for it was dark. The road
outside the prison was faintly
lit by the gislight road lamps.
The surroundings were silent.

As he stepped out of the
door his hand moved silently
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A Short Story By SHAMA KILANJAR

forward, and the coarse bony
fingers shook as they felt the
warmth of freedom. For
twelve long years he had been
without this air—the free air
which was rightfully his.

He turned, as a rough hand
was laid on his shoulder,
The policeman was talking to
him. He was vaguely aware of
the words as thev fell ciisply
in the night “* Go Nana, and
don't come back!” Tt sound-
el like a threat, but was more
of a good piece of advice.

As he turned around again,

the policeman had disappe-
ared through the small door.
Far away a church clock
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chimed nine times, and as he
lonked an either side of the
youd in front of him, he felt
as if he were nowhere, just
like the :oud; midway bet-
ween twa goals. Fo-him one
was the past aud the other the
future.

The night was dark. A rar
srroached along its  mohile
headlighte e utting thin
atreams of light e felt its
hot precenre as a draft of wind
as<alled his body.

Nava  looked bark once
more The ominous walls of
the p-ison towered above him,
Allof a sutden he felt lonely,
He had folt lonely like this
twire bofore. The first trme
when father died eighteen
vears ago while ploughing the
fi.ld-. And the seco.d time
two gears later when his
mother had collapsed at the
well while she was d awing
watsr  She had never yi:en
aczain. But these periods of
lon=liness had buen brief, for
the need for existence had
wiped away all memories,

Now, he felt like that.
Where to go? Anywhere,
but away from this place,
Now, he felt like hating
Surya. whom he had kil'ed
a-cidentally and because of
whom he had spent the
twelve vears in piison, His
past, which was filled with
mlse!'_v,m'noked dealings and
evasive happiness. llis heart
towered with hate. Hate!
B_ut above the expression of
his heat, the counsel of mind
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muttered incessantly : " You
shull not go back again.”

That was five dave ago,
Five dave of peare and relax?
ation! He had just sat and
slept on the bed in his small
room. Throuzh his fi. st floo
window, the sun had (e, eated-
ly peeped in driving away the
darkness, and he hal rovetled
in its beauty. smoking his
beedies in the while. Fromw
the hotel below, his  food
came regulairly at twelve
in the afte.noon and eight ir
the n'ght.  Txeeot for the
chokra boy, he t «d not seen ¢
single person for the last five
days.

He felt the urge to go out
to feel in touch  with  the
world again, ““ But whert
shalt T «tart 27" he arked bim
self. " What bas happenec
duiing the twelve da k vears?'
he wondored. )

NANA  wrestled  with  hi
dhoti. Tt was zetting darl
now. The electric light abov.
him played on his features
illnminuting the da'k ane
ugly scar on his leoft cheek
S.u:ya’s last impression ol
him befoie she died. Hi
features were faded a darl
brownish, drawn unto hi
bones. He was clean chave:
and there was a hint of iron:
on his thick lips. Tre mus
f(?rceful part of his face wer
bis sunken eyes. They wer
powerful, provocative and 8
thfa same time exhibited
glitter of tolerance The;
betrayed his life in the past.
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When he got out of the
uilding the sun had set and
ve gaslight lamps along the
sad were lit. A= he passed
1e hotel, he could hear the
ibrant notes of the radio
laying iuside. He did not
rant to listen to it, but the
oise followed him asg he
ralked, finally disappearing
lowly into the air.

{1 the bus stop. he pauced.
Should he go or not? It was
uite a time to he visiting any-
ne. He stood in the queue.
“he silence engulfed him as
e waited for the bus. It
vas too reminiscent, the
ilence. It made him recol-
ect. and he did not want to.
Jut it was there, the silence.
Like a huge wave it covered
yim and he had the feeling
hat he couldn’t bieatnhe. The
ir struck in his throat, and
he harsh no es of the wind
noaned around  him. He
dosed his eyves to evade it,
jut the vision bloomed into
eality. He could see the cell
1ow, and there sitting on the
yed was himself ! He was
smuking and beedies parched
1is thraat. but he smoked un-
;il his mind was flted with
the smoke, blurringaway me-
movies . . .

The bus came and he gotin.
It crawled through the night,
making gugling souuds,
stopping now and then. He
gat alone. He did not took at
the other people. They were
so strange. The bus stopped

and he got out.
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He walked, unhesitatingly.
as if he hud gone through it
all before. F om the main
road into a eside lane, and
there it was really davk,

Suddenly, he felt like run.
ning and he ran. His legs
behaved like automatons and
carried him forwa d. Scvme-
thing in his mind asked why
he ran. He couldn’t answer,
not wait for it, He just ran

The lane stank of rotten
fish and day old rubbi<h, He
felt his slippers hitting the
objects in the way, and the
smetl rose all around him,
making the passage unbear-
able.

HE smell, the wind, all

started clearing his head and
he sla ‘kened his paceuntil it
was a meie trot He viewed
tne dilapilat-d coustructions
on either side of him, and
looking at them he tried to
recall the face of his com.
paniwn, whom be was going to
meet now., Twelve years had
passed, wide gap of living his
own hife. What could have
happened du.ing that time ?
Would his oid time friend be
still staying in the same
place ? He could remember
him better now ; Mohan the
anasemic mill-woiker, stiugg-
ling for existence. He won.
dered how be ever had hini for
a friend, He, Naua, a big
time racketeer! 1t was Mohan
who had said before ne had
gone to prison. " Nuna, you
don’t deserve this, but I am
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gure you will come out a bet.
ter man,”” Mohan could be
serious !

His pace had slowed down

to a walk and he could see
the house. It locked ghostly
in the dark. Silent. 1t was
in a worst condition than
when he had scen it last, its
one storeyed rottenness hous.
ing the wrecked lives of
humans.

He went in and found him-
self near the staircase. He
paused. Atl the peupie were
alseep. He did vot know it
was so late. How gnickly the
time passed ! e clicubed the
staircase and reached the
first floor and the H:st house
next to the stairs faced him.

He raised his fist and tapp-
ed slowly.

There was no response.

His previous doubt crept
back. Were they still there ?
O was he going to make a
fool of himself by knocking
at someone else door ?

He knocked again, a little
louter. This time the door
was 0 ened by a woman.

Mohan's wife had been
twenty years when he had
last seen her, but the one be-
fore him cariied unmistakable
traces of a woman of foity-
five. He could hear the echo
of the crack made by Mohan
when he had mariied her.
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‘" She is as strong as a horse,
foolish as a donkey, kinder
than the kindest woman, and
well built to b.ing out muany
children I’ He had never
found the time tu agree with
him. But he could «till re-
cognize her throush the
change in ner appearance.

