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ROLE OF AN OPPOSITION

ERY shortly the battle of the elections will have
been over. The din and dust of controversy will
have settled down and the new Governments will have
begun their tasks in a far quieter atmosphere. What
will be the shape of things to come? We venture the
guess that while Congress will find itsell in the saddle as
before, opposition parties or groups will function in
greater strength.

Oue of our elder statesmen, Sri C. Rajagopalachari,
has been repeatedly emphasising the need for an effective
Opposition if democracy is to have a healthy growth in
our country. His view found ready endorsement by
Lord Attlee who visited India a few months ago. That
the Congress is wedded to democracy we shall readily
concede. But one-party rule, when all is said and done,
will render idle parts of the machinery that should keep
democractic processes alive. This is a danger that must
be guarded against.

But the question is whether the opposition groups
in State Assemblies and in the Lok Sabha will rise to the
occasion. They must sink their petty differences, forget
their animosities and knit themselves into a proper op-
position party, based on a broad well-defined policy and
programme, We should not expect so much of sniping as
constructive criticism that should act as a brake on the
party in power. For this purpose the various groups and
independents in the Legislatures must seek re-alignment.
This is a desirable development to which progressive

— Please see page 4




IMPROVE VILLAGES

V.DJ:..Toynbea, the famous
historian, remarked in the
course of a speech that 90 per
cent of India’s population live
In the villages. How can
their standard of living be
raised ? ‘M ore employment
opportunities must be provi.
ded for villagers during the
idle season. Good roads must
be !aid out to link villages
which are mostly inaccessible
during the rain Y season,
Thgy must be taught to keep
their surroundings clean and
sanitary and their water sup-
ply pure and uncontaminated.
Amenities like electricity,
radio sets in public centres
for groups of villages will go
a long way towards ameliorat-
ing their'lot. The continuous
trek to towns and cities will
Lia checked, if not stopped al-
toagether, if village life is
17ada more  attractive. It
should be o prime responsibi-
lity of the new Governments,
both State and Central.
DISGUSTING

An explosive sitution has
been created by the Security
Council’s new resolutions on
Kashmir. That blood is thic-
ker than water is proved by
the fact that the United States
has thrown its weight on the
side of the United Kingdom.
Our Prime Minister’s visit to
Washington has produced no

¢

tangible result. On the cont
rary, Indo-U.S. relations have
slightly deteriorated. of
Indo-British relations th e
less said the better.

ROLE OF AN OPPOSITION

—EDITORTAL Continued

leaders must give their care-
ful thought and attention.
Almost all parties in the
country have declared them-
selves in favour of socialism
In varying degrees and so the
difficulties about a coalition
tgwards an effective Opposi-
tion will not be insuperable.

But Communists are not
eéasy or dependable allies
though Shri Jaya Prakash
Narain may think otherwise.
The nation is yet to be provid-
e(_i with proof that they have
given up-their extra-territ-
patriotiem and their mental
reservations about a bloody
and violent revolution to over
throw the present order of
gociety and government.
Communal groups, pledged to
liquidate minority communi.
ties and demand separate
‘sthans, are as dangerous as
the Communist party. and
must be avoided like the

.plague. Will they subordinate

their objectionable views and

agree to a common platform

in regard to a healthy opposi-

tion?
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WEFIR ONLY DAUGHTER)
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L, you see, I am a
¢ WEI;achr retiring sort qf
person. Actually I am the reti-
red head-clerk of a reputed
firm of this place. Though I
was head.clerk for two o;

ree years only, you see,
g;d s};rved with that firm
from the beginning, that is
nearly thirty-five years now.

My wife, well, I do take
pride in her, has man?.ged, I
should add, very well indeed,
within my meagre salary. We
have put by something for my
old age, as well as given our
only daughter Parvati, the
best we could afford. Though
itis I who say it, s.he is a
very well-behaved girl. She
would never trouble us for
anything, no, not even for a
skirt, or even pester her mo-
ther to dress her in anew
way that had just come into
vogue among her classmates.

Some said that we petted
her too much, because she
was born rather late in my
life. I was completing my
fortieth year, when Parvati
was born, and I did not have
any kids after that. But I
should admit that I have
never said a harsh word to
her. No, sir, not me. My
wife even went one step bgtter
than I did and she practical-
ly worked like a slave to keep
her happy. Of courss, we
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e By SUDHA RANGARATHAN ————— -

taught her household work
also. Parvati could sing to-
lerably. We made her comp-
lete her schooul course, before
we thought of her marriage.
My wife was rather against
sending Parvati to college, as
she thought it might turn her
head and give her ideas above
our means,

Parvati is an ideal girl. She
never objected to the bride-
groom selection we were go-
ing through. Whenever we
asked her opinion, she would
just smile and say, “You
know best, father,”” and blush.
I loved to see the colour rise
in her spotless, fair cheek,
and her delicate ears turn red
under her abundant black
curly hair. I used to tease her
also. Of course. we were
careful enough not to praise
her openly.

SHE grew up to be a niodest,

unassuming girl, very pretty
and accomplished. You see,
I had retired by this time and
settled down in a small house
bought with my savings. 1
used to sit in the verandah
in the mornings, pretending to
read the mnewspaper, but
actually watching the passers-
by on the road. Well, one day
a young fellow came straight
to me, and asked me if we
could go inside the house for
& minute. When I had com.,

&



piled with his request, hLe
came straight to the point,
and declared that he wanted
to' marry my daughter., He
said he was working in a
company as a clerk, and stood
a fair chance for quick pro.
motion. He also added that
he was without any near re-
lations and that he had come
to this place to canvassorders
for his firm. It seems he had
seen my daughter often,
was  pleased with

his frank demeanour, '\_

and could guess by
the way that Parvati
was peeping at him
from behind the door,
that she had taken a
fancy to this fellow.
But how could I re-
ply so quickly, on
such a heavy matter?
I said I would let
him know in two
months.

IN the meanwhile, I

made enquiries
about him, and
learnt that he was
perfectly honest in
his representations.
So, on an auspicious
day, when Parvati
was just turning
seventeen, we marri-
ed her off to this
young man, with ocur
blessings. I was very
happy +that I had
secured such a good

son-in-law. My idea
was to persuade him
to take up a job in
this place itself, so

6

that we could be
Parvati often,
succesafyl

meeting our
A But I was not
In the quest of a

Joo forhim, (Am I m

i : der-
Ing toom ean

80 very uch? You gee I am

) broud of the peaceful
life that God hasg blegg;genllle

::)ith, th.a.t I have fallen into
© habit of talking too much.

I am ap old man now, so
please bear with
ently),

me pati-
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LAst year has been lucky

for us, Parvati has been
blessed with a son—my
grandson! He will be com-
pleting one year this Septem-
ber. You cannot believe if,
but I tell you that there never
was a better .baby on earth.
The few months that Parvati
stayed here with us, during
Ler confinement, I think, were
the best period I had ever
spent in my life. They were
over too quickly for me. Why,
my grandson was so clever,
and healthy (may Heaven
preserve him from evil eyes)
that he could distinguish bet-
ween me and others, when he
wag just four months old, and
Parvati had to leave us to join
her husband. He was such a
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nice healthy fellow and would
bawl like anything for his
food, but he was always
very quiet with me. Every-
body here says that he has
taken after me in his looks.
Why, even now, in the last
letter that Parvati had writ-
ten, she has mentioned that
the young chap was the spit-
ting image of me.

MY wife says that 1 should

write everything, as far
back as I can remember, So
that [ can give my grandson a
¢lear idea of how his mother
was and how his grandparents
brought her up. { thought it
was a good idea' and that_is

why Iistarted on this... 720

Shankerdas putidown_' the




papers he had been writing,
The newspaper boy had come,
Eagerly he received it and
opened it for the fresh morn.
ing mnews. Why? What
meets his eye? ‘Severe
Earthquake rocks Anjar and
surrounding areas”—Oh Lord!
He let out a shout that
brought his wife running to the
front. With tears streaming
from his eyes, he mumbled
incoherently, pointing to the
paper. His wife took it more
bravely, and immediately set
about preparing for a journey
to her daughter’s place—at
Anjar.

SHANKERDAS refused to take

her with him. He feared the
evil that lay before him, and
the strain for his wife. Hae
had learnt from the telegraph
office that all communications
were cut and that there was
no use appealing. He rushed
to the railway station, only
to learn that the train stopped
several miles before the des-
tination, and that there would
be no guarantes of further
transport being available. As
a last resort, he rushed fran-
tically to his old manager’s
bungalow. Fortune was
kind and the old Seth lent his
ear and driver.

Slowly, at least to Shanker-
das, it seemed slow, the toru-
ous path was traversed.
They had covered the three
hundered odd miles within
ten hours. By the time he
reached the suburbs of the
city or at least what was left
of it, it was very late in the

gllght. Everywhere, police-
Mén  were going round in
jeeps and armed patrols were
guarding the havge of Nature.
ur?tsicr“le squads were working
unt urll%lrs‘r’eat tlt;eiv_- tremend-

. -racking task, by
tsl?mhgl}c]‘t of flares and torches.
ot 8 kind-hearted souls were
hu(;ldgl dround the groups of
o ed townsmen, cheering
4 mka.nd offering them help.
an;n he_rdas forgot his hunger
e 1S grief when he saw

. aeroic struggle of man
against Natyurg, With 0?18

pitiless gesture, she had h

, url-
gcfl thousands upon thousands
o uman beings into the
lygs of despair, Still the
glorious spirit that has sur.

vived in M .
n an from ti i
memoria), me im-

ﬁghting:*

H(‘;PE glowed again
- roast. Perhaps hig Parvati

ould be amongst the suryiy.
gl‘l. He tried to peer into the
fenumbed,' shock-stricken
aces, but it was too dark
The driver advised him to
wait tiil daylight. A police
o_fﬁcer had come there by this
time, and asked him the
reason for his arrival. Shan.
kerdas told him about Parvati
and his anxiety for her. The
officer also advised him gruff-
ly but kindly, to sleep till the
morniing and then start gear-
ching and in the meanwhile.
not to disturb anybody,

in his

A Then the next tremor came.
Earth trambled again to sec
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the havoc she had caused un-
wittingly—so many years of
labour destroyed in a few
seconds. It was mild in in-
tensity, but it spread panic
among the helpers and the
sufferers. Even Shankerdas
felt like dropping bis quest
and running away, screaming,
with the erowd, rushing blind-
ly into the outer darkness.
By the time the authorities
could exercise control and
abate the general exodus, the
driver had vanished with the
panic-stricken. Shankerdas
crept to the car, and huddling
there, tried to sieep and rest
his aching muscles and broken
heart.

BY early morning he was up

again and started pester-
ing others to help him. He
was informed that the rescue
squads were still too busy
with the worst affected areas,
and that no individual could
be given help, singly as such.
But he was given permission
to continue his search in the
ruined city, alone.

Groping and  stumbling
among the debris, he met
with many of the ravaged
inhabitants, vainiy trying to
salvage a few of the
valuables and cheri-
shed possessions,
crushed and  held
forcebly by the crum-
bling masonry. Here
angi there, water con-
duits had broken out
and were flooding or
rather polluting the
twisted streets. Slow-
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ly bitterly, guided here and
there by a few kind words of
direction, he groped his way
into the heart of the ruined
sity. )‘tb}sf‘

This mass of rubble was
once a three storeyed building
where his Parvati had been
proud to live, surrounded by
other equally tall buildings.
His son-in-law had been con-
tented that his office was
in the basement and all he had
to do was walk down the
stairs. Now, the two upper
storeys had fallen down
through the lower, leaving
ragged edges of wooden
beams protruding here and
there. The staircase was
blocked by the stones and
timbers. The rescue squad
was busy removing the
stones and broken beams

- carefully and quickly.

The moment he saw
their faces, grim with
deterniination to do their
duty, in spite of all the
hazards and the gruesome
finds they had met with,
Shankerdas realised the
the fate of his daughter and
son-in-law., There was no
need for him to identify the
shapeless mass  of
bodies, pinned beneath
the heavy stone-walls,
their faces unhurt, but
terribly distorted by
fear.

SO that was it. That

was why he was
born in this world, to
suffer untold mise-

]
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Iles, at the cloge of his lif
Oh Lord, take my life l;.ttfci
give them back theirs! What
;lslyhe use of my |jyj G
18 world, worn wj
and toil, while they, ;(t)hyo(ilare
and hopeful, should dj e
horrid death? O , Where i
my grandson, the apple of mls
Eye, my chgbby darling ¢ Oﬁ
ord, grant it that I hold hj
body at least, once more in
my hands, before 1 d'iel'I}
Sk}ankgrdas sat down thep,
with his head ip his hande'
and tears, hot and grim;‘

coursin ; :
cheeks,g down his wrinkleq

JUST then, he hear i
say behind him,a'l'%ha Iv'(s);.ce
I think that theye is sor,ne hosl"
lovxf space here, behing t1 o
.stal_rc:ase. Probably a kitt -
is hlfhng there. Here hel e
bit in heaving thig 'd 0 (? y
There, there, slowly doeg ilé'
oh Gosh ! —heye he gavye

such a loud gasp of astonig.

ment that mad N
his head. 0¢ Shanker tury

There, smilin
an-year-old babg,az:xléliri?u’g i?:
thumb and gazing at them
through his clear black eyeg
Then he lifted hig thumb a.n(i
point'ing at Shankerdas, bab.
bled “da-do”. Here was hope
of a new life gazing at them

through this g i .
Amidst death apnpdalhng .
God’s hand haq pre
child for the futy
das fainted aw
happiness,

desolatiop
served this
re. Shanker.
ay in sheer
* %

INDIA MaGAZINE

T IRIIE'S TORMENT
C%)YY Ytiirer

'I‘WO strong male hands tied

the marital knot round
her neck and feeling it ner-
vously with her shapely
hands Raji knew that her
dreams had come to an end.
There was a film of tears
that threatened to blot out
her vision. She gently brou-
ght up her silk kerchief, wiped
the perspiration on her fore-
head, and then suddenly wiped
her eyes.