Her features were thin and
drawn, compared to the heal-
thy flesh that Mohan had
crarked about. The tiny glass
ornament on the left side of
her nose twinkled, lending the
pale face a grotesque tlouk.
Her crumpled hair fell care-
tesslv over her skinny shoul-
de:s, falling over the old saree
draped over her body., Her
flat breasts, hanging loosely
behind the saree showed
slightly. Inher right hand she
held an old kerosene lamp
from which acrid smoke trail-
ed iuto the daik room behind
her. Her eyes looked at Lim
in suspicion.

“ What do you want ?"' The’
tone was flat and biusque.

‘““How are you, Sita ?"’" ask-
ed Nana embarvas=ed a littla.
“Don’'t you recognize me 7'

"WHY it—s, it’s Nanal!"

she exclaimed nervously.
The grotesque lovk vanished
from her features and a
kindly glow touk its place.-
“ Come in !l Come in!”’

She led the way backwards
and placed the lamp on the
single window sill to her
right,
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Nana entered the room. He
took some time to take in the
smoke, as he breathed, and to
get accustomed to the light,

+ He looked around and on all

the four sides he gota unham-
pered view of the walls, At
one end a solitary stcol cast
an enla ged shadow ou the
floor. At another corner his
gaze rested on two sleeping
children under a dirty white
cloth, He could count the
bones on their faces. Beside
the children was a worn-out
secgri with a few utersils in
disorder avound it, Over the
children some tattered and
old clothes were hangirg on
a covd stretching from one
end of the room to another.

There was nothing else.

SITTING on the stool Nana

asked, his eyes focussed on
Sita in front of him. ‘* Where
is Mohan, Sita ? Is he doing
night "'

She did not look at him as
she replied. * He — he — is
dead.” Buat no tears came out
from her eves. Her face was
heavy and dull,

“ Died ? When? How?"

“Two and a half years back
of T.B."”

"“ And who is caring for the
childien—and you 2"

‘““Noone." There was no
emotion in her voice.

“How do vou manage
then 9  But there was no
need for him to ask, neither
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for her to reply, for tha an.
swer lay in the faces of the
sleeping children and the
empty room and Sita herself.

HE looked through the

gloom at her, and he could
see the tears spairkle in her
eyes. They welled iuto by-
sterical sobbing., But over
the falling tears no word of
protest or of explanation came

forth.

Nana got up and drew his
arms around her bony shoul-
ders, they were coarse and
dry like the summer mud. He
looked out of the single
wirdow, gazing at the pin-
points of white in the aky.
He did not know what ha
looked for,

Sita’s image welled before
his eyes. He felt her sunuken
poverty pierce his heart.
What must she be doing to
maintain the two children
and herself ? Heslowly with-
drew his arms from her. From
his purse he removed twenty
rupees and handed it to her.
" Use this tomorrow, Sita."
What else could he say ? He
wanted to console her, He
wanted to tell her how he felt
about it all. But the woids
did not come. Iustead he
murmured, ‘* Com’on, brace
yourself. I'll be back within
a few days. Till then good-
bye and goodnight 1"

He groped towards the door,
a broken, half muttered, “Tha
—ank—k you,” still hauuting
his memory.
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sharp, uieet me at the corner,
12 a'~lork

AT the appeiited heur the

i maet f the corper aud
picreded rowinde theiv obirct,
Nanz camried a smait ~loth
bag in his right, and its diff.
waed  biitliance  cast  eeria
shadows on the road of the
silent buildings along their
path.

They  walked under the
ghadows, hagring the walls
as muech as posaible.
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Dawn had broken the mon-
otonouns night and the sun
shone brilliantly so as to
penetrate the seemingly im-
penetrable dinginess of the
dusty lana,

Tue light played upon the
" backs of two men seated
in an empty hotel and con-
velging in whispers. One of
them was Nana. He puffed
assiduously at a ‘beedi’ pro-
jecting between his tightly
drawn lips.

“ Tonizht,” he said,
his lips moving contem-
platively, '“at exactly
twelve, we—rather |—
will break through the
door of a certain house
in Bazaar street. Your
pa:t in it is as simple as
it is free from any
danger. Just stand at
the entrance of the house
and if vou notice anyone
or anvthingz, whistle
sharply. Is it clear?”

The man nodded his
head.

Nana paused, reflected
a litile, then continued
under his breath. * The
fiuits of our effort will
be much. I am sure of
th-t. and if everything
goes according to plan
vou can he assured of a
cut of 25%."

The man thought for a
moment and then nodded
his head again in agree.
ment.

“Then at 12 o’clock
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““ There it is!” whispered
Nana to his companion, point.
ing at a small one storeyed
buitding acicss the road,
“Slowly now.” Nana pulled
his accomplic and they waers
across the road und into the
building.

*“Stand here, and keep vour
eyes open!”’

HE paused at the staircase,
then went up. From the tirse
floor he went up another
staircase to the terrace. On
the terrace he reached a
point  just above the
victim room, and from
the bag in his hand he
removed a tough coil of
rope. Tying one end to
an iron railing, he let
the other end dangle over
the parapet into the bal-
cony below.

Stowly he serambled to
the other «ide of the
parapet and taking a
firm hold on the rope, he
lowered himself, inch by
inch, until he finally
stood inside the balcony
aud the open doorway in
front of him decided his
next step.

FroM then onwards it

was=left up to his agili-
ty. Would it fail him
after 12 years? Silent.
ly he entered the hguse.
He opened the drawer
with a small implement,
Time passed as he pilfer.
ed the conte.ts of the
drawer, and with each
passing moment his
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caution waned. Ag he hent
down ta facili ate his move-
mentis, his Knee <truck an
objct, which to his hovror
fell with a c¢rach on the floor.

The reaction was instant-
anegus,

"WHAT'S that?” “ Put on

the lizht somebody,”
" What happened ¥ What
is it Vittal 27

Nana stood petrified on
the spot  Accustomed to




the dark, he could distinguish
shadowy  figures walking
btindly towards the other side
of the room. The light switch!
He did not wait another mao-
ment. Going to the balcony,
whith was luckily made of
concrete, he climbed on it
For a secand he hung peril-
ously slihouettea against the
gsky, then he gave a jump into
space, landing with a jerk
that practically dislodg:d his
bones.

NANA vpicked himself up and
made a dash towards the
road,

There was a loud cry then:

* Thief "

Dark places soon got flood.-
ed with light, as switches
responded instantly to the
touches of curious people.

Stairs creaked and groaned
as groups of men dashed down
with bambuos and brooms and
whatever else they could put
their hands on. Even the
women were awake to the cat-
astrope, and they helped to
enliven the scene by giving
vent to their vocal powers.
Doors banged. Children not
to be left out of the fun, clung
to their mothers and joined in
the vocal tour de force.