““The smoke and the heat
have proved too much for the
darling,” her mother said to
her father. ‘‘Look up, dear,
and smile a bit. They are
showering rice on your head
in blessing.”

But her mother’s voice was
drowned in the shrill laughter
of about half a dozen girls.
They were her old college
mates and were the cynosure
of all male eyes. And they
were teasing the bride.

““See her now,” mocked one
of them., ‘‘She said she was
never going to marry. With
her father’s money she plan-
ned to go to London and New
York for higher studies. She
would come back and serve as
Principal of the Girls’ College

or Director of Public Instruc-
tion."
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“Don’t deride her so0,” war-
ned another girl. '‘She may
still carry on her studies with
her husband’s permission.

“You know what happened
to Kamala who took her M.A.
degree in literature last year.
Her husband was more en-
thusiatic about her trip to the
United Kingdom and announ-
ced his intention of accom-
panying her and all that.
What happened? They went
up to the air port and retur-
ned. She was not feeling
well.”

“"What happened? I haven’t
secen K amala these two
years.”

““Oh, you don’t know. She
later on undertook a_trip to
the maternity hospital.”

ALL the girls giggled; even

the bride could not help smil-
ing. The bridegroom himself
seemed to admire the mis-
chief and liveliness of his
wife’s friends and grinned
from ear to ear.

But Raji's heart was ach-
ing. She was sore at her
grandmother for hustling her
into matrimony. Her own
father was not so keen. He
was prepared to let her comp-
lete her graduate course, but
his own mother (her paternal

u



:;lil:)itlef marked the prepara-
ga.thse (iir this wedding, He
ga a;?l a sheaf of horosco.
astrologeigns%lﬁzg onss of
- ) e

. . E:,xkslglcwdemands froxre;r):rgi‘ll’:;
‘‘‘‘‘ ey atr;lted her father to pay

€ eXpenseg incurred

gtandmother) insisted on see-
ing her Ilnarried, and he had
to comply. What unseemly ang

haste and what hustle and clothsgl;;%es

12

» for hav;

" ha
helteredv}lllilg].fed.
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And then her father’s choi.
ce fell on this young man—
Ramathirthan—who had stu-
died up to Intermediate. What
would people think if they
came to know that she had
sat in the B. A. class? Her
father had plumped for him
because he was a clerk in the
State P.W.D. Though poor,
he would be getting his pen-
sion and would not let his
wife starve.

RAJI had a good look at him.

He was strong but not
so handsome. He had a slight
squint in his left eye. Would
he allow her the same free-
dom which she had enjoyed
in her parental home? In the
innermost recess of her heart
she longed for Pathy, the
voung man, who had remain-
ed with them all these years.
He was an orphan, a distant
cousin, whom Father had
brought up as his own son
and educated him. They had
played together, and she had
even allowed him to make
love to her whenever they
were alone.

But Raji's mother was
shrewd and she put a stop to
the affair by sending him to
her brother in Bombay.
There he got a job as a clerk
in a mill and apparently for-
got all about her.

She was thinking about all
this as she was dozing ina
room behind the kitchen. Her
yvounger sister, Radha, came
running, ‘‘Raji. come to the
pandal, won't you? There is
a big surprise for you. The
musician has come and..."”

‘I have a headache, Radha.
I won’t come unless Father
asks me to.”

“Listen now, do you recog-
nize the voice?' her sister
acked.

““Yes, the musician sings
very well,”” admitted the bri-
de. ‘‘He isrendering ‘Kalya-
ni raga’ in a superb effortless
way. How charming is his
voice. I am eager to sit near
him and enjoy the performan.-
ce.”” As she got up, adjusting
the folds of ber sari, Radha
hugged her. ‘It is an amaz-
ing thing, sister. Your hus-
band is singing now. They
say he is the musician’s pet
pupil and the master has
asked him to deputise for
him 1"

EAGERLY Raji dashed thro-

ugh the hall and reached
the pandal. There was a glow
of pride in her eyes as she
gazed at her husband. She
had at least fallen in love
with her voice now. v

INDIA MAGAZINT
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IT is but natural for a man

to like being praised. But
the well deserved praise is
is only an asset; whereas the
praise lavished on certain
occasions is nothing short of
a curse in disgunise. T am
prompted to make this remark
because some time ago a very
emineht dactor of Bombay
while felicitating a Central
Cabinet Minister during the
course of his address remark-
ed : “Your great love for the
development of such and such
a faculty was evident from
the fact that such and suech
institution had come into ex.
istence entirely through your
efforts.”

The gist of the doctor's
speech appeared in the next
day’s morning papers. Read-
ing i, the doctor’s friend,
curious to know the quantum
of contribution in cash, kind
or any other way of help,
administrative or otherwise,
which the Ministerin gquestion
had made towards the estab-
lishment of the institution
enguired on phone when the
doctor laughed and bhegged
him not to indulge in legpul-
ling as it was common know-
ledge that the Minister had
done nothing whatsoever in
the matter and thai in any
cage he (the doctor) had tfo
say something when he was
called upon to receive the
Minister.
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While receiving an address
of welcome when the recipient
of _the address protested
againet the hyperhole used in
describing his qualities, the
sppkesman of the organis.
ation bresenting the address
remarked : Byt if the true
qualities of a pergon were to
be described pno address of
welsome would ever be pre.
sented :co any member of the
public.” The recipient pyg.

By
RAGHUNATH HADKAR

tested again saying th

was pulling him dogwn ?:;ugﬁ
lower than he deserved to }e
The getleman reassured him
in all sincerity that he hag
made a general remark angd
that the recipient dig have
some qualities which would
be publicly mentioned with.

out being derogator .
prestige. gatory to his

QX one Occasion, g gentle.

man from another State in
Bombayv wag Dromised gy
ad.dz'ess of welsome by alocal
friend but hig stay wag Sh(;l't
and the printed address giq
not arrive in time, S(; t};e
Bombay frieng Tushed wit}
the belated}y arrived addreS;
to the J;a}lwa,y station ané
the recipient almost it
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hung out of the window to
snatch it as it was handed over
to him in the running train,
shouting that he would have
it framed in his own town.

AN editor of a publication

once received a letter from
a luminary conveying that al-
though he himself did not
believe in saying anything in
his own praise but one of his
senior pupils had insisted on
writing a small biographical
sketch and forced him to for-
ward it for publication.
Unfortunately he forgot to
detach from the biographical
sketch a note in his own
handwriting to his pupil as
to how he should write the
biography to be sent for the
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publication.

AT a felicitation function of

a gentleman a photograph
was to be taken at the time of
the handing over the address
to him by the president. Un-
fortunately the flash lamp
failed. The president was,
therefore, asked to hand it
over again a second time go
that the photograph could be
taken at just the right mo-
ment. The flash lamp again
failed. So the Presideat was
asked to keep holding it on
one end while the gentleman
held on to the other end till
the photograph was taken,
which was done after 5/6 futi-
le attempts.



. When I recollect the above
Incidents I experience a sense
of a little embarrassment
while receiving exuberant
praise from anybody and to be
frank I hate such people
especially so because certain
occasions are meant for praise
and praise only whatever the

tli)efect of an individual may
e.

THIS also reminds me of the

famous episode of Voltaire
when he was prevailed upon
to praise Mons. Blanc on his
death, although he did not
like Mons. Blanc during his
life time, Finally he wrote
that Mons.Blanc was honest,

able and learned etc. but he
ended with the words “‘Yes,
he is all that provided he is
really dead’, which shows
that praise received oncertain
occasions has not necessarily
the same value as on others.

It is my candid opinion that
the praise lavished on oc-
csions like receptions, and
jubilees runs a close parallel
in formality to the praise
lavished after the death of
individuals. This is the reason
why I hate people praising
me and if you are being pra-
ised exuberantly please make
sure that your legs are not

being pulled ! .

GOOD MANNERS

Good manners are made up of petty sacrifices .

—Emerson,

A polite man is one who listens with: interest to
things he knows all about, when told him by a
person who knows nothing about them.

—De Morny,

And life most sweet, as heart to heart.
Speaks kindly when we meet and part.

~—Mary Baker Eddy.

We cannot always oblige, but we can always

speak obligingly,

—Voltaire,

Tact consists in knowing how far we may go too

far,

—Jean Cocteaqy.

Good manners and soft words have brought

many a difficult things to pass,
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—Aesop.
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THE sngine blew the whistle

in response to the Guard's
signal and puff.puffed, prior
to pulling out of the station.
There was a scramble of the
loitering passengers and the
Jast-minute arrivals to get
into the almost moving
bogies. The second class
carriage wherein he was
travelling alone was also push.
ed open by a porter who
thrust into it a holdall, a
small trunk and a tiffin car-
rier. A good-looking lady,
just past her teens, followed
the luggage into the train,
and, having paid the porter,
surveyed the compartment
with a quick glance. She was
taken aback on realising that
there was a lone companion
of the opposite sex sharing
the two-berth coupe. Atonce
she turned towards the door,
deciding to change the carria-
go, but couldn't succeed as
the train was already in
metion.

The lady stood in the door-
way with a frown on her face,
muttering under her breath.
Ram sat towards one end of
the lower berth, looking at
her. A comely woman, with
a shine in the eyes, an attrac-
tive nose, a black mole on her
fair cheek looking like a
beauty spot, and a tall, grace.
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ful and perfect physique, she
was Beauty personified. ‘

“Oh these perters—h o w
irresponsible they are! The
fellow took me in here when I
told him I wanted to get into
the ladies’ compartment. What
an awkward situation for
me!’” She expressed her
anger towards the porter thus,
talking to herself.

Ram interjected, ‘‘Excuse
me, madam, but you can’t be
choosy when you're about to
lose the train! Had you arri-
ved earlier the porter wouldn’t
have got these ‘blessings’
from you, There was nothing
to do for him but push you in
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somewhere if you wera to
travel in this train. I believe
you are blaming him for no
fault of his,”’

ILATA looked him full in

the face attempting to put
on an injured look at his sar-
casm. But she could only
smile, for he was correct. If
she did not get in here she
could have boarded only the
next train to Madras.

Ram, watching the lovely
dimple on her chesk which
appeared when she smiled,
said, " You may be seated,
madam, till the next halt
when you can move over
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to the ladies’ compartment.
If not, you will compel me
also to suffer the strain of
standing for an hour and a
half or more when only the
opportunity for your inter-
change arises on arriving at
the next big stop.”

SHE did not reply him but

continued her brooding gaze
at the telegraph wires that
were in continuous up and
down motion, the trees and
shrubs that were flying past
her and the storks that were
flying in a ‘V’ formation.
How could she help her ‘nick
of the moment’ arrival at the
station when she had totravel
thither 15 miles by bus from
her place, and that too on a
cold wintry morning and the
bus having broken down en ro-
ute! Thank Heavens—she was
able to get into some compatt-
ment or other! Yes—this
gentleman was correct in say-
ing that she would have to
stand for a pretty long time
till the next halt where she
could go over to the ladies’
compartment, Of course there
was one halt in between but
it was a small station and she
wouldn’t get the necessary
time for the shift.

Her thoughts were inter-
rupted by a muffled cough
from Ram who tried to turn
her attention thus towards his
‘‘standing-self’.

She said, I am sorry fto
trouble you, sir, youplease be
geated as you were and I will
sit at this corner of the bench

B

ti}lll the time when T can
change over.” She

hergelf on the adgiercilsg
again began beholding the re-
volving earth arqund the

speeding train th
window. rough - the

Ran_l resumed his meat
throwing an occasional gla.nct;
towards Lata whose fore-curls
over the forehead were flutt-
ering due to the rushing wind.

“If I am not inquisit
quisitiv

may Iknow how far you aree'

going, doctor?’’ he enquired.

LLATA turned towar i
with a sudden jexgis. hg‘t}
course, she realised, he must
have known from her name
and degree painted on her
trunk that she wag a doctor
Reluctanﬂy she answ ezed
him that she wags going to
Madras. Ram now noticed
what a musical voice shae had

“Are you working there 9"

“No, Tam going th
the first time, to t:li: fl(l)]]):

house-surgeoncy in th
ral Hospital.”” ® Geue-

“You are new
place, T believe. I thitﬁ: fhe
havq someone awaiting y(:;g
receive and introduce you t
the metropolis. Byt whe .
have you studied ?* re

‘‘“There is none in that oj
known to me. I have to fcelxg

for myself. I too
at Vizag.” K my dogree

She withdrew again
i
her sholl. Ram grerr,na:]?:g
a grave and melancholy ajr
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in her disposition. He beg-
an to wonder why such
a pretty young woman, who
took a professional degres,
should have something to
worry her. Probably, disap-
pointment in love. Or, was
she troubled in mind at the
prospect of entering the city
with none to approach for
guidance ?

¢]F you don’t take me amiss,

I can offer assistance
to you at Madras. I am also
going there,” he said.

Lata did not know how to
take this, coming from a per-
fect stranger. ~“What are you
going there for? " she asked.

€J aM thers for the last two

years as an Assistant En-
gineer in the P. W. D. I am
returning there no w after
attending to my ailing father
at my native place for which
I had been there on leave. I
am living alone at Madras,
but I have a female cook. So,
you may, if there isn’t any
objection, accept my hospita-

She stood staring . ..

INDIA MAGAZINE
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Mty for s couple of days till
you are comfortably settled
in a suitable place.”

LLATA wasn't suve as to the in-

tentions of this gentleman,
It was only now that she took
any notice of his looks. He
was a tall and sprightly
young man of about thirty
yoars, No doubt he was
attractive and had a soft
and gentle expression in his
eyes. But, appearances can
be deceptive. Even so, there
was some urge in her heart
to trust him. She answered
him, "I thank you verv much
for your kind offer, 1 won.
der how you expsct me to
react to such a proposal com-
ing as it were from a man
unknown to me prior to my
setting foot in this carriage,
Anyway, as thers is plenty of
time to reach the destination,
I'll think over and reply to
your suggestion.”

There was a hush again in
the compartment except for
the extraneous sounds caused
by the rotating wheels of the
train., Ram’ could not sup.
press any longer his concern
at her woorried look. He re-
sumed the conversation, en-
quiring about her parents
her native place and other
personal matters Lata,
though such curiosity on
the part of a man, known
only as a co-traveller, was
unhealthy couldn't restrain
her impulse, modest as she
wag, to keep up the con-
vearsation,
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My father is & Govern.
ment pensioner. We hail
from Malakapuram near Ber-
hampur. I have just complet.
ed my M.B.B.S., courss. After
I finish my house surgeoncy I
yvxsh to set up private practice
in my native place and devote
my life to serve the need
poor freely as algo to try tg

sol he r
({)e;rs'”tm rural health “pro.

“THERE must be some event
in your life that prompted
you totake such a decigjop
Aren’t there sg many othe£
lady doctors passing out ever
year? Many of them goy;
married sometime or other
and lead a domestic life, pay-
Ing scant attention to'theyi
professional work. There a.rr
others who utilige the ° four.
letter’ suffix to their name;
as a means of amassing we
‘alth, deleting  the worci
sympathy * from their ¢

ictio-
nary. If youdo not consid(e)z
me to be a Nosey Parker

may I krow why you w

look of difam.ppoinm1enetar i?;
your countenance? I know
it 18 not decent for an unac
uzinted man to ask such g pe?
sonal question of a lady. Bu;
something I don’t know what
is compelling me to fingd oui:

the causs for the sorrowfy]
expression in you."”

Lata was a bit agitat
3 ed
thgse prying questions, 1‘1:
spite of which she tolq hi
her story. tm

Her father Srika
was a retired Taahiﬁlﬁ??&i
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shie was an only child of her
parents. While still a givl
in her teens her pavents
contemplated her marriage.
In the course of their search
they came across a distant re-
lative, Mr. Kesavarao, whose
only son was studying in the
Intermediate at Vizag. The
parents of both parties hav-
ing discussed the prelimin.
aries, decided that further
progress could be mwade if
the boy approved of the
girl.

Accordingly

counterparts, that this match
would go through. They

didn't like to lose this opp-

ortunity as it would be diffi-
cult to secure such a good
match again. They wondered
if it was a question of
dowry. They were prepared
to go to their maximum capa-
city to fix up this match. But
what could they do when
there was nothing but a hush
from the other side?

AFTER a couple of months

more, somehow word trick.
led through to
Lata's father

a date was
fixed for the
interview, and
on the appoin-
ted day the
bride-groom-to

-be and his
parents arriv-
ed. The boy

was very hand-
some aud made
a very good

that the affair
could not be
gone through
because of the
refusal of the
bridegroom, the
cause of which
was not known
definitely. Sri-
kanthayao at
once wrote to

impression on

Kesavarao ask-

everyone in- e pever thought our Dopgie ing for the

cluding the i b
bride. Every- notice !
one present

expressed the opin ion
that it would be an ideal
match. The interview ap-
peared to be a success.

THE visitors departed in

high spi.its, saying that
they would communicate their
decision shortly. A couple
of months fled by but there
was not any message. Lata’s
parents were perturbed at
this silence. They were sure,
from the talks with their
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would be frightencd of this overdue opine-

jon. The reply

he received
confirmed the previous
news. Thecause of the boy's
refusal was very flimsy—that
the girl did not have a good
physique! After all a girl
in her teens can't look like

a grown-up woman. a fact
probably ignored by them!

As Lata was narrating the
above, Ram’'s features were
undergoing a change. A sort
of tension was rising in him.
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Lata perceived this but be.
haved as if she did not notice
it, though she was wondering
what the reason for it was.
Meanwhile the train happened
to half at the intermediate
station. Someone pushed the
door open to get in but hesita-
ted on seeing Lata and Ram
in the coupe and went away
without entering the com-
partment, obviously in search
of another.

RAM nodded to Lata to con-
tinue her story, though
he himself remained mum.

“The failure of this match
depressed all of us and was a
big disappointment to every-
one cencerned. My father
tried several other matches
but in vain. Meantime I was
progressing with my studies
in school. Disgusted with his
unfruitful endeavours, my
father decided to give me a
complete college education,
Thus it was that I took up
thie medical profession.”

"“Have you decided not to
marry, doctor?”

““My parents were approa-
ching me now and then about
this but I refused to consider
the matter, I am determined
not to marry.”
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~ Ram enquireq, “But what
m.there to give you that
dejected look ¢ I guess it is

c?nnected up with your deci-
8101 not to marry,”

Lata did not answer him
but looked away. Ram npoti
ced that hig question hag hur;
her feelingg from the tears
that she wag Wiping out, ¥
could not beay to see this. °

.He said “ Lata
will be Surprised at ’what 1
say now. T am that boy, Ram
who Intervieweqd you u,) lo '
ag0. Kesavarag is my f:th:g
Now I understand why therr.
Was an urge in me to enquir:
after yoyr Persona) matter
There' must have beep an ir:
pr?aslon of you in me subco i
sciously leading to a fa'n-
recollection of Yeu now,* e

You

Lata could not b
ears. Was it all ty
an amazing coincid

elieve hep

ue? What
ence |

Ram continueq,
+ I n

I gret my Previeys opoi:i're-

was a hot-headed fell -

those days 5 o by

nd h i
and _foolish noagozosmedl)ngh
marriage anpg the girl Qu;

should marry L

] . ater
realised how Wrong [ ;IMOI;) i
could not rectify the miségkli

~Please sep page 31
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“SHYAMALA, y(.m dance

very well, indeed,”” said

"Das, the troupe master

admiringly to the young wo-
man who stood before him.
She was dressed in flimsy silk
and had tied up her long
pigtail with a red ribbon.
They were speaking in the
back room of the stage, and
she wasg get-
ting ready fov
one of the exo-
tic dances for
which she was
becoming fam-
ous, The audi-
ience was get-
ting restive and
clamouring for
her, They
could hear
the catcalls
and the whist-
les and the
appeals of the
stage manager
through the
mike to keep
quiet for just a few more
minutes.

But Shyamala did not heed
the noise. She went on dab-
bing more powder on her face
while the diamonds she wore
flashed in all their brilliance.
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Her smile seemed to add to
their sparkle.

““Mr. Das,” she said briefly,
“you are a dear. Idon’tlike
this extravagance in words.
Why aren’t you a little more
free with your money ? "™’

Before he opened his mouth
she was gone like a meteorite
and he could
hear thunder-
ous applause
greeting her
appearance on
the stage. She
had not much
use for the
traditional sty-
le bat she had
grace and sup-
pleness of body
which she
could bend
effortiessly in
a thousand
ways. She had
curves in the
right places
and she exposed them to
mad hungry audiences.

(COBRA dance was her forte,

While her male partner
accompanied her on the inst-
rument she wriggled all over
the stage. The audience sat
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bypnotised, as it were, by
her sinuous movement. Then
her head alone swayed to sug-
gest the hood of the cobra,
now hissing in all its fury
and poised for a strike. Later
on, she herself played the
role of the cobra's victim,
suffering from the bite, show-
ing the intense agony of omne
waiting for the last moment.

THE audience called for a

repeat performance but she
hastened back to the dressing
room and threw herself on a
divan in sheer exhaustion,
She almost panted for breath
as Das stood over her, beam-
ing. ‘‘That ce:tainly was the
grandest performance of your
career,” he remarked. “If
only you could consent to my
proposal, I would keep you in
comfort.”

“‘Five hundred every month
and an advance of two thou-
sand rupees, to bodt. Give
me a written undertaking;
otherwise, vou had - better
leave me alone,”” she curtly
told him and sat up. Thesilk
sari slipped from her shoul.
ders, revealing the ivory
white of her bare arms but
she hastily adjusted it to look
more proper. But Das’s eyes
were greedy and roving.

A servant came in with two
cups of steaming coffee on a
tray. Shyamala took both
the cups while Das produced
a cigarette from his pocket
and struck a match to light it,
She noticed that his hand
trembled while a husky voice
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startied them both. 1tg owler
was a pl}lmpy woman on the
wrong side of thirty and she
alinost glared at Shyamala.

"TDaSis froze at her sight,.

. 18 a surprise, Rekh
darling. I had promis::l‘ ;
would be home by 1 a.m
sharp. What ig the mattér"?
You seem to be upset.”

She breatheq h
smel}fd ﬁf liguor, a‘I;edr fixclg
was flushed g
glazed. She vvrlatisl:a:rreeye§ htly
unsteady in

when 1 ¢all you over ytg\;

phone. I know

new distraction,’yousht;ave i

leily, glancing at Shya.m:?ld
There are bills to pay a.a(i

t!le creditors arg pesterin tn

life out of me, € ohe

three hundred rups

Don't you tr s at once.

this time.” ¥ to dodge me
”well,” he hed c¢

is no questio ged, “therq

n of dodging you,
not you wait til}
morning when |
ma.na.ger to hﬂnd
and even moye if

dear. Why
eight in the
shall ask my
you the sum
youwant?”

“YOU are tryi
ying to
again,” 8 0 cheat me

to leave you until,,,.”

Before sh :
tence, the c‘;ﬁﬁe Iéllol;ed the sen.-
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T'roupe Master,” he said,
handing Mr. Das a packet of
currency notes, ‘I have plea-
sure in giving you Rs. 500
after deducting the advance
of Rs. 500 given to you last
weok. The collections amoun-
ted to less than Rs. 1000. But
we have added up a little from
our reserve funds. And we
have a little surprise for you.
In appreciation of Shyamala
Devi's excellent perfor-
mance of the evening, the
committee is presenting
five sovereigns to her now.
We would much rather the
presentation had t‘aken
place before the auldience
which shouted its wild
enthusiasm for her art.

¢ AND now,” he went on,

*I have pleasure in
awarding these gold coins
on behalf of the commit-
tee.” Suiting action to
his words, he gave them
to Shyamala and bowed
himself out.

Shyamala checked her
firss impulse to pass on the
sovereigns to Das but secre-
ted them in the small purse
which she dug out of her
bodice. Rekha was already
bursting with envy and
starad hard at Shyasmala.
““They were crazy about
me, too, once, if you
want to know,” she told her
in an indecently loud tone.
“But if am ruined today”you
know who is responsible.

Suddenly she pounced on
Das and snatched the packet
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containing the currency notes.
She counted three bundred,
put back the remaining notes
and thrust the envelope into
Das’s breast coat pocket.
“There you are. Aren’t you
a darling?”’ she mocked. I
am off now. Thank God, I
came at the opportune mo-
ment. I shall be waiting for
you in my flat, and there is
your special bottle reserved

for you.”” And she qulicky
made her exit.

Das puffed on furiously at

his cigarette and didn’t speak
a word for some time.

““A nice hussy you have
got,” she remarked, gathering
up her things.

‘“Don’t you believe a word
of what she says,” he assured
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her. ‘‘She always gets drunk
and makes scenes. I have a
plan to get rid of her. Once
we begin our tour she will
cease to bother us, you may
be sure.”’

“Is she married to you? "
she asked.

“No fears,” he scoffed. ‘I
picked her up from the gutter,
to speak the truth. She was
plying the oldest profession in
the streets but I gave her a
status and respectability by
enrolling her as a mamber of
my troupe. I built up her
glamour and taught her to
dance and perform many new
acrobatic feats. I fell for her
in a foolish moment but she
has stuck to me like a leech.
Too much of drink and hyst-
eria have rendered her unfit
for anything. At times she
gives me hell.”

ON the way home, she was

silent and brooding. He was
sitting at the wheel and she
was leaning against the cushi-
on in the back seat, her arms
held above herhead. She was
undergoing a conflict of emo-
tions.

He dropped her in front of
her residence, asking her to
think over hie proposal and
promising to comply with all
her conditions. He also re-
minded her of the perfor-
mance next day at the same
theatre under different auspi-
ces. She said she would think
over his offer, and got out.