All these forces gave im-
petus to Nana's flight. Cat-

44

ching up with his accomplice,
who had already sized up the
situation and was running for
his life, Nana, his voice falt-
ering as he breathed in gasps
of air, said, "—Run. You go
one way and—and T will ga
another., It will be safer
Meet me at my place Now
go They’'ve seen us. Run!”

The other swerved instant-
ly, and started across a deso.
late park.

Some fifty yards behind
came the crowd, the breakup
causing indecision among
them, But not for long.
Nana, looking sideways saw
his accomplice trip on some-
thing and then do a half
somersault in the air. Then
he was even with the ground.
The crowd uushesitatingly ran
towards the park.

NANA ran on knowing the

utter futility of lagging be-
hind. His friend would be
first given a sound beating,
and then dragged to a not too
friendly police station. That
placed him in a dangerous
position. What a fool he had
been not to plan the escape in
advance or had the intention
to be good after coming out
from prison undermined hi,
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mind? Okay. Damn the
whole thing. Everything
had gone wrong. Who was
to be hlamed ? He felt like a
trapped animal unable to do
anytbhing to escape.

HE headed towards Sita's
house. It wasa long way
but . . .

Just as he had done two
nights ago, entered the room,
Sita looked a little better and
at his entrance she gave a
smile that spoke a thousand
words. He saw some new
clothes and fiesh vegetables
in the corner. Fxcept for
thesa new additions, the room
was the same as before.

" Why do you come so late
in the night Nana ?" asked
Sita, not being offensive, but
prompted by the woman in
her.

Nana shrugged and wiped
his face with his shi't. “Can’t
help it, Sita. Circumstances
—or should I say fate 9— make
it impossible thatI arrive hers
at any other time."

' Evading the topic, he asked,
“"How are the children ?°

She gave bim the samns
smile again in answer, and
casting a loving glance to-
watds the sleeping children
she said, ““Thanks to you they
are better. Won’'t you stay
the night ? Of course, you will
have to sleep on the floor,
but...."”

" No ~N—No,”’ said Nana
hurriedly. ‘* Have to go. Got
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o .
some 1mportant business to
settle first.”

Sita's womanly intuition
told her that something was
amiss, She came towards him
and asked kindly, ' Nana, is
something wrong ?"'

He just looked away from
her. I must tell you the
reason why I came tonight.
It was to give you some
money.”” From his pocket he
removed the crumpled notes
and extended them to her.
“Take it and use it well. T
won't be seeing you any-
more."

Sita hesitated to put her
hand.

" Won't be secing me any-
more ? Nand, are you angry
with me ?"'

“ Of course not !

SITA took the notes and

counted them cavefully.
" Why,” she exclaimed,
“theie are one thousand six
hundred 'and two rupees
here! Won't you nes=d them
Nana?'"'

" No, not where I am go-
ing,”’ he sald abruptly. ' Be
seeing you someday, Site!
Then he added. “'Ihope.”
He turned to leave the roum.

As he turned. she caught
his shoulders aud turning him
around luoked into his eyes.
*“Oh, Nana! You are so
kind.” Tears appeared in her
eyes, falling slowly in drop-
lets upon her saree.
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He 1n turn Jooked inta her
eyes, and feeling the grati-
tuae lisplnyed there, he wus
suddenly firled with remorse
feeling, Why, he could naut

fully comprchend. But he
averted his eyes, and bioke
into a laugh. ~“ Now BSita.

Why all this fuss. Take the
money and look after your
children.”

ey uViNG her hands slowly
from his =houldors, he said
ina whisper. " Goodbye and
. NS
goodnight.

U Goodbye  Nana,  Won't
you com= back soon ?”" There
was anyiety and friendship in
her words.

He went out without an-
sweing.

As he muaie his way home-
wa ds, he stavted thinking cf
his present si‘uation. He
knew he could not escape
from the wvnolice. Wherever
he went that cuilt and the
hand of the 1'w would stalk
him. What did he care any-
way? Or did he? He re-
membered with what doter-
minationr he had left the
prison, and his face contorted
into an ironizal laugh. Many
vears back his father had
said to him.

‘<

Life is a game of chanee,
my son. Those whe are poor,
like u<, will vemain poor, un-
less driven by our own greed
into the rottenness of crooked
dealings. Jvery vear you toil
this land, vou will know the
truth of these words.”
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His father was right; Life
was a game of chance.

He hoped Sita would not
learn from where the mouey
had come. Gud bless her
kindly s.ult Confound it,
couldn’t he escape ? He faced
the facts calmly and the an-
swet was obvious. No.!

He reached his house and
vulled his weary body into
bed.

He could unot sleep. He
smoked one beedi alfter an-
other. Ten years or maybe
five, he thought., The second
time they were less consider-
ate. Or would it be three?
They shoull come any mo-
ment now. They were quick
at their work, especially when
everything was laxd b-fore
hem. The time passed, and
the floor was now sprinkled
with half-smoked beedies.

AT long last he heard the

tramp of heavy boots—mili-
tary boots—and exited talk,
That meant only one thiag.
The time had come. o lean-
od backwards on the bed.

Through the closed door he
could hear the noise of the
boots ascending the stairs,
their revervbrating sounds
echoing in the dark night.

Nana threw his last beedi
into the darkness. It struck
with its 1lit end on the hard
floor, bits of red exploding
upon the surface.

He w ﬂ.ited, m**
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TOMORROW, bv 12 o’clock,

I hope I will be free. [
think the judge will sign the
papers by that time, and fiom
thenon ., . T am too thrijled
to imagine that moment of
deliveran -e.

It is one of the curious de-
crees of these lawless days of
our centwry that a man like
me, trying all my best to re-
tain my place in the ijower
middle class, should be pun-
ished, and that too, fully for
the very minor crime T have
committed, while, others
es:ape scol-free with greater
mistakes, Mark you, the
crime may be, as the Indian
Penal Code so very cumber-
somely puts it, the commit-
ting of an act which, by law,
one should unot do, or the
omission of an act, which one
should do. It would have
been a great satisfauction for
me if I had come under either
of these two categories to
merit the punishment that [
have had for these ten years.
But the joke is, 1 have dons
only what is exactly expected
by society of me, and the
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Lo mawasvy

result —hart labour and men-
tal tortuie for ten lonyg years.