There were three rooms
opening one into another that

R6

formed a small but f

ta1‘ned portion of g hui:elth(c)?xge
built on moderp style. An old
woman opened the door and
eagerly welcomed her. “‘You
are very late, Little Rani is
sleeping though the fever ha;
n.ot subsided, byt he ig fret.
ting. He is Waiting for you "

“ Oh, bother him 1’
fxlmost shouted,
Ing my patience, If
me to stay home g
night where ig
from? Can't
the baby with y
I am tired of it

~ she
He is try.
he eXpects

1 day and
food to come

he look after
our assistance?
all really,"

SHE went into h
: er ow
room and locked herself ixlll

It was past midnight, She ;

divested herself of h

dress, washed off h ok

and after tukingeramgllig-upf
milk, brought by her moth .
threw herself on the bed Bert':
she courted sleep ip .v o
She thought of Moha the
next room and clen
fist. “* Mohan is a
nothing fellow livin
earnings,’ gshe tol

tage

g on my
d herself,

ted h.1m to make 16\rIe ;;;Zrmlt-
i{e 18 not intelligent r;xe.

andsome. But 8 is dey ton
to me like a dog, When l(') .
Rani was borp to me he ran
sed me to Mmarry P

though the darlj
years old I hay
UP my mind, gt Made
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content to love me and
the baby and considers it
hisgreatest privilege to keep
near us and do our bidding. I
have abused him and insulted
him and even kicked him once
but he never opened his
mouth.

" Now has come this new
urge, the new disturbing force
in the person of Das. He
wants me to be the star and
chief attraction of his troupe,
and if I go on tour it will take
months for me to be back. Of
course, 1 can earn lots of
money and can send enough
to Mohan and trust him to
keep Mother and Rani incom-
fort. But Das seems to hav'e
other intentions as well . . .’

HI yawned at last and sank
o.Sintoya sound sleep. The
next day she laughed with
Mohan and played with the
child and asked him to take
Rani to the doctor. She was
pleased with herself and her
ability to succeed. Of course,
the stage-going world was
amazed at her beauty and
grace. Very few knew
that she was a mother
of a child. Its father
was content to remain in tt_le
background and serve her in
silence.

That night her performance
on the stage won more thun-
derous applause and the coll-
ections were double the
previous day's. When she
spread out a scarf and asked
for alms like a snake-charmer
geveral spectators in a raptu-
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rous mood threw rupee coins,
gold rings, knick-knacks, and
whatever they had at the
dancer, and she gleefully pick-
ed them all up. They cer-
tainly meant a lot, and she
was going to keep them her-
self.

BEFORE they left, he gave

her a written undertaking,
embodving all her conditions
and promised her a cheque
first thing onthe morrow. Once
in the car, she was in a mel-
low mood and when he gave
her a finger of Scotch from
his bottle. she gulped it and
gasped. It soon began fto
warm her blood and heart.
She forced him to stop the
car by the side of a deserted
maidan. Both of them walk-
ed towards the grass, and sat
down. Hae held her in his
aims and she yielded like soft
clay in hig hands. Their lips
met in a warm, passionate
kiss. His arms tightened
about her waist and she bur-
rowed deeper into his arms,
when a heavy hand descended
on her head. For two seconds
she was stunned. Then she
realised in a flash that it was
a female hand and that her
attacker was none other than
Rekha, She dragged Shya-
mala by her hair, and kicked
Das in the stomach who was
too drunk to resist.

Before Shyamala could col-
lect her wits and defend
herself, Rekha had overwhel-
med her. She gave her hard
raps on the head with her fists,
and heavy slaps on her
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back. Shyamala started to
run but she couldn't escape
her assailant. The latter
scratched her face with hep
long nails. The young dancer
felt as if somebody h ad
thrown acid at her face. And
she felt blood on her hands.

She ran on this time as fast
as her legs could cary her,
got into a rickshaw that was
passing by and reached homs
at 3 a.m. Mohan was aghast
at this gory  sight but
he was quick to act. He
brought a taxi and took her
to the emergency ward of the
hospital. . . .

IT was a  week before she
got'out of the hospital. The
doctors did all they could to
heal her wounds as speedily
as possible.  One of them
knew of the value of her face
and how her career rested on
its beauty. But there wag
a long livid streak which they
said would take a long time
to disappear. Make-up, how-
ever, they said, would not
reveal it.

Then only Mohan revealed
what had happened to the

troupe master. Das had got

away with slight bruises
and Rekha took him in
the car to her residen-

ce. Tha woman, it appeared,
got another hysterical fit, and
she had to be taken to hospi-
tal. Das had been to Shya-

mala's residence several times
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but Moban had told him about
her condition, He was too
;1:hamed to present himself at

e hcspital and news about

the scar
. on her fa w i
him. Cce worried

She thought lon
S 1g g about the
;lnchldfa,nt. Mohan dear, come
eve, she gaid. When he
Came to her ghe hugged
him, sitting  yp on the
t}?d' and lfissed him for
e first time  gipge the
birth of their child, *‘well
we nhall‘get married and we
shall‘thmk more of home
and k}(ls: Lhave been foolish
and indiscreet, orgive me
and forget the past. I have
got some savings which we
shfxll Invest wisely, I havae
8aid good-bye to my career.'

There wag a knock on the

door and she'could hear Dag’
voice. ’

“ Tell him, deay
Career as g dancer
and that I have ngq

§ee him. Agk him to
is all over.”

that my
is ended
wish to
go. It

SHE drew the bed
sheet
er neck and protondl;g t:

After a few minutey’ talk

with Mohan, Das reluctant]
turned back, ang she coulz
heaF the whirr of his

again,—( Copyright) o

INDIA MAGALZINE

As the new year day is over

and one realises that the
sum total of one’s achieve-
ments during the year that is
past is practically nil, except
perhaps a few more grey | alrs
aboust one’s temples and/or a
few more inches around one's
equator, one naturally des.
pairs of the future and turns
the floodlight of reminisceuces
on one’s past,

One of my greatest achieve-
ments was at a carrom, game
that had just been introduced
in those days and over which
gray beards shook their heads
as much as to say ‘' nine
days’ wonder '’. The occasion
was some school tournaments,
and this story hap. ened in
the preliminary rounds., We
tossed, I broke, and potted a
white with the opening shot.
Then I proceeded to pocket all
the other whites, without con-
ceding a single flick to my
opponent, also taking the
queen in my stride. My jubi.
lation was short-lived ; the
dark border to this silver
cloud was, though I won that
match and sent my rivatl
a boy with glasses, adam's
apple, and no chin——home
verging on tears, I did not get
anywhere in the vicinity of
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the semi-finals even, I suff-
ered the humiliation of being
licked in the very next fixture
by a cheeky little kid who
beat me hands down, made
rings round me and all but
danced on my corpse. My
feat was not immorta'ised in
the school magazine or men-
tioned on the notice board.
Uusung, unhonoured —that
was me. Nor have ] been able
torepeat this fluke-in-a-thous.
and, try as I never would.

About the same time I had
a red-letter day in my lessons
too. The papers at the annual
exam that year were pretty
tough—and you must remem-
ber students had not still per
fected the weapon of non-
violent non-co-operation and
walk-outs, so that there was
nothing we could do but sweat
it out. Fortunately the arith-
metic paper was easier.. There
were ten sums, time, work
and speed, vulgar fractions
and all the other apparently
purposeless problems, each
carrying 10 marks. I solved
nine, but could not get the
hang of the last one, a hard-
nut to crack, and undoubted-
ly the brainchild of the head
master himself. Then, my
powers of induction being
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even then quite well deve

ed, I glanced at all the lgrl:.
swers which were either 1 or
10 or 0, and worked out the
problem  backwardg from
those alternatives, At the
results, I saw my name top-
ping the list, like Benp Adam’s:
as far as that subject wag con-,
cerned, T had 100 marks. But
I quickly descondeq from the
clouds to terra firma, for
bracketed with me was,Vyas
also 100, second only bhecauge
of the accident of alphabet
Needless t(})l add, I have nevez"
since reached the

Sinee he 100 mark

My versatile proficiency
was not confined to indoor
games or desk work, I haye
a childhood record to my
credit in the field of open-air
sport too. After hunting in
the woods, haunting motor
garage and hinting the itiner.

;n.t] mochi, T haq been able to
e(llutf1 myself a catapult. Arm.
o Wlfls(,i I an.llied forth into
: 1ds with some friends

everybody's amg,

cularly my o
. Wn, th
hit the exact mpot et
grinnd old bulpy;
ouly hitch . was, b
+ before
cannon ball hi the spot ma.:ie

ed X, the b;

had cont blrg
Surprigsed gla.
nce at me
shaken jtq
little tail, al.
most cocked g
Snook at pg
and ﬂuttereci
out of the
tr'a,ject'Ory's
ra.ng'e_ A n d
although 1
tried and ¢
ed Wlth my
catty there-
after, with the
Patience of a

was, The

at the exam hall..,,
30

ltCe——no, I
mean Penelope
“+Dilvanp a
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Mangano's double role has
muddled me wup I could
not duplicate that marks-
manship, cold consol-
ation that neither could my
friends.

I would probably never
reach the age when I would
get down to writing my auto-
biography, far less would [
reach the prominence that
would make publishers queue
up for any such book; but if
my memoirs ever come to be
written, these incidents will
appear therein in letters of
gOld! M

STRANGE ENCOUNTER
—Continued from page 22

I took my engineering deg-
ree and joined service but
have not been to my native
place all these vears. My
parents have been pressing
me about marriage, but 1 told
them of my d«-ision not to
marry,

“A word to you, Lata. TLet
me offer my sincere apolo-
gies to you for causing so
much disappointment to you.
As I already said, it was
some whim of mine. I trust
you will forgive me now for
it,"

Lata was eagerly hearing
every word he uttered, as also
sizing him up. Yes: it was
he. Only he has turned inte
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a full-grown man, with a
moustache that slightly chan-
ged his features. This must
have been the reason for the
impulse in her to keep up the
conversation as also to talk
to him about herself.

She =aid, “Mr. Ram, I do
not know what to answer, I
am doubting as to the reality
of the sitvation, 1 am over-

whelmed at this happening.”

At least now, please reply
to my invitation to accept my
hospitality at Madras. After
we reach there, I would like
to, with your permission,
write to your, as well as, my
parents, asking them to pre-
pare for our wedding."

Lata closed her eyes in
assent and tears of happiness
rolled down her cheeks. . &
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Continued from Feb. issue :—

HER LAST FLING

The Story So Far :

Prabha is an attractive woman of
thirty-two. She has turned her
back on her career to respond to
the call of mattr.mony. An elderly
widower, who is a bank manager,
has taken a fancy to her, Just
two days before her wedding Pra-
bha sees a film but misses her bus
back home. Itispast ten in the
night and she is caught in the rain.
Ravindran, one of her former ad-
mirers, gives her a lift in his car but
it capsizes in a muddy field, and
both of them are taken to the
hospital. She escapes with a shock,
but Ravindran is lying uncons-
cious in the hospital. What will
the bridegroom-to-be think of it
all? Now read on:—

HER sense of shame was

complete when her wailing
mother and distraught rela-
tions crowded round her bad.

She recovered from the
shock soon enough at home
in the comforting arms of her
mother and under the minist-
rations of her solicitous un-
cle, aunt and cousins who had
come to attend her wedding.
Early in the morning when a
neighbour rushed in with the
newsnaper ‘which carried a
paragraph about the accident,
announcing the names of the
victims Prabha hid her face in
her hands and wept bitter
tears of grief. ‘‘ Cancel the
wedding, mother and uncle,”
she shouted. **Ican't bring
myself to face him after all
the publicity linking my name
with Ravindran’s. Tell him
before he comes,"”
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But Maghnath had already
quietly entered the house and
in the presence of all the gap-
ing relations put his arms
round Prabha's shoulders,
Only then did she remove her
hands from her face and she
saw Maghnath's eyes looking
into her own. ‘‘Don't fret
yourself, my darling. We
shg.ll offer worship at the
Shiva temple in token of
our  gratitude for your
escape. What if the news
has been published in the
papers? As I understand it,
Raymdnn gave you a lift
while you were waiting for
the bus and both of you were
involved in the accident,
Just phoned up the hospital
and was relieved to learn that
he has recovered his consci-
ousness and that he will be a]|
right after ten days. I shall
visit him this evening, if per.
m_ltted, and convey your
wishes for his speedy re.
covery. Meanwhile, yoy g0
ahead with the arrangements
for the marriage, Tt ig to be
a very simple ceremony, you
know, and I am sure you will

be well enough to stand the
strain, won’t you 9

Prabha now smiled in hey
tears and embraced hey future
husband. She was just able
to nod her assent, A new

warmth and a new love flood.

ed her entire being, (Concluded.)

ANOTHER Sunday. It wae
Atlantic City, Coney Is-
land, Miami and Hollywood ;
it was a farmers’ Saturda:y
market, a dollar-day bargain
basement—in short, it was
Sunday at the Stargates.

Tt had been going on for as
long as Penny could remem-
ber. The row upon row of
car tops beneath her window
looked like the parking lot at
the stadium for a double-
header.

She sighed, as she wriggled

cautious toes into a pair of
nylons. She was

curves as nature had made it.
Her lightish brown hair was
in need of a good brushing.

“No—I wish I were,” Pen-
ny said. ‘' I am merely going
down to greet our gue:.st§,
dear. To be the usual Exh]:blt
A—any law against being
clean?”

“T'm clean!” Dru gathoxofl'
her defences. ~* Well-almost.

I don't care whether you're
clean or not. You're not
much worse than dad, better
than the friend of his 'Yvho
arrived last night
to paint the hor-

fastening down a A STORY to paint the an
g.alg.le: af;(én:wt)l;r though he'd bo:;xl
ir - 4

gering how one BY sleeping w1

went about Dbe-

them. Even moth-
er is losing her

coming a hermit  xTRERINE GREER fgure-from asso-

when her you.ri-

ger sister, Drusil- .

la, plunged into the middle
of the blue and silver bed-
room.