BU'J.“ there is one satisfa-tion

still left 1o e, My tather is
still aliveand he will be very
glad to sce me a free biid
again.  Of course. it comes as
a verv rude shioch wheu I am
now to realise that my old
father had all the tima been
in the right and [ have been

{ Skit by GRP:E

preved to be in the wrang, |
stll remember Sividiv o my
departure to Midias fiom m‘\‘
yi[lugu, my olid father’s pan'f
g remai ks to me, “Beware
ot three thirgs, son: wine,
gambling and women, Tknow
you too well to doubt that vou
will indulge in either of the
ﬁrst two. Butthe third one,
1s as dangerous as it is temp-
ting. Promize me. son, that
vou will keep elear off woman,
From Adam downwards thay
have been the r1casua of the
fall of us mev fulks; they
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are p noecessary evil, 1 know,
but for some more time to
came, do keep clear off petti.
coats.”

TL{IS Poleniousic advice may

remind you of Somerset
Maugham’sshort story ‘Facts
of Life’, the hero of which
braaks all the three injunctions
given by his father but still
lives to teil the tale of his
emerging su-cssful out of the
three adventures, If so, your
memory serves yon very wall.
For, | was also reminded
of the same story, and probab-
ly that is why that I promptly
started drinking as soonas 1
set foot in Madras, and
attended all the race meetings
that I had achance to attend.
Of course, 1t did not take ms
a long time to find out that my
father had not swerved far
from the truth in regard to
these two ... er., vices. Still,
one would like to ascectain for
oneself, if you understand
what I mean.

So much for the first two
_parts of my father's advice.
The third one, was of course a
question of promise, and hence
I took great pains to see that
1 did not come into more than
casual contact with the mem.
bers of the other sex. But
things suddenly went wrong.

I can hear you saying,
“* Serve the fellow right; he
flouted every one of the three
injunctions given by his do-
ting father, and now he is
crying over the iwredeemable
past.” Right you are ; these
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ten years of cruelty which 1
have undergone, these years
of mental unvest, are irietriev-
ably gons for me. But con-
solation is there in the fact
that tomorrow, by twelve, in

the noon, I would be declared *

free.

I know the world is full of
cynics who eclaim that gold
cando everything, I have a
thousand and one arguments
to beat any such cynic hollow
if he might choose to a:gue
with me, and prove that gold,
at least in my case, has been
of not much use. No doubt
everything has its own price.

three years after I knew that
I must purchase my libe ty at
any cost, ready to pay through
my nose if it was necessary.
1 hired the best lawyer that
money could get, and stiil
only after three long vears of
trials recording of evidences
and adjournments, that I
could get the judge see my
point of view. ...

JORRY, I am boring you with
details, but liberty may not
mean a thing to you. Or per-
haps, you may be wallowing
in bondage not knowing what
true freedom really means, [
know your sort. Or may be,
you might have got so much
accustomed to this kind of
slavery, that you do not even

know that another kind of--

life—where you are the moun-*
arch of all you survey—is
possible, I know your sort,
too. I have only my sym-
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but here I was, these last O

¢

pathies for you. But I am
made of an altogether differant
stuff. Right now, I =assure
you that at the end of exactly
twantyfour hours, I will have
no weight attached to me, no
silly responsibility thrust
upon me and no sort of reserve
or check on my movements.
Of course, there will be a sort
of scandal, and people will
point me out to you in crowd-
el cafe rooms, and young law
students may be interested in
my case-law., But I do not
bother. I canlive down that
gossip and survive.

As Ihave told you before, it

was for an act which ITwas
socially expected to perform
that I got this undeserved
punishment. Only, it was
against my father's wishes,
who then, was prejudiced
against the whole lot of
women folk and much more so
against Kamala. His letter
to me on that occasion is still
green in my mind. ‘' Do you
now, son, what a serious
thing it is that you have pro-
posed to do? I do accept that
you may be doing this out of
circumstances, and natural
instincys, but it is only he
who rises above circumstances
and natural instincts, that
will be a real man.”” This was
followed by the usual threats
a father holds out to his son
while the latter develops
symptoms of a rebellious
attitude, viz. disowning par.-

entage, cutting off the latter
without even the proverbial
shilling, etc., etc., Neither
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the moving discourse on the
real man or the threats that
followed it, could make me
budge an inch., I heeded not
to his words. With what
results? The hole I find my-
self in, and the predicament I
have let myself into for these
three thousand six hundred
and fifty days (excuse mae;
arithmetic has never been my
strong point. There must be
some leap years in between
these ten years, but the point
is, how many were there ? By
the way, do you edd or take
away a day when the year is

leaping ? Confusing — eh ?)
have been sufficient eye-
openevs. . ... .

But it is better late than
never. I am glad I have now
understood things in their
proper perapective. And
gladder still T am to know
that all that torture and
tyranny are things of the past
and henceforward I will be a
free bird, unless, of course, I
am foolish enough to allow
history to repeat itself - - - -

YES, it is all over. A set.

tlement has been decided
upon and Kamala's lawyer
has also agreed to compromise
and accept the moderate ali-
mony I had proposed to give
to Kamala. The thing is as
goud as settled, and the judge
will undo what I foolishly
did ten long years ago. He
will sign the decree freeing
Kamala and ‘me from our
marriage bond .. .. yes, I am

divorcing my wife from tomorrow.
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ally at vacation times,” said
cemetery.keeper Mme. Rou-
sea as she conducted me
among the tombstones, poitt-
ing out cthe Besnard family
graves. '"Some have been
opened twice,” she said.

When the brilliant Paris law-
yer, Maitre Albert Gaut-at
was fi st asked to take Mme.
Besnard's case he efused.
Then he noticed an oddity in
one of the autopsy repo:rts.
“SoI went thiough all the
reports and found a great
many discrepancies,” Maitre
Gautrat told me. 1 dis-
covered later that not only had
bottles containing samples of
the remains been mixed up,
but bottles from other ceme.
teries had got inte the case.”

In court at Poitiers the law-
yer made great play with
these errors. Bottles were
mislabelled. analysis findings
wara contradictory, Estimates
of the arsenic content of the
same specimens ranged from

no trace '’ to "~ massive let-
hal dose.”” Different labora-
tory techniques  produced
different results. At one point
in the trial Maitre Gautrat
dramaticatly whipped out five
test tubes from under his
robes to confound an embar-
rasrsed prorecution expert on
& question of chemistry.

As for the ordinary wit-
nesses, assei1tions and recan-
tations tumbled from their
lips as they retailed vears.old
village gossip. 1ln the end the
exasperated judge exclaimed,
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"1 find not one solid taot ir}
whole prosecution dossier.’
The bearing was atopped.

The defence lawyer was
conceded a resocunding victory
—and France waited for the
second round. Mme. Besnard
remained in jail, working part
of the time in the kitchen.
Warder=s remarked on her re.
ligious devotion which includ-
ed invoking the aid of her 13
" dear departed ones.”

The second trial started
with a clean slate at Bou:deau
in 1954. A new panel of poi-
son exverts had been set up;
the bodies had Dbeen re-ex-
humed. Fresh samples had
been analyzed and carefully
stored in new bottles. The

- charge was redured to mention

only six wvictims. Xvidence
vn the others had been rather
mix d up while being trans-
poited i1 boxes between Lou-
dun, Marseille, Paris and
Poitiers,

Again everything  weng
wrong for the prosecution.
Chief local witness Auguste
Massip had to be ejected
from the court. So did his
brother. The judge, purple-
faced, forbade them to con-
tinue their impassioned spee-
chifying. Postmistress Pin-
tou withdiew her deathbed
revelation story. Wild charges
were bandied back and forth
concerning ex-convicts ems«
ployed as spies; anoymous
letters; assassination orders
to Marseille gangsters; 8
1,000,000-franc bribe. A my-
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story man, a handsome Ger-
nan ex-P.O.W. formerly em-
dloyed by Mme. Besnard on
1er faim, figured in the case
but not in court. He failed
0 appear as & witness and
ined in absentia.

Mme. Besnard  herself,
Iressed in widow's weeds,
vas a good match for her
weeusers.  Questioned about a
etter she allegedly wrote
n jail saying ““ I am guilty”’,
the said she was under con-
siderable strain at the time
ind left out the word “‘not.”

There were 75 witnesses,
teveral of them distinguish-
i/d professors. Two terms of
sading French scientists took
yart in what was widely billed
is the ** battle of the toxico-
ogists.” Their involved
echnical discussions fill a
arge part of the four-foot
iigh Besnard dossier Maitre
fautrat showed me in his
Raris office.

The court heard descrip-
ions of the exhumations with
risly devails of decomposing
iodies, skeletous and rotting
offins. The case hinged on
vhether or not arsenic in the
emetery soil could have per-
neated the buried bodies. The
rosecution claimed there was
. great deal mote poison in
he bodies than in the soil.
\gainst in the defence, using
heir opponents’ figures, argu-
d the bodies contained much
10re arsenic than was needed
0 cause death; and that
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therefore poison must have
been absorbed from the soil
after death.

Three hairs were procduced
in court and passed among
the jury., They wore said to’
have been thoroughly sham-
pooed to remove all extraneous
matter, Yet they contained
60 times more arsenic than
hair normatly contains., The
prosecution deduced the poi.
son must have entered the
hair during life because “'hair
can absorb arsenic only
through the bloodstream,”
But is that a fundamental law
of chemistiy? The defence
promptly produced an expert
to testify that arsenic could
indeed penetrate hair after
death,

So it went on, Every argu-
ment put up was speedily
knocked do wmn., Intricate
mathematical equations and
diagrams done on a black-
board merely added to the
confusion, The wunfortunate
jury watched the experts fight
each other to a standstill—
while Muitre Gautrat, cold
and incisive, thvew doubton
t}Iair methods and everything
eise.

In the third week of the
trial it was decided something
drastic had to be done to bring
order out of the chacs,
nothing less than a complete
new scientific probe by a
team of ‘‘super exports.’
Three members of the French

— Please see page 64
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THE girl yawned goftly and
let the book she had been

reading slide, with a rustle of

turning pages, to the floor.

Surely it was nearly time for
Tom to ‘'phone her. Always at
gix o'clock on club nights he
rang to assure himself that
she was all right.

For a man two years mauried
Tom was excessively atten-
tive. A little stupid, perhaps,
but it was a lovable stupidity
that the girl found easy fto
overlook.

There was another noise in
the room—a strange, stealthy
sound, inexplicable and rather
terrifying. Instinctively she
knew that there are someone,
else in the room. Two people,’
at least; she could tell by their
breathing. They were Cross-
ing the door that led from
the entrance-hall, behind her
chair, towards the library.

Silently, she contemplat.
ed the situation. The obvious
deduction was that these
were burglars., Cold fear
laid its chill on her heart.

by S. A. J. CARRINGTON

She sighed and glanced at
her wrist-watch. 1t had stop-
ped. Behind her, on the far
wall, was a clock. She listen-
ed intently, trying to distin-
guish its tick among the
mingling sounds that came
from the street below.

Yes, the clock was going !

She turned lazily in the low
arm chair so that she could
soe the face of the clock.
Then, sudderly she stopped,
and her head half turned,
her syes dilating.
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THE girl toyed with the idea
of remainiug hidden ; but
only for a few ssconds. Then
a wave of courage swept
through her, and she stood up
boldly. As noiselessly as they
must have entered the room
one of the two men who faced
ber walked swiftly to her
side. He caught her wrist
warningly, but without vi‘_ql-.
ence. The other leered atilis
companion’s gentleness and,
gaping at the open door, pre-
pared for flight.

The difference between the
INDIA MAGAZINE

twe men was marked even to
the girl, terrified as she was
by the danger of har position.
The one, whose cool, tapsring
fingers rested on her wrist,
was a gautleman, an ex-officer,
she decided, by his upright
bearing. The other man,
unshaven and uncouth, em-
bodied the popular conception
of the pugilist-crook of cheap
fiction.

“YOU'LL be allright,” the
first man assured the girl
quietly, ‘if you keep quiet!”

It was a threat, yet the
accent was Oxford, and his
tone so gentle that she smiled
back her reply.

" There seems to be no al-
ternative, is there ' she
asked.

“Oh, I'm not going to
shoot you—unless you are
unreasonable,”” he returned
quickly.

He seemed quite a pleasant
fellow for a burglar. So the
girl smiled again. But for all
the calm she showed, her
knuckles still shone white
where she clutched the arm of
aer chair, and the tiny pink
iips ot her fingers trembled
visibly.

Desperately she must play
for time. Atany minute now
aexr husband might 'phone up.
The relief that hearing his
roice would  ©bring, even
shough she had no sset plan of
soliciting his aild over the
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‘phone, would steady her nez-
ves.

" Very well,”” she assented.
“You can release my wrist, I
won't shout—or scream,’ she
added.

The man dropped her wrist
with a muttered apology. Her
apparentcalm seemed a relief.
He turned to his waiting
companion. ‘“You find the
safe, Biil,”" he directed, ‘Il
look after the gicl.”

The second man stroked the
gtubble on his chin, doubtful
as to the wisdom of leaving
his companion with the girl.
Then deciding to obey, he be-
gan a rapid search of the flat.
After five minutes’ absence
he came back and whispered
conversation followed. The
girl caught little words and
sentences.

““Don't be squeamish, Ran-
dolf,”” she heard. Then glan-
ces at her, and something
about wasting valuable time,
aud a quick gateway. A mut-
tered oath from the searcher,
and from the first man, rather
more loudly :

“I'll make her talk.”