Dru gave one look at Penny
and exploded: Ga.r_ters!
For gosh sake! Anda girdle!
Where are you going? On a
train?” Her 14-year-old figure
in grimy white sho_rts, pep-
permint.striped  shirt ynth
dangling tails was asdevoid of
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ciation. I'm going

to be clean and meticulously
groomed, for once—the way
a lady should be on Sunday.

*“ And read Dickens and
stuff.” .
¢¢JT might be more interesting

than answering the same
old 2 questions we get every
Sunday: °So 'you are Pene-
lope ? What a beautiful
name !""

3—March '57 33



A world-famous father and a houseful of prying

visitors are cause enough for a little white

lie

that . leads a lovely daughter into a romantic

escapade which keeps her on pins and needles
and threatens to change her name !

Penny slipped & pale pink
frock over her head. It was
the perfect shade for 2 brown-
eyed bloade with a creamy
skin. " Whom are we entar-
taining todav?"

CPUNNO. Except that I heard

muz cay something fo
daddy about ‘political bosses,
sex femala,” and if he dared
let them flatter him, inte run.
ning for governor, she'd div-
orca him! She wouldn’t,
though ; she’s still nuts about
him—at his age—positively
putty in his hands (A

Penny laughed. " How do
you know ?" Yeu's ideas on
lave wore really something.

“ T've watchad them, when
they're alone—""

‘““ Not often, then!” Peonny
wag thinking: Why should I
gtay hers today ? When the
convertible is yearning to be
out on the road?

“Personczlly” —it was Dru's
newest word—'1 agree with
muz on this. T think daddy
has enough to do with writing
books and stulf and raising
pigs and ducks, without yun-
ning for governor. Still, it
might not be too bad—for us,
1 mean. We'd have to have
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a doorman. An isi

would hgwe to signda. b‘(’)?llctoésr
have a ticket or appointment
or something.  You might
llk_e it better, Pen—the
privacy—and we might have

to stay dressed wup i
gov— P in the

“ Don’t be such a dimwi

] t
de,a,rqhe d never really X:n'
It’s good publicity, that's all,
to help the sale of his newesé

book. The way these Su
are— the way we are.” ndeys

(Il still don’t see w
mind so much,” Dru

The ones who comepolilzglgg'
day are no more boring thu-x
the usual run of characters -
more numerous, that's all'
Personally, I think you shoul(i
take themin your stride, the

hy You

way I do.”
“Y AM taking them i
. v m ln m
stride today, Penny saidy.

“If anyone asks

' you w
I've gone, you don’t kr?::v.
Keep sticking to it apq the

next box of cho
is all yours.” colates get

She slipped
stairs, dopdgegown the
talking with thre
the side terrace.
ed a quick pictur

back
.hex father,

women on
She conjur-
e of Lorren
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Stargate in  gubernatorial
morning coat, his favourite
orange and blue-striped jer-
sey beneath it. A governor
taking the oath of officein a
T.shirt would be a novelty.

SHE had nearly reached the

convertible by a circuitous
route when she met a tall,
broad-shouldered young man
in a gray suit.

"“ Hello—what's your hur-
ry ?"" He blocked her path.

She might have circumven-
ted him by crawling bepeath
a clump of bushes. If he had
said, ‘‘Hello, toots!” she
would have. He was smiling

down at her, but in a nice
way, definitely not the “"Hi-
toots” type.

She smiled back, reminding
herself that it was the duty
even of a hostess-in.a-hurry
to be decently friendly to a
guest. She said: * Hello!
It’s a lovely day"”.

*“Isn'tit! If you've found
exactly the spot for it—as I
have. A cool, shady, quiet
place not far from here. T'd
be glad to show it to you.”

«THANKS, but I'm—" Was

he, after all, the “Hi-
toots” type in a slightly more
subtle way?

Im a cool shady spot....

INDIA MAGAZINE
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" 1 oan see you really are
in a hurry. I'm sorry.” He
stood aside to let her pass.

SOMETHING about the white.

ness of his teeth in his lean
bronzed face when he smiled,
the smile in his eyes, deep-set
beneath straight dark brows,
took hold of her. She said:
“ Why—1 believe 1'd have
time to see your special
place !’

“There!” he exclaimed,
when they came to a retreat
she knew well and loved.
*“Isn’t this worth seeing ?

“Very mnice,” she agreed
guardedly. Next thing, he
would be introducing himself,
expecting her to do the same.
The pattern would be set, the
routine questions begin.

“Don't blame you for
hurrying—to get away from
that!” He nodded towards the
house. “‘Ringling Brothers,
isn't in it! How Lorren Star.
gate ever finds time to write
with all those people ! "

."Oh, he writes from mid.-
night on—they say. He ado-
res havipng crowds around.”

“You live near here, I sup.
pose? You know him well?*

“Yes, I know him-—rather
well.””  She thought: It's
true what you've been taught
about lying. One tiny evasion
leads to another; you get in
deeper without meaning to.

“I just met him a while
ago—he still doesn’t know mo
from Adam. Celebritiex are
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1ike’ that, T guess. Unless
youre talking about them,
feedx_ng them a line, they just
aren’t interested.”

Oh, I wouldn't say that.”
Her defence was weakened by
the knowledge that she might
have said it. “‘Did you try to
talk about something else to
my—to Mr. Stargate? '

Yes, a little, Nothing
really of importance. It was
my l?o s 8 idea~—command,
practically—or I wouldn't
have come. Kspecially if I'd
had any idea the place would

be overrun with hi :
200,000 of them! W public, all

- 'Sundays are the worst, If
you had come on a weekday—
things aren’t nearly as thick
on weekday—, M.er—Mr.
Stargate—'"" The first evasion
had been on ‘her account, to
change the routine. Now, it
was on his account she had to
keep on; he'd be so embarras-
sed for daring to criticize
her father. ‘‘He's really not
so bad—as authors go.”

“You aren't intere i
sted
authors, then? In writing ? o

(300D heavens, no! Lots of
peoplecome here who don’t
even read, much less write |
Take today, there are lady
politicians ang housewiveg
and lodge members and—"’

“And you! Ih
not any of thoge.”

*‘No."

Ope you're

“I den't even know your
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name. Mine's Kendall—Ro-
bert Nelson Kendall—Bob, to
youl!™

“Mine's Penn y—Smith!"”
There—it was out ! Lucky the
Stargate daughters were inva-
riably Penelope and Drusilla
in the press. If he hadn’t
been around heve long, if he
didn’t vead much-—he looked
like the active, outdoor type.

“THE Stargates go in for far-

ming, too—in a big way,”
she went on cautiously, hop-
ing to draw him out. Do
you like farming ? **

“T might, if I'd spent much
time on a farm. My dad’s
always been in the wholesale
hardware business.”

“Oh, 1 see.”” Nice substan-
t$ial business, hardware. You
couldn’'t be temperamental
and erratic and sell anything
as tangible as nails and chic-
ken wire ; screws and shovels.

“1 wasn't talking to Lorren
Stargate about hardware,”
Bob was saying. ‘‘Naturally,
I wouldn’t expect him to be
interested in that.”

“I think it's very interest-
ing. I wish you'd tell me
about it.”

* Nothing much to tell. Be-
gides, I'm here learning about
them manufacturing and now
—in the Bakerite Stove Co.

“About that, then—"'
“1°d rather talk about you!”
INDIA MAGAZINE

They compromised on the
world—and life.

Penny judged by the increa-
sing number of empty spaces
in the parking lot that it
must be well after 5. The
visitors usually thinned out
by then

"} really should be going.’”’
sShe made a reluctant move.
“That gray convertible over
there i~ mine. If you haven't
a car. I'll drop you off in
town,”

“I haven't—and thanks. I
could stay here forever—it’s
been swell—hbut I supose your
family will be expecting you.”

They were within a few feet
of the car when Drusilla de-
scended upon them.

“Penny, where you have
been? I thought you said—"

‘I did say ‘goud-bye’ fo you
dear—to your mother and
father, two hours ago.” Dru
could be fairly intelligent, for
a younger sister, if you used
the right tactics. " But I
met Mr. Kendall. We had
so much to talk about. And
now we simply have to dash
—good-bye again, dear!"”

¢“(H—good-bye-huh-so that
accounts for the garters
and the—"

“I'm bringing maple crea-
ms, chocolates, Drusilla,
darling, the very next time I
come! Come on, Bobl!”

As they drove off, Bob ask-
ed, '* With more garters—
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what did she mean by that?”

“Oh, just a little joke we
have. She’s the younger
Stargate daughter, you know
—really a darling. Pretiy,
too, when she’s dressed up.”

¢“SHE could do with a shower

and a scrubbrush at the
moment. Is the colder sister
as sloppy as the rest of
them 2"

““Oh, no!”

I suppose it’s just a pose
with them—a build-up for the
Lorren Stargate legend ; fam-
ous-author - just-an-ordinary-
fellow stuff. Not that I hold
it against him. I'll probably
never see him again. But
I've got to see you again.”
Hechanged the subjsct, be-
fore she had time to agree or
defend.

“1’d like to see you again,
too.” She hadn’t thought
beyond dropping him in town.
Now she did. The mess one
small distortion of the truth
could get you into ! “‘Butit's
like this: My parents are
the exact opposites of the
Stargates—they're practically
hermits! And they’re not
very well—they can’t stand
eompany.” ‘

“ Why, that's too bad—
tough on you. Butdon't you
think on account of my being
a stranger in town—""

“ Strangers least of alll”
The Y.M.C. was upon them,
« Shall T let you out here?”
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“Yes, this will be fine. And
1 haye it!” Bob found a
solution. ““We'll meet again
at the Stargates! Next Sun-

Qay—uama time, same sta-
flon{®

Pgnny turned the converti-
ble into the kerb. ““Wae-ell—"*
she hesitated.

“You'll meet me?” he re-
peated eagerly.

Mmmm—TI guess 8o !

He ‘leaned towards 'h
caught her shoulders, kisseel:i
her squarely on the mouth.

“That’s what ou’
to me, Penny szlith‘!??' dglx;:
volce was husky. ‘That’s
something for you to think
over all week., And if you

decide you didn’t like it— ’
meot mma 1" n't like it—don't

“T'll meet _
think T w1~ oL meen, I

When she had set th i
] )
motion, she sank back oﬁuiﬁz
red leather. “‘It'g crazy,” she
lr{nux:mure}il to herself = * 've
nown him less thg
hours! Gosh, am | inaanjatrlrllﬁe'o'

ALL week, she
and ' plannin

even. She wouy

straight off:

kept thinking
g, J:ehea.rsing
1}',1 say te¢ him

not Smith—it’'y gtax;;:ﬁ:a !i'.'
Forthright, that’s what ghe’d
be—and humble, °

A new crop of h
for th Ouse guests
herlp. ¢ _next week-end didpn’t
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tion, she considered appealing
to her father for help. "'Sup-
pose you had a girl who had
called herself “Smith" instead
of____.'

“0Old stuff!’’ He'd dismiss
the jdea without even a hear-
ing. ‘‘Amateurish! Mista-
ken identity is as dead as
flaming youtht"”

No, definitely, it would be
no use dragging in her father.
No use dragging in anyone—

That, in fact, was her main
problem at 3 o’clock on Sun-
day afternoon.

Usually their visitors were
divided 50-50 : those who pre-
ferred to remain inside to
sigh over her father's clut-
tered desk and get everyone
ink.stained signing autogra-
phs ; the other half, the rug-
«ed type, who craved to see
the horses, pigs and ducks,
even to operate the tractor.
Today, however, the percent-
age of the latter was obvious-
ly much higher.

PENNY’S retreat was off the

beaten path to the stableg }
but there were always avid
walkers who took the long
way. While she waited, two
prowling foursomes merciful-
ly passed her by.

“ Darling—you came I’ She
hadn’t heard Bob's step be-
hind her.

He kissed her again—it was
just the samae. Except that
this time his arms Wwere
around her, drawing her
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close; and she liked that, too.
IExcept that 1t took her breath
awav, and she vazded her
breath {or what she had to
Say.

I I aean—I
woro e U Tt certainly
W Lo oo Lut it was
aoxto i wonely) shie slip-
pel away Loon g,
rodidw’t ety aueh, the
way his-ves devoured ler.
“ Let's sit on tiis Lenchi—-and
talk.,” she stammered.

“There’s souething =’

“On, hure vou are, Pene-
lope. mxv aees!” The worst
hud happered ! Not merely
rugged outdoor suesta—one of
her fatlier’s personally con-
ducted tours! " This is my
elder danghter—Mre,  And-
rews, Miss Paliner, Mias—"’

He maode the sounds. while
Penny stocd. like a snowman
frozen to the spot, feeling
Bob, standing ramrodizh be-
side her, not daring to look at
him.

Mechanically. she managed
the requived respous» : “"This
is Robert Kendall—"

Y Why, ves-—-of course!”

Unexpuctediy,  hier [ather's
face fig:tened up--uctk just
his genial bost oo, 7 You

were here iast Sundav. You'ie
the boy who wrote tue lyrics
for the university hit show a
coupie of years ago. 've read
thuse short pieces you left
with me—they 're good !”

" Thang vou very iuu-h,
sir] 1 really didn't expeert
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you even to read them. As]
told you, it was my boss’s
idea that I came—T] thought I
had a lot of nerve.”

PENNY couldn't believe her

ears. He certainly did have
a lot of nerve! And she had
been in abject misery all week
for her deceit!

“ You promised to show us
the arboretum, Mr. Stargate,”
one of the party reminded
him. “It would be nice if
Miss Penelope and her friend
would join us—"

“ If you'll excuse us,” Bob
said firmly.