HE came across to her, his

_ face set and grim. His
mission seemed unpleasant,
even to himself, and she
ghrank from him.

“1 want the combination
number of the safe,”’ he de-
manded brusquely,
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She shook her head resolu.
tely, although her heart was
hammering at her breast. She
seemed to be more regretful
than defiant—as if she would
have liked to help, but
couldn’t.

“T'M sorry. I'm notin my hus.
band’s codfidence at the
moment.”” She lied with a
well-feigned blush at what
must seem to be a forced ad-
mission—a tearing down of
Lier secrets before strange
men. ‘I don't know the
combination number.

The mecond man guffawed
coarsely, incredutous, ““Cowme
across clean, lady.” he urged,
in a mixture of Bowery and
Limehouse, “or you'll get
"urt, else.””

But she was telling the
truth, sho persisted. The com-
bination . was a jealously
hidden secret from her. She
turned to the first man pite-
ous!y, a plea in her eyes ; she
was in all respects the negle-
cted wife. Inwardly she
wondered how long she could
keep up this lie without be-
traying herself.

“I don’t kunow it, [ tell
vou,” she said again woarily,
"I don’t—honestly !"

She felt his gvrip on her
wrist tighten. His hot breath
flamed on her cheek. She
shuddered. But she met his
eves bravely and did not
flinch,
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" She's right, Bill!"” he
snapped. ‘' She doesn’t know
it. Let's try the usual way.
And make it snappy !

He knew too much of wa.»
men, that man, and had
been easily deceived. The
gitl felt a mingled sorrow and
amusement that he was suffi-
ciently educated to be taken
in by her bluff. She was con-
scious, too, that he was
sympathising with her; but
she did not feel annoved. A
gentleman, this, if she had
ever met one.

Strange, she reflected, how

ons met real gentleman of °
this world in queer circums-

tances like this. And strange

how gentleman were so cre-

dulous of the ‘ misunder-

stood wife * story. The other

man, Bill, for instance—he

would never have been taken

in. He'd have bullied her till

he got the truth.

The safe was in the library,
and it seemd that Bill worked;
fastest alone. Su Randolf
stayed with the girl and wat-
ched her every movement.

FIVE minutes passed, Bill

came back sweating. ‘‘'It's
bloomin’ ’ot,”” he announced,
and would have helped him-—
self to a stiff peg from the
decauter, neat. But the other
man, who apparently directe
matters, siphoned it for him?!
soborly.

“ That's all you get,'” he
warned.

INDIA MAGAZINE

Bill went back to his lab-
ours. Thistime he was away
about ten minutes, Then the
heat of the evening, and the
love of raw spirit, drew him
back into the lounge.

URING this respite the girl
had chatted with the oth.ex:
man. For a burglar, she decid-
ed, he was an interesting man.

“ It’s coming,” announced
Bill, nodding over his shoul-
der. °‘ Apother three minutes
an’ wa're in. But it's—"’

Then the telophone rang,

He stopped short. All thres
stared across the room to
where the instrument stood.
A threat to the men—a hope
for the girl.

She made a quick move
towards it. Not looking at
her; but keeping his eyes on
the 'phene, Randolf pulled her
back.

“Let it ring,”’ he said quick-
ly. " Justletitring till it's
tired of ringing.” And to
Bill: ' Better get on with
your work. Make it snappy.”

" You'd be wise if you'd
let me answer it,’’ said the
girl slowly. ““You see, it's—
it's my husband. He's at his
clab, I expect, and ti.at's just
at the bottom of the road near
the bus stop. He rings every
evening about this time to see
if there is anything he can
order for me, If he gets no
answer—'’

She left the smentence un-
finished. She knew only too
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well that Tom would not ring
for long, but would conclude
that she had gone out shop.
ping. Later, if he did 'phone
again it would be too late. But
Randolf knew nothing of this.

““ All right,”” he decided.

He took the revaolver she had
guessed already was hidden
in his pocket and pointed it
at her. ' But one false move
and—you understand ?

“ That's only a threat,’’ she
replied. " But you'll hear
every word that I say, so why
worry ? You've got the up-
per hand, and 1 know it, as
you do !”

She took the receiver from
the 'phone. A euddenly in-
epired plan came to her as
she heard her husband’s
voice. She turned her back
to the man behind her, so that,
although he was close to her,
he could not see the one pink
finger-tip that rested on the
receiver arm.

** Hallo, Tom I’ she began.
*“ Yes, this is Hilda 1"

SHE began to talk quickly,

as if in reply to questions
asked her. It was convincing,
although it called for all her
wits to make it so, and the
man behind her did not sus-
pect that the other end of the
wire was only a wondering
silence,

Her finger was pressed
down so that the man at the
other end could hear nothing.
And alternatively cutting the
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line, then opening it for eer-
tain of the words she spoke
to be transmitted, she sent a
message of despair to her
husband.

She began with her finger
down :

"YES, Tom. Oh! We'll need

the meat for the dinner to-
morrow. Tell them to''—she
lifted her finger slightly, and
the words flowed through
uninterrupted—"*' send a man"
—down went her finger—

*“ with it tomorrow about
three. Oh ! Did you, darling?
Yes, I'll post it""— up went
receiver again—'' at once.”
Then down-again. ' Yes, I
knew it was''—the receiver
was up a third time—"' very
urgent’” — and then down
again quickly—‘but I thought
perhaps you meant to enclose
a postscript to.night after
you'd seen Walters.”

She paused to lat her be-
wildered husband ask her
questions that she could an-
swer with negatives or afirm-
atives.

All he had heard so far had
been : ‘' Send a man at once,
Very urgent.’’ Surely he would
understand !

* But what's the matter?"*
he demanded.

Apparently he hadn’t under-
38

stood ; so depressing the re-
ceiver, she again began her
Morse code. “Well, [ was”
—she relsased the receiver
“hardly in a position to ex-
plain’’—then down again—
“‘to be"'—up, for the last time

— " gafe.”"

At last the sluggard Tom
seemed to understand.

““ What! Is this a joke, dar-
ling or—I've got your mes-
sage 80 far to be: 'Send a
man at once—very urgent-——
hardly in a position to ex-

plain—safe. that correct,
Hilda '

" Yes, darling,” she return-
ed openly, now abandoning
her tactics. ''I'm so glad you
understand. You woun't for-
goet to order the meat, will
you ?”’

WHEN she rang off, she

remembered that Tom had
heard nothing about the meat
before. She guessed the con-
text would puzzle him. It~
did, but he sent the man
quickly, nevertheless. The
man wore a blue uniform and
a helmet, and he took quite a
little crowd of companions
with him, similarly garbed.
Accompanying them was the
girt’s husband, tortured with
fear for her safety.