The instant the others were
out of earshot, Penny’s flow
of words—torrents of them—
came back to her.

‘‘ Everything anyone could
gay about writers goes double
for me! I hate them ! Concej.
ted, two-faced, mercenary |
They’ll do anything to pro.
mote the sale of a book—tq
get one published—even to
making love to a more famous
author’'s daughter I”’

““You believe that!" Bob
caught her shoulders, pressed
down hard. “ Why, you little
—little—you Penny Smith 1"

“I was going to explain—
about that.”” The torrent
turned into a feeble trickle. “‘I
was starting to—1 guess it’s
too late now.—’
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It isn't, But | think I
now.  Let's skip it. I was
going to tel] you, too—today
—about the things I've writ-
ten. Just that show your dad
mentioned. Thep the short

“Iwon'ty:

The Dalmatia,ns,
guard, brobably, of another

them gleefully, 'apq wiped

muddy  pawsg
, P and
Penny’s skirt, down

ly.BOb Patted them receptive-

| Buppose you ador
e )
ses, ducks &nd pigs, too !"hs(;:e
groa;ned. I suppose wheri
youre at home you like wegr
Ing a striped T-shirt 1 )

pulling hey away from a pe
.s‘et of approaching voices

_But tl}ere'§ one thing I don't

With me even three’
—-beglnning now |”

PEexNy, thought . <

, rlgh.t about mothgmx:;
'l be like hor, | understang
now. You take it—angd lov
it—if he’g what you want-"e

All she coylg find

to
was to repeat ip fid
v 0 I adequ :
eginning now " 1 :t(;lril;

Snough.—( Copyrig;,,)
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OUR grandfather being a

retired judge, (staying in
Mysore for reasons of health)
and our father being a doctor,
they wanted both layv and
medicine to exist in our
family. Hence they wanted
me to be a lawyer and my
younger sister to take up
medicine. Though our father
had a kind spot in his heart
for us, he wused to scold
us about our studies. Ever
since our mother’s death
Grandfather wanted us to stay
with him, but Father did
not want us to leave him. For
some time, there was a tug-of-
war for us between our father
and grandfather. It so happ-
ended that Shanti (my sxstex;)
could not get a seat for medi-
cine here, (thanks to the
“high standard’ of our
Medical College). When our
grandfather came to know of
this he arranged for a seat 1n
Mysore.

Though Father hesitated
first to send her there, at
last he had to let her go. I
saw that the magic wo_rd
‘“ Medicine " only made him
bear her separation. After a
few days, she left us. No
doubt, Father knew that the
old man would take care of
her better than himself but
still he asked her to write
about her difficulties if any,
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NAA1’S ViISi ¢

in her regular letters. We
were feeling her absence now
and then. Time went on in
the same way until a day
when father went out on his
usual official tour for a week
or so.

Liberty ! Everything in the
house was my own now. I
thought my=self to be the only
person on earth enjoying such
freedom. Coming home from
college, I threw myself on a
sofa and was relaxing. Hari,

VAWV WA VAV WA

A Short Story

8Y
R. M. PRAMATH NATH

our good old servant, came to
my room with a cup of hot
coffee and said "Master, (No
doubt the word ‘ Master”
pleased me very much, espe-
cially when father was out)
here is a letter. I guess, it is
from Shanti.”

I ACTUALLY snatched it from
his hands and began going
through it. I was surprised
to see the sentences under-
lined with red ink. They
|73 1 PO “Omkar, at last
I am able to get a friend from
whom I cannot part thro-
ughout my life. She is
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Kanti, my
bestﬂfriend -\
on earth. She =

eats with me, %‘\ r\‘} :
drinks with “\T\‘\\h\
me and even dances g
with me. Often she ig T
an object of fun at
home. When I ven-
ture ouf on my own work
she too accompanias mo,
Welll you can realize hei‘
bewitching  beauty when
Z:ushese.e her_ personally,

1s coming with me Hupr |

ghere during our Term FHoli- I;E](Izvllxlftto welcome them
ays. lLhope you too will be going  to enipany was I

glad to enjoy her company.” friend I Veryenjt())es;lllt_fSilter'l
1

I jumped up from my seat must bel ul " she
and soon the word “Kaunti”
filled my head. My joy knew ., Welllthey were ¢
no bounds. I was far away Friday, only a few da
in a fairy land and Kanti was but enough time to rys loft,
with me. welcome for oyr ;u:f:'re a
I waAs awakened b ' orel]ed ut sorvants tobsﬁ .
v ne y the well, and asked th elave
, voice of Hari, who said, everything neat] em to keep
Mag'ter, the coffee is getting place. I got the Y In its own
cold.” For an execuse I the beds, the Socfoavermgs for

oming on

shouted, ' Sister is coming radiogr sets, the
with & memsaheb, Hari. range% a{f,l :ngiz};:;ablg t:n-
2 © Voton
¢ INDIA MAGAZINE

and silk curtains were replac-
ed by modern plastic ones.
Some more flower pots were
borrowed from our kind nei-
ghbour and were kept here
and there. But what about
my room ? Ah! I cleaned and
decorated it humming to my-
self joyous tunes.

THOUGHT over the import-
ant quastion as to how to re-
ceive her. Never before had

.‘.J.
S

aY
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i received any girl nor wal-
comed one. The first thing
I decided, rather determined,
was not to stammer. In the
company of girls L am apt to
to stammer, being nervous,
you may think! But about
her voice? Would she too
stamnmer ? No, never, I think.

Her gay and simple words,
Might be like music of
birds !........ !
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At last the appointed day
arrived. I put on a fine
suit and then once again turn-
ed over the pages of the book
““Girl friends and how to re-
coive them,” Well, it was time
to start. Once again I went
before the mirror and thought
myself to be the right sort of
young man of whose com-
pany any girl might be proud.
I had a good look at the house
too, and was satisfied that it
was impressive, that it lacked
neither beauty nor neatness.
And after some time I was
there strolling on the railway
platform.  Unfortunately I
came to know that the train
was late by thirteen minutes.
I cursed the number and the
railway authorities. I stood
there impatiently with hands
thrustinto my trouser pockets,
shifting weight on one or the
other leg, anticipating the
moment of meeting Kanti and
triumph, But still it never
seemed to arrive.

AT last the train came pant-

ing towards the platform.
I began to count the carri-
ages gazing at them : one..
two.... three........ four........ five?
Yes! My sister was in it,
waving her hand. I ran
towards $he compartment
and it came to a halt.

Shanti stepped outside and
said :

“Omkar, I am glad that you
have come... Where is fa.....

“But where is Kanti?” 1
asked eagerly, interrupting
her,
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“Oh!” she said. “If 1
17 . ore
my friend Kanti. Wish helrf

she is my best fii
earth.” friend on

AND with these words, she

was forcing the forelimb
of a Persian Cat into my
hands! Asking me to shake
ha_\r{ds with it! Strange tkind
of introduction it seemed to
me. 1t was a well built Per.
sian Cat, white as snow with
a red band round its neck. It
was looking nice, very nice
indeed. It seemed to have
been well fed, overfed, rather

Ah! do net tell me about
those“dumned cats and
dogs,” T snarted ignoring
the introduction and went
towards the compartment
to find Kanti there, Ag I
was peeping through the
windows, T found none
but a fa}t and aged wo.
man, with a forbidding
look. She shot a haught

question at me: y

“What in the world a
/ re
looking for, young man 9 you

I felt guilty at ¢h
that she shot at me. %t :veo;gg
ed as though she wag over:
hearing our conversation but
soon, I checked myself and
said energetically :

I beg your pardon, ma.
dam, I was just lookin
whether she (pointing todegs
Sister.) had forgotten any
thing........ ” Saying so I with.
drew myself hastily..... . Alasi
Kanti was not there. My sis
ter was keenly watching m .
strange antics. v
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""Where have you left your
girl friend Kanti?” 1 ques-
tioned.

“What? Are you mad ? Who
said that I have got a girl
friend with me ?” She screa-
med almost.

“The one about whom you
wrote in your letter.”
“Bur—" (recollecting) "I

wrote about this cat only,”
ghe said, hugging it, “her
name is Kanti.”

““So you wrote about this
creature?” 1 shouted un-
aware of my surroundings.

“Don’t take leave of your
senses, Omkar,” she retorted.

T found bitterness in her
voice for which I cursed mnone
but myself and was lost in
sore disappointment.

Soon I heard her voice say-
ing:

“Omkar, please take care
of the luggage; we have to get
home quickly.”” It was Sister.

“Yes,” T said mechanically.

“ He says he has not come here to
beg, sir. He is going to the pol-
ling booth to vote for the man
of his choice !”
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THE possiblity of having a

child prodigy is one of
those remote yet impelling
chances that must occur te
all parents at some time or
another.

Every generation produces
its crop of staggering prodi-
gies; but not all of them by
any means live up to their
youthful brilliance; and many
who do mature into real
geniuses burn themselves out
early, although there are
records of men whose lives
from infancy to old age have
been marked by exceptional
brilliance, like Lord Macau-
lay and Dr. Johnson, writes
David Gunston in the ‘‘Ame.
rican Baby.”

What are the chances of
your child becoming a prodi-
gy ? These amazing mental
powers are always in part
hereditary, although that does
not mean that parents alone
may pass on the brilliance; it
may lie much farther back in
the child’e ancestry., Of every
thousand children born, it has
been reliably computed, about
50 may be termed as bright,
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THOGE INFANT PRODIGIES' !

25 as really brilliant and only
one as a prodigy.

Even then, that one may
not turn out to be a real
unde_ni_able genius. And infant
prodigies are nearly always
boys.

There was Lord Macaula
whp ut_down and wrote y.:
serious history of the unijver.
'3‘:tdth° age of seven! He
edited a nursery paper
earlier than that, per even

Read In Cradle !

He never had any tro
over reading, and all throl:xbgll:
life no matter what he read
he memorised it so thorough:
ly that he could repeat whole
ghllmtkl (l)f it — from memory
in later life, man .
that first ruu:ling'y YORIS after

Dean Swift could reaq any

“chapter of the Bible before he

was three, Earl B

all kinds of litera.tury.m;.;.:td
ually from the age of five po}
John Stuart Mill it wa, 'uid
that h'o must have begun to
read in his cradle, gq wide
was his knowledge of books
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it distinctly”.

before he was eight; he started
to learn Greek at three!

Dr. Johnson could read
easily at three, and when still
toddling in petticoats he
would daily be handed a pra-
yer book by his mother,
shown the Collect for the day,
and told: “‘Sam, you must
get this by heart.”

Brndshaw’s Feat

She would then go upstairs,
but before she conld reach the
socond floor he followed her
and “‘repeated

the alphabet at twelve montha
and was made a Master of
Phyzsics at only eleven.

Ruskin At Five

But the classic prodigy, if
the ~age can be believed, was
that of the German baby
Christian Heineker. who was
born at Luebeck in 1771, He
is said to have been able to
smeak a few hours after birth.
kiew the Bible inside out at
two, had a krowledge of La-
tin, Greek and French as well
as history and

Henry Brad-
shaw also read
wall at three,
and when a boy
at Eton he had
a library there
of over 500

tededi geography at
three and, stra-

- :7 Dﬂ ngest of all,
; Nl predicted his

.\;(r, h%}! N own death

P14 A which took

) g;} place, not en-
v n7/ tirely une x-
iy IR pectedly, at the

L a T A age of four!

volumes, and

i i CONVICT : “Ten ycars over!  Syrely a pro.
whilst still a ¥

And so soon !
lad he read me out into

through in one this

year all the

standard English poets, inclu-
ding Chaucer, Spencer and
Tennyson.

Even more remarkable was
the cage of William Sidie, whe
read at two and actually lec-
tured on the fourth dimension
to a group of learned profes-
sors when he was eleven!

But his youthful brilliance
quickly faded, and he became
a clerk at five pounds a week
and died unknown at 46. An
American boy from Brooklyn,
Arthur Greenwood, mastered
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You can’t turn digy to end all
" IN & . .
the world like prodzgtes ’

John Ruskin was a book-
worm at the age of five,
having been taught to read in
infancy, and before he was
eix was familiar with Shake-
gpeare, Scott, Byron and a
host of classics. Disraeli
knew the world of literature
so early that he claimed to
have been “born in a library”,
while Sir Walter Scott revel-
led in the complete works of
Shakespeare in his nursery.

Musical prodigies are equal-
ly numerous and capture po-
pular fancy even more, as
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witness the recent crop of bo

conductors. Handel playeg
the organ, composed and was
famous in Germany by the

" time he was five, while at the

age of six, Mozart, with a
string of excellent composi-
tions already behind him
embarked on a violin, pia.n;
and organ tour of Kurope.

But he was a good exam

of the ﬂame of genius burnip;;
out quickly, for he died at the
age of only 35. Chopin, who
died when 39, is said to have
wept at the sounds of music
when stjll a baby. Haydn was
composing at six, and at that
tender age Richard Strauss
had written a performable
polka, Mendelssohn wag
another composer-prodigy
writing much music still lov-'
ed today when he was in his
teens.

Strangest Of All!

In our own day Yehudi
Mequhm was playing the
v_1olm well at three, with his
sister at the piano, and both
Solomon and Pouishnoff were
key_boa..rd prodigies, although
the'u' gifts were wisely foster-
ed in those early days by long
years of study before concert
w_'ozk was undertaken full-
zlomiaé ]Sir Iflandon Ronald

uld play the pia
he could talk. piano before

. Stna.ngest of all the prod-
igies are perhaps the unique
mathematical freaks who can
do lightning calculations or
abstruse problems in their
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heads whilst still ohi
Very fev? of these turn ll)d\fte::lc.o
})e anything more than a flagh
in _the_ Pan, and most loge
their gifts very early, ofte
before adultheod is rea(,:hed !