She cried a little, softly, as
the policeman took the bur-
glars away, and her husband
comforted her openly with
tender words.

—Please see p..ge 64
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FORGED STAMPS MINT MONEY |,

HE FOOLED THE WORLD’S EXPERTS

41 IN 35 years I have coun-
terfeited 391 postage
stamps. I have shown these
great philatelic experts in
London Rome, New York and
Paris to be what they are
—fools and blockheads!”

Gaunt and gray but lacking
neither vitality nor humour,
Tl-year old Jean de Sperati
added, ““Even when I told
them of my forgeries they
would not belisve me.” He
produced his two ‘‘ golden
books" with 234 of his choice
stamps, each a masterpiece in
forgery. Their catalogue
value is about & 100,000 and
they could have been sold as
genuine, he says, because all
were certified by one expert
or another. And he made
three to six copies of each.

I visited Sperati at his home
—Moonlight Villa he calls it
—at this beautiful spa in the
French Alps. Here he has
lived since 1936. The British
Philatelic Society had an-
nounced its purchase of all his
presses, inks, dies and other
materials for the protection
of 15,000,000 philatelists
throughout the world. The
London officials would not tell
how much they paid Sperati
beyond saying that & 12,000,
asg reported in one newspaper,
is too high a figure, Sperati is
keeping it a secret also. But
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the society spent more than
% 30,000 in publishing a four-
volume catalogue of Sperati’s
work as further protection.

He leafed over to his copy
of the Swedish orange error, a
three.skilling stamp, the only
one of its kind in the world.
Once owned by the late ex-
King Carol of Roumania, the
original is valued at % 30,000.
The prized Vancouver Island
five and 10 cents, the New-
foundland scarlet vermilion
six-pence and the orange ver-
milion six-and-balf pence
represent more grist for his
stamp mill,

1 am a naturalised French
citizen "' said Sperati. ‘I was
born in Pistoia. Italy, and
my father was a colonel in the
Italian Army. I was only 12
and going to school in Pistoia
when [ discovered my art for
imitation. Our teacher liked
to autograph the report cards
of the bright pupils. Feeling
sorry for the dull ones I for-
ged this teacher’s name to
their cards.”

At 16, Sperati began to
scorn experts in Turin where
he was introduced to phil-
ately through his brother,
Max a professional stamp
dealer. Jean splurged his
savings on a French colonies
stamp only to learn from one
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arbiter that it was a forgary.
A second pronounced it gen-
uine and a third further con-
fused him by insisting it was
““ genuine but repaired.’’

Another brother, Mariano,
owned a graphic arts studio
and specialised in postcards.
Sperati learned the fine points
of contact photography, eng-
raving and colour from a
cousin, the mayor of Guar-
cino.

At 25, Sperati opened an
agency in Paris for Max, the
philatelist, Meeting many
collectors and dealers, he re-
alised that they always scem-
ed at the mercy of experts.

For his own protection
Sperati stesped himself in
philately. He read every-
thing he could on the subject.
He travelled all over Europe
to stamp auctions. Unable to
afford genuine rare stamps in
perfect condition, he bought
seconds at bargain rates and
studied their colour and tex-
t.ure- Through his intelligent
Interest and knowledge he
won the confidence and respect
of wealthy collectors, They
-allowed him to inspect
closely, often to photograph
their rare exhibits.

He bought microscopes,
spectroscopes, quartz lamps
and cameras. He studied the
ingredients of gums, agar-
agar, albumin, gelatin, flour
and bone, and those plants
th_a,t vield gums asafetida,
mimosa and myrrh.
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Then for the fun of it he
began to copy. With a blea-
ching agent be renioved the
design of genuine cheap
stamps, preserving water-
marks and perforations. Iie
retouched negatives to em-
phasise reality in the finished
engraved product, ITe made a
little copper furnace to  pro-
duceinks similar to those of
1840, the year of the first
postage stamp.

“My first attempts,”” Sperati
told me, “wers mnot good or
bad, just fair. But scon 1
was better than I expected.
I told my friends. One offer-
ed to tyry my work on a (er-
man expert in Burlin., Back
came the stamp, signed as
authentic by a Mr. Thier.”

Sperati quit the ageney to go
into the business of copying
rare stamps. He autographed
earh masterpiece on the back.
“If people wanted to know
what the real stamps fooked
like. Why shouldn’t they?”
he asked. ““What help could
they ever expect from the ex-
perts?”’ Really 1 was no
more of a forger than a paint.
er who goes to the Louvre to
copy Mona Lisa, In Paris I
saw them doing that every
day. I consider myself an
artist and [ call my busineas
La Philatelatelie d” Art."”

But Sparati was not widely
known until November 30th,
1942. Then a French customs
censor, at a postal control
station on the Spanish bor-
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der, pounced upon a packet
of 18 cancelled stamps Sperati
had uniailed to a Lisbon ex-
pert. The censor charged
Sperati with exporting French
capital, contrary to wartime
restrictions, in the form of
rare postage stamps. The
prosccutors valued the coun-
terfeits at & 7,500 — about
500,000 francs at that time.

At the trial in Chambery,
capital of Savoy province,
only a few miles from Sper-
atis villa, Prof. Edmond Lo-
card, of Lyon, swore the 18
were genuina,  Sperati was
fined 300 000 francs. Of course
Sperati protested that he had
made atl the stamps in his villa
and, of course, little attention
was paid to his defence. His
lawyer, George Jacobs, ap-
pedled. At the second hearing
Sperati produced three more
sets of 18 already held as
evidence.

Paving more attention to
Sperati this time, the court
quickly adjourned after ask-
ing Dr. Locard and a couple
of other experts to take a
gecond look. Fearing the
court might defer a verdict
indefinitely and acting on the
principle that the best defence
is another offence, Sperati
laid a trap.

Presently three more
experts, one in Paris and two
in Marseilles, ware getting re-
gistored letters from a Mile.
Anne Corne, each containing
15 stamps catalogued as rare.
Mlle didn’t wish to sell them,
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no, she merely wanted to
know if they were genuine.
All the expeits formally cer-.
tified the specimens as gen.
uine. They also pleaded with
her to let some go. After
several written entreaties
she sold one to each at the
catalogue price. By a coin-
cidence each was an Olden-
burg 5, issued by a former
German state and worth about
% 300 as, up to that time, there
were only 10 in Eurepe,

Each expert was happy with
his purchase until they met
in Paris and compared notes
on recent acquisitions. ‘‘I've
come upon an Oldenburg, a
treasure '’ they announced
almost in chorus. Placing
them side by side they dis-
covered a fact remote indeed
from the realm of coinci-
dence: on each stamp the
cancellation marks were in
identical position.

Charging off to the office of
Leon Miro, director of a
dealers’ syndicate, they com-
plained with such vigour that
he lannched a criminal fraud
suit against Sperati, demand-
ing 1,000 000 francs damages.
Miro singled out Sperati be-
cause Mlle. Anne Corne, it
quickly developed. is the old
maestro’s mister-in-law. The
stamp world was outraged.

Inthe end—and that did not
come until nearly 10 years
after the firstcharge—on July
25th, 1952, Sperati was clear-

ed of all allegations. *
—J, Y, NICOL
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ON PUNCTUALITY

PUNCTUALITY is certain-

ly a desirable virtue in
men and women. But I am
afraid, like everything else, it
can easily be developed into
a fad. Iknew of a judge who
would pompously emerge out
of his chambers exactly at the
first stroke of eleven, so that
he could occupy the seat at
the last stroke. There are
ndeed people who would
make a fetish of punctuality
and fall foul upon their sub-
srdinates if the latter were
late even by one minute.

But perhaps you will feel
surprised to hear that there
are very many occasions when
you really hate to find your-
self the victim of punctuality !
Let me not keep you in sus-
pense. I will hastento illus-
trate. You can certainly
never say that your creditor
is by any means unpunctual,
Even if you ask him to come
to receive his dues on a parti-
cular day and a particular
hour with the twin objects of
Impressing your creditor with
your bonafides and putting off
the evil day with really no
idea of paying him his dues at
the back of your brain, you
are sure to meet him at the
appointed hour on the appoin-
ted day. Of course, you are
intensely displeased at the
very sight of him and almost,

fly at him in anger, and men-
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tally curse him for his inter.
pal punctuality.

If you are an appointing
authority, and fix a time for
interviewing prospective emp-
loyees, and they turn up—
the unemployed at least have
never known to be unpunctual
—with great punctuality, at
the appointed hour, you feel
only nettled by their punctual-
ity, especially, if you have
other more pressing business
on hand.

Take again the case of one
who goes to you for a favour;
you put him off asking him to
come other day. When he
humbly asks you the day.on
which he might comse, you

feel irritated and shout out,
‘“ Come on some other day,”
and if he persists in request-
ing you to make an appoint.

ment, you feel your pationcevg'
exhausted and give him some -

date and hour, of course,
never expecting to see him
again ; for you at least never
meant to keep the appoint-
ed hour, exact to the minute.
You feel no pleasurs on see-
ing him, though he has but
obgerved the strictest pun-
ctuality.

OUR insurance agent ix
‘noted’ for his punctuality.
From the very naxt day after
you have received an appoint-
ment order, he begins to
pester you with his morning
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and evening visits with his
gratutiou: advice about the
enefits of an fnsured life,
specially to your dependents.
He atleast puts you in mind
of the transitoriness of life
and the unpredictability of
the duration of your life, And
he is prepared to meet you at
any hour on any day conven-
ient to “you” and continue
hig lectures on the benefits of
insurance. But the only
thanks he gets from you, for
all his punctuality, is, you
just give him the slip and
avoid even meeting him.

TAKE the case of lovers, They

are the best illustrations
of punctuality. They never
fail to keep time. To do so
would only plant the suspici-
on of indifference, if not of
infidelity in their hearts,
resulting in the very break-
down of further progress in
their love-affairs, Sometimes,
it may cause one of the
lovers even to commit suicide
under the mistaken impres-
sion that the other has proved
traitrous.

Want of punctuality has
indeed sometimes been attend-
ed with an unpleasant, if not
disastrous, results to certain
category of employers. In
olden days, the professional

musicians, would always
observe “Indian punctuality”
—a very unfair expression
which we really do not de-
serve—in beginning their per-
formances. And generally
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the audience, the majority of
whom consisted of students,
would get restlass and the
promoter had great ado in
keeping them in good humour.
Incidentally, I wonder if
these instances do not show
that far from tolerthing un-
punctuality, we do protest
against i,

Equally has unpunctuality
been sometimes a providential
blessing to many of us. Have
we not oftan heard of how a
slight delay has been the
cause of the averting of very
serious accidents which might
have meant incalculable loss
to human lives and property !

SO that, we cannot say un-
punctuality is always an
unmixed blegsing. Both pun-

ctuality and unpunctuality
have brought the greatest
havoc as well as the greatest
blessing to mankind., But
this can be said with certain-
ity. Punctuality is the very
life-breath of military oper-
ations. Under no circums-
tances can it be ignored in
pélis ane field of human activ-
ity.

Thers are many people who
observe ‘double standards’ in
the matter of punctuality. By
punctuality they generally
mean that others dealing with
them should be punctual. But
as far as they themselves are

63



concerned, they don't feel
bound by eny such rule.
Eapecially is this so, in the
ocase of Officials—I mean, a
majority of them. The hon-
ourable minority consists of
those who either keep time or
those who have atleast the
courtesy to apologise for
their late-coming. The maj-
ority care two straws for the
feelings of people who have
to wait on their pleasure.
They do not see any ~irtuein
favour-seeking people keeping
time, which they do in their
own self-interest !

BUuT there are a number of

people in India, who will
flock to their place of
appointment /fong befure the
appointed hour. Railway
stations are always full
of people who come even
a hour prior to the scheduled
time and wait for an hour
more for the train to come,
On examination days, school-
boys go to schools long before
the hour of examination,
Prospective emplayees often
crowd the corridors of offices
long before the hour of inter-
view. All this is due to a
fear-complex that they might
after all some-how be late and
want to allow ‘ample’ time
for all contingencies which
might prevent them from
being punctual and thus misg
the bus «Fx

—M. 8. V.
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The Case that Rocked France
—Continued from page 53

Academy of Science, one of
them the atomic scientist,
Prof. Joliot Curie, were ap.
pointed to sift the mass of
conflicting expert testimony
and arrive at a conclusion

Meanwhile Mme. Besnard
waits alone in her stone house
at Loudun. When I informed
her that her lawyer in Paris
had told me her case would
probably come up soon, she
clapped her hands with joy.
“C'est merveilleux,” she
cried in her high-pitched
voice. For Mme. Besnard has
all along protested her in-
nocence. ¥

—W. G. MATTERS.
¢S. 0. §'
—Continued from page 58

“I'm glad, darling.”” she
whispered, '’ that you didn't

forget to 'phone me up, or I-

could not have sent my S.0 8.

““In future,” he promised,
with sudden resolution, ““I'm
not leaving you here alone in
the evenings at all.”

At the local police station,
Randolf Greenhill, adven-
turer, gentleman, and cracks-
man, smiled softly. In some

pxofessxons he concluded, a°

gentleman is unfairly handx-
capped. ¥
Y ;
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