There was Truman Sa
who became a mathemgﬁzgi
sgholar before he was eight or
nine. When only ten he wag
gsket_i, Ina test, to multipl
in his head 365,365,365,365 -
365,365 b_y itself. In not ,mor'e
than a m‘llnute he replied cor
rectly : '133,491,850,208 508 -
925,016,658,299,941, 583, 925 | =
Apparently it was all done b
a spontaneous menta} picturey

Perhaps it ig
just
for the sanity of thea‘vv::'reltlzl1

that inf: igi
that ant prodigies are 80

CALENDARS

Civilizations al
si}:ln;ct a calendar,
shelves for  pigeon-hol;
time. The frien% yr;l}lo'l;n%'
one may not think so, byt a
rpodern time-system is a o
clous possession. There P
twenty thousand years a;?

nerve-racki i
ne acking thought behing

V‘V'ays con.
a set of

Man first seized
ever seemed x:egulggl whast-
many snows ago,”’ he woulfi)
?la,yd, ot . 8t the next great
100 "' Nights measured tim
ong before daylight ang d ke
ness were known to add uart-
a  twenty-four.hoyr dp .
Henop we still speak 0;}'.
fgztmght. Short periods w .
pictured as householq duti:rse
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In the east an hour is still
called ‘8 vegetable-boiling’’;
a moment, '~ the frying of.-a.
locust,” writes a Pritish pelo-

dical.

Slowly man saw that three
patural intervals gseemed con-
stant—from sunrise; from full
moon to full moon; from one
longest daylight to the next.
These gave him day, month
and year. But a year was
hard to grasp.

Caesar’s Reform

Unfortunately the number
of days in a lunar month
(twenty-nine and a half) is an
awkward figure ; also, twelve
lunar months add up to eleven
days short of 375. So to keep
right with the sun the priests
had to add days to the calen-
dar. In Rome, if you were a
debtor, ynu could bribe the
priests to add days to suit
you. By Julius Caesar’s time,
January 1 was really Qctober
13—the calendar was eighty
days ahead.

Caesar, who had learned
astronomy in Egypt, refor-
med the calendar, fixing the
yoar as 305 days, six hours;
but this was, in fact, eleven
minutes fourteen seconds too
long, so each following cen-
tury was nearly nineteen

hours out.

July was named after Jul-
jus Caesar, and August after
the Emperor Augustus. Tib-
erius pointed out there would
goon be more emperors than
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months. Caeszar's calendar,
with its extra day every fou-
rth year, held good till Pope
Gregory’s time.

Rioters Shouted

A papal decree set things
right in 1582, but Queen Eli-
zabeth could not, for political
reasons, appear o submit to
the Pope; so not till 1792,
when Parliament made Sep-
tember 3 into September 14,
was our calendar corrected.
The mob believed it was a
““ Popish plot” to rob Pro-
testants of eleven days of
their lives. Rioters shout.
ed: ‘‘Give us our eleven
days!”

Our present system makes
every fourth year (i.e.those
divisible by four) a leap year
with an extra day in Februa-
ry. But there is no extra day
in exact hundred years unless
they are multiples of 400. This
reduces the calendar error to
one day in 3,328 years.

The Extra Day

Auguste Comte, the great
humanist philosopher, wanted
a reformed calendar with
thirteen months each of
twenty-eight days. The extra
day required to complete the
365 was to be sacred fo the
dead. FEach month he gave
the name of a great man—for
example, Homer, Moses, St.
Paul, Shakespeare. The extra
day needed every fourth year
was to be dedicated to a
famous woman.

— Please see page 39
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" A Long, Complete Story

N

\ N

THE moment the unkempt,

middle-aged man swag-
gered on to the train at Win.
nipeg and took a seat across
the aisle from Ellen Birk, she
knew she was going to have
trouble with him. Perhaps it
was the sly way his eyes slid
over her neat green suit, or
the loud way in which he
remarked: “‘It's beginning
to look like fall, don’t it? "

Ellen wanted to squelch
him with a few well-chosen
comments, but it wouldn't do
to arrive at Whitefisih Bay
with any strikes against her.
*Yes. it does,” she agreed
curtly.

““Are you going far?” he
asked.

“I'm going to the end of
the railway—and farther.”
She tucked her feet under the
seat when she saw his eyes
intent on her ankles.

The stranger looked trium.
phant and leaned closer.
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By NAN SHIPLEY

“Then you must be the new

%c:;?’l teacher for Whitefish

Ellen nodded and began t
turn the pages of a magazine?

“My name is Peter I,
ars
I can help you at Whiteﬁsl(l).13

“Thank you, but I
expect to need help_" dO nOt

He snickered. “E
at Whitefish Bay n::;gb(;gy
help.  Why, if it wasn't foyr
me they'd all starve to death |

FOR the first time
looked directly at h'imEl:;:;
51‘1511ked everything she gaw
1 _understand the men f
?Nk}lteffiistil Bay make the?z
iving fishing in 1, innj
living fish sfid. ake Winni.
Larson gesticulated
ly: “But who buys theli)f'oﬁ.dl;
an‘d hauls it to the nea.rst
rallrpad? Who gives thell
credit all year round at :lin
general store? I'y not ki k.
ing—1I always get my mon:y-

or some things as good as mo-
ney, you can bet. But some-
times I wait a long time for
it. Now you're going into
town a stranger, and Ican
give you lots of information
that—"

«WVR. Larson, I believe
~“strongly in first impres.

sions, and if you don't mind
1'd rather gather my informa-
tion that way. And maybe
you've noticed’” she indicated
the magazine in her hands—
“I’'m not a very sociable
person.”’

He laughed and got to his
feet. “After a couple of

She came into the little community looking
for light-hearted adventure, but the sense

of poverty that fay at the heart of Johnny’s

coolness was a challenge that could only be

met with desperate measures.
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months with the Swansens
you'll be glad enough to be
sociable with the storekeeper.
Fish gets mighty tiresome
three times a day.”

She kept her eyes on the
magazine and listened to the
retreat of his heavy boots.
But he had spoiled the jour-
ney for her, and she recalled
how all friends had advised
her against talking the school
at Whitefish Bay. “Why are
you burying yourself away up
there ?” they had asked.

INOW she wasn’t gure why.

Last term, suddenly rebell-
ing against the principal's
rigid routine, she had thought
that teaching school in a
remote settlement where she
could be responsible for all
the pupils offered challenge
and adventure. But Peter
Larson had made it seem like
a foolhardy move.

It was 4 o’clock in the after-
noon when wide stretches
of lake shimmered through
the bush, and the conductor
strode through the coach cal-
ling; “‘Next stop, Mile 180.
All out. End of the line "

Even before Ellen had step-
ped down to the wooden sta-
tion platform, she could hear
Larson shouting: “Hey,
Johnny—Johnny Swanson,
here’'s the new teacher!"

She stood in the sunshine
feeling the eyes of everyone
gathered to meet the train
turned in her diyection_. - But
a2 ‘ .

she was watching & tall
young man stride towards her
in plaxq shirt and denim pants
thrust Into high rubber boots,
His hair wag fair, but hig
mouth had q strained look
and there was ng friendliness

in his eyes when he
own. met her

“I'm Ellen Birk,” she intro.-
ced' herself when he stood
waiting for hier to speak.

“My mgther asked me to
meet you,” he told her, catch-

ing up her bags under one
arm.

She walked in gj
beside him down to the l}ﬁ?
and felt friendless because his'
welcome hadn’t been ag warm
as she had expected. Tt was
almost as though he resented
the errand of transporting her
from the train across the lake

some 30 miles to Whitefish
Bay.

Johnny’s boat was painted
white on the outside, and had
a gray interior enlivened by
two scarlet gasoline drums
and the strong odour of fresh
fish. The swift exhilaration
of the little boat nosing oyt
into the lake filled Ellen with
a sense of freedom shg had
dreamed about wh e n she
applied for the lake-school,

GRADUA.LLY the blurred out.

line of the far shore took
form. TFirst Ellen saw the
trees, then the neat line of
idle 'ﬁshing boats at the
water's edge, the whitewashed
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wins set back fro_m the
i:::l:‘y beach, and the fish-nets
hanging to dry on large woo-
den reels.

“It's far more picturesque
than I expected,”’ she exclai-
med, when Johnny turned to
indicate that this was home.
It looks more like a painting

than reality.”

“Yes,”” he agreed soberly.
“T'ye sometimes thought that,
t00.”

THE Swanson cabin had the

same trim appearance as
Johnny's boat, a.l_though it
was an old building mud.e
entirely of logs. Johnny’s
mother, a thin woman with
graying braids set like a coro-
net on top of her head, met
them at the picket gate, and
her friendliness made up for
any lack of

badly crippled he could not
walk without &« cane. He
greeted Kllen in a kindly
manner and said, "I hope
vou will be cumnfortable with
us,

“You're to huve the voom
in the atti:,” Jolinny’s mo-
ther said. leading the way to
a stairwayv built against the
living-room  wall and disap-
pearing into & square hole cut
in the ceiling.

The attic was furnished
with a cot. adresser and two
oil-lamps hanging from the
rafters. Only the fishnet cur-
tains, dyed a s=oft shade of
blue, saved the place from
stark barveness. looking at
them Xilen was stabbed
with the sense of the family’s
poverty and knew that here
lay the key to Johnny’s cool-
ness.

“ Whaen the

warmth Ellen
had known
earlier.

“Ellen—that
i8 & very pret-
ty name, and
it's good to
see such a nice
young girl
coming here
to teach the
children. But
oome in and
meet Johnny's
father,”” she
said.

sun shines
thiough them
they loek al-
most like
lace,”  John-
nv's mother
nuarriecly  dec-
lared.

SWALLOWING
her emotion,
Ellen smiled.
I know I'm
going to like
it here, Mrs.
Swanson,”’

DOCTOR : “ The only thing for
you 10 do now is to insure your
life and assign the policy to your

Mr. Swanson
was & white. ol
haired man so wile -
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" Pleage call
me Christine
—~everyone
does.”  And
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she turned and went down
the stairs.

Monday morning was chilly
and dark when Ellen was
awakened by the pungent aro-
ma of coffes, and a patch of
light that lay like a carpet at
the entrance to the attic. She
saw by her watchit was 3 a.m.

There was the slish-swish
of 1rubber boots, the
gound of a door opening and
closing, and finally Chris-
tine's slim shadow as she
stood at the foot of the
strairs and inquired softly:
“Did we awaken you, Ellen?”

7T think it was the smell
of the coffee. Is everything
all right ?”

*‘Oh, yes. I'll bring you up a
cup of coffee and then you
can go back to sleep.”

.

CHRISTINE, wearing an old

kimona over faded flannelet-
te pyjamas, sat on the edge of
Ellen’s cot and told her that
Johnny and his father had
gone out to set their nets in
the lake.

“But why at this awful
hour?"”

“The lake is always calm
before sunrise. After dawn
the wind rises and it offen
gets too rough to set the
nets.”’

** When will T be able to go
along ?” Ellen asked, sudd-
enly interested.

04

“ You can come a
IMOLrOW  morning i%og%ut'(r:
gl{lhng to help hauyl in the
Jsh. always go to help.
oanny and Arni manage to
set the nets without me, but
when the nets are full'thQ:J
need every pair of hands they
can get. But you’d better ei
some sleep. They will be go

ing back t
come in.» o bed when they

‘ On her first trip to

ing grounds El]epn ditsk::?)vt;]:gi
how urgently al} hands we
needed for the arduous wo ?
In the cold early dawn I‘i.
Johnny’s boat, she wag stu .
ned by the realization that :1.1
along this vast shorelig
thousands of other men woe
men and children were 'simi-
larly employed. The enormi-
ty of the fishing industr.
overwhelmed her—that anﬁ
the fact that so much hard
labour resulted in such mea
gre returns, )

“Why haven't the fisher.-
men ”become more  prosper
ous ?"" she asked Christing as;

they stripped the slj
from the nets. Sippery fish

“It's seasonal wor
we all have big acc%fr;t:n%
Peter Larson’s store. [t see "
to take a long time to get mi
of debt.”” She sighad, ou

As thcz1 ea,]satem sky bright

ened, Ellen’s | v
cramped and her har?gss wgtf:w
clumsy with cold, She gl n
ced at Arni Swanson'y g%x:xli—
ed hands expertly coiling th;
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nets back into boxes ready
resetting, and she wondere.d
what he was thinking. Milli-
ons of fish annually were
taken from this great lake,
and many men must have
grown rich. But the Swan-
son’s and their friends had
not—in fact, many of the men
were permanently injured by
the hard work. Kight years
ago Arni’s team of horses had
gone through the ice when he
was hauling fish and, altho-
ugh he had escaped drowning
like his horses, his legs were
badly crippled.

ELLEN looked at Johuny

manoeuvring the boat, and
noticed again the tight line of
rebellion on his mouth. These
were proud people and their
constant indebtedness to Lar-
son rankled. Why should he
operate the only store in the
community ? Why should he
be the district’s only fish-
buyer? Yet who else among
them could afford a fleet of
skiffs in summer or tractou-
trains in winter to haul the
catch across the lake to the
railway ?

Snow came early in Novem-
ber, and Whitefish Bay was
in the lull between fall and
winter fishing when the men
waited fo.- the lake to freeze
solid enough for cold-weather
operations. This was the
time for house parties and
dancing to Arni’s concertina
and old Hake Johnson’s fiddle
and skating with Johnny on
the smooth, mirror-like
lagoon.
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‘1 didn't think you'd stick
it out with us this long,” he
told her one night as they
walked lwomeward through
the hlune-white moonlight.
“ Nou- of the other teachers
has. Wiy are you staying
here, Eilen 7

“ Iy the beginning I came
looking fur <ome sort of ad.
venture or just to be my own
boss,” she laughed. ““Then

when [ saw there was 8o
much tu be done I decided to
stay on.” She lovked up at
him.  But what about your
future ? Your mother told me
you have your pilot's license.”

He nodded. ** By the time
1 was 18 I'd had enough and
went away to study flying.
Then dad’s accident happened
before I got established in
anything, so I came back to
take over his work. Once I
thought we could break away
by turning over cur fishing
grounds to others, but the
Swansons have always fished
here. Dad can’t give up his
fishing rights. Once he did,
he'd teel entirely dependent
upon me.”

SBrT  this  hard life isn't
good enough for any ef
you,” Ellen protested.

““ [ know that. We should
all be getting more for the
work we do.”

" Then vou inake a better
living for them!”

“I've dreamed of nothing
else for a long time., But
how 7"
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She laoked up at him smil-
ing. '‘You will think of
something, Johnny. Iknow
you will,”

He put his arms about her
and kissed her mouth. The
fervour of their kiss mounted
until they stood clinging to-
gether breathleas at the won-
derful discovery of their love
for one another.

THERE was no school the day

the men of Whitefish Bay
left for their winter camps
out on Lake Winnipeg. Some
of the women accompanied
their husbands, but most of
the men went in pairs, like
Johnny and his father, and
when they were gone the
whole community seemed
desolate.

One night, it seemed to
Ellen that she had no sooner
huddled under her blanket in
the dark attic than she was
aroused by dogs barking, and
Christine calling out as she
ran to the door : ** Something
has happened, Johnny's team
is back!”

Ellen pulled on her bath-
robe and hurried downstairs
just in time to see Johnny in
his snow-covered parka carry-
ing his father in his arms.
Without a word Chirstine ran
ahead into the bedroom to
pull back the covers.

Ellen swung the kettle over
the open fireplace and, kneel-
ing, prodded the ashes into

life.
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In a few moments Johnny
came and stood beside her,
a.nfi when she loeked up he
said dully ; ““He’s been sick
for & week. We thought it
was o heavy cold and he
wouldn"'tlet me bring him in
SOONer.

Even as they stood looking
at one another, Christine,
white-faced, joined them, het
hand touching Johuny’s arm:

You'll have to go across the
lake and bring a doctor.”

Then she was back at *her
husband’s side.

Ellen watched the last
snowflakes on Johnny’s moc-
casins vanish in the firelight.

There’s no one to take care
of my nets."” He spoke as
though to himself. ‘' If I
leave them I'll lose our con-
tract with Larson.”

ALL at once Ellon was sick

to death of this stumbling-
block called Larson. She
kne\y how desperately the
farmly was depending upon
the.wmter's catch to reduce
their debt—knew, too, that
Peter Larson would jump
at the chance to confiscate
Johnny’s nets on the grounds
that the fish already belonged
to.hlm, but she could not
bring herself to offer Johnny
sympathy. ‘“Now seems to
be the time to bieak away
from this life,” she declared,

“HowecanI? h .
ed fiercely. ¢ demand

“How much longer can
you go on working for Larson
hating every minute of it?
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We're in love, Johnny—what
about our future? Forget
about the winter camp and
your nets and your debt to
Larson, and—"’

He laughed shortly. "F?r-
get! It's easy to see youve
never been in debt!”

““1f T ever were,” she flared,
“1'd never crawl to Larson!
What's the matter with you,
Johnny ? You can fly—you’re
young and strong—you know
the fishing business here as
well as anyone, Why are you
so spineless? 1 just can t
love a weak man!"

JNSTANTLY she was sotry,
but he gave ber no time to

apologize. The door opened

and closed, and he was gone.

The next morning the d_oc-
tor arvived by snowmobile.
Ellen was pulling on her
heavy overshoes, and she wal-
ted by the kitchen stove drink-
ing another cup of coffee un-
til he came out of the bed-
room. On meeting her eyes,
the doctor said : ~ A bad case
of pneumonia. But under
Christine's care he'll pull
through all right. By the
way, I have a special mess-
age for you, young lady—if
you're the young lady John-
ny told me about.”

" She nodded, too nervous to
speak.

““ Johnny said I was to tell
you he'd sold the dog-team
for train.fare to the c1ty, and
that he wouldn't be back un-
til she scheme he had in mind
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worked out successfully. Né‘ﬁ/
I hope that makes more
sense to you than it does to
me."’

Oh yes, it made sense—
beautiful, exciting sense!
Johnny was free, he'd broken
away.

Yet, as the days passed
without further word, her
anxiety grew.

“Did Johnny tell you he
was going to ran away like
this ?”' Christine inquired one
evening.

““ Oh. he didn’t run away,”
Ellen was quick to defend. "'
know he’ll be back when he's
got some sort of a good-pay-
ing job or sume plan.”

“Ayni and I don’t want
Johnny keeping us. We've
got our fishing rights. With
a little help we can still keep
ourselves.”

“* Oh, Christine, it's nothing
like that. It's—"" But how
could she explain the situa-
tion when she knew nothing
about it. " Johnny and I
quarrelled. I guess I flew off
the handle and was mean to
him. I'm sorry if I've caused
any trouble for all of you.”

CHRISTINE sighed. “‘It’s just

that we're worried about
Johnny’'s naets. Larson is
sure to claim them for our
debt ; then what will we do?”

It was a dazzling afternoon
with frost hovering like jewel-
dust in the sunshine wlen
Ellen, wiping off the black

T
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boards after school, heard the
sound of a plane circling the
little settlement. Theve wasn’t
a doubt in her mind that it
was Johnny coming home.
All her instincts were to run
out and meet him when she
saw the plane land and two
men step out. But she cloged
the door slowly and returned
to her work. Johnny's return
might mean everything to her
—or nothing at all. For if he
had not worked out some sav-
ing plan for his family and
friends, then her time at
Whitefish Bay was short. She
had eaten too much fish, seen
too much want among the
people here to remain.

Most of the day’s radiance
had faded when she could no
longer put off going home.
Now, she reasoned, the Swan-
son family would have made
their peace with one another
or be irrevocably torn apart,
and, since Johnny had not
rushed to meet her. she felt
that he had not forgiven hes
or had come back beaten.

SHE had reached the gate
when the door of the cabin
opened and Johnny, still
wearing his sheepskin jacket
and clumsy flight boots, came
down the steps to meet her.

Neither of them spoke as he
caught her hands and gazed
edown into her face. 'Then,
geeing his smile, she whisper-
ed: “Oh, Johnny you've
found a wap !’ And their kiss
was long with victory.

““ Just ag you once said I
would.”

o8

e Tell me &bout it

He laugheq 4

ness. “Itgg lont her eager.

g story, but to

men to pay eith
fish to market.”’

"It sounds wo
1 nderful,
you won’t have tq w:)rfow
hard with youy nets,”’ %

"I won’t hav i
the n_ets again, thIoe’v{loil: :{)tlh
to hire a couple of strone
young fellows to do thag lg
tlla§ dad can sti]) keep the
fishing grounds he loves.”

“ YOU dOn’t mean »
10t the j Avine o Lve
%)ut 1”8 jobof flying the fish

" That's it. The man
T—Mr. -I.{arrington~—is in t:Lglle(r
ing business with dad now "
Hls arm was strong aboyt h.e
waist as they walked towa.rdr
the_house. “ Now about :
business—we should bLe moal;r

ried so ) —_
date.” on, li.llen Namng tho

BUT now that he was
safe]y hers again

good to tease hj ;

dixect answer.

8 here,
1t was
M and evadg g
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When they entered the kit-
chen, Christine had the table
get with her best linen, and
ghe hummed as she moved
about setting out hot fish
cakes, home-.made bread and
steaming cabbage.

*“ Our success has already
gone to Ellen’s head,”” John-
ny told her. *‘ She refuses to
say when we will be married.”

Ellen smiled at his mother
as she removed her overshoes
on a hooked mat by the door.

“ And why should she be in
any hurry to name the day?”
Christine demanded. ‘'‘ You
were slow enough in asking
her.””—(Copyright.)

—Continued from page 49
THOSE INFANT PRODIGIES !

During the revolution, thg
French adopted a ‘‘Calendar
of Reason.” There were twel-
ve months of thirty days
each, and the remaining five
days were dedicated to the
Suns-culottes, (T his means
“without breeches”—it was
the slang name for the first
ragged rebels.) Names chosen
for the five days were:
Virtue, Genius, Labour, Opin-
ion and Recompense. Nopo-
leon, as he conquered Europe,
found calendar confusion too
much for him, and abolished
the new scheme.
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THE bride of a struggling
writer wasthe big success
of the evening, and all the
men at the party elbowed each
other to dance with her.

*“ She’s charming. old boy,”
t?le bost raved to her husband.
““ And her dress is a poem.”

“Not a poem,” corrected
the writer. “'Sixteen poems,
five short stories and nine
articles.”

BRIGHT BOY!

A relative had been mar-
ried, and a fairly generous
portion of wedding cake had
arrived by post. The mother
gave her four-year-old son a
pisce, and told him that if he
put it under his pillow his
dreams would come true.

7

* But, Mummy,” protested
the youngster, ** why can’t I
eat the cake and put the pil-
low over my stomach?”

VOICE FIRST

** My dear, she’s the gort of
woman who always enters a
room voice first.”
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“WHY are you rolling the
dustbin around. Willie "

“To amuse little Betty.”
“And where ig Betty 2"

“In the dustbin I'’

AND THEN...

A medical officer was test-
ing the camp water supply.

What_ precautions do you
take against infection 2 he
asked the sergeant in charge,

" We boil it firat, sir,” re.
plied the sergeant. ¢

“ Good.”
" Then we filter it.”

" Excellent.”

" lén‘d t_shen,f" said the gsar.
geant, ' just for safety’
wa drink beer 1” Vs sake

FOR HOURS

“ I hear you met B ‘e
w.ife the other day, r(%le:a
kind of woman is she 7"

“The kind who ¢ Y
hours about things th:.}:k.leaf.or
ber speechless,” ve
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¢] DIDN'T run after you
when we were courting,”
gaid Mrs. Browne.

“‘No,"” replied her husband.
“A trap doesn’t run after a
mouse, but it catches it ”

SO SIMPLE!

A vicar was having a seri-
ous talk to one of the younrg
men in his parish.

*“ John,” he said, ‘I hear
that you have been raising
falgse hopes in maiden hearts.
Rumour whispers that you
are engaged to one girl in this
village, another in Little Mit-
chin, and a third in Brenchley.
How can you do such thing«?”’

““Simple,” was the reply,
I've got a bicycle.”

o

MEMORY

““Iceland,”” said the school-
teacher, ‘‘is about as large as
Siam.”

“Iceland,” wrote one of
the pupils afterw:rds, “‘is
about as large as teacher.”

PAWNING HIS SUIT!

““Is it true that Eva is going
te sue Reggie for breach of
promise ? "’

““She was going to, but she
found out that it wouldn’t be
worth while.”

““No letters, I suppese ?”

“It wasn't that. No mo-
ney. She was on the point of
filing a suit when she heard
that Reggie was pawing one.”
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¢BrT, darling,” said a pros-
pective bride, “'if I mar
you I'll lose my job.”

“Can’t we keep our mar
ge a secret?” asked ;
fiance. e

“But suppose we have a
baby ?"

“Oh, we’'ll tell the baby, of

course.”

RISK FOR BOTH

““How do Tknow you’re not
marrying my daughter for
my money ?”’

““Well, we're both taking a
risk. How do I know you
won't o bankrupt in a year

or so ¢’

HER FEAR

““ My wife says that if I die
she will remain a widow.”

““She must think there's
not another man like you.”
“No. She's afraid there

12

IS,
POINT IT OUT!

A man who was wanted for
robbery heard that the police
were on his trail. Hast-
ily he went to the local rail-
way station and asked for a
ticket to the end of the line on
the fastest train.

“ Qur fastest train left just
ten minutes ago,” he was
told.

" Well,” gasped the man,
‘ just give me a ticket and
point out the track.”
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ri’ASKED why he wanted a day “DID you gee how

PREVENTING TOOTH DECAY

by A Physician

N _ off, the employee explained Mrs, Godolphin wal:lea:od
when

she didn't look

”

«Bwould like to celebrate,” he
wdd,

" Well, I suppose so,” gru-
mbled the employer, *‘ but
are we going to have to put
up with this every twenty-five
years ?"’

NOTHING BUT...

In the midst of her first
driving lesson, Mrs, Williamsg
complained to her husband :

George, that little mirror up
there isn't right.”

“What's wrong with it? "
queried the husband.

“I can't see a thing in i
the car behind " g n it but

NO FRIEND !

“Friend of the bride.
groom ? " asked the usher at a
wedding.

“Certainly not!" replj d
the dignified matron. ‘¢ fa:n
the bride's mother I"”

STARTING PRICE

."Hg.ven’t the dresses in
this window a splendid finish,

dear ?” a young wif
her husband, § wife asked

" Nothing wrong with the
finish, it’s the starting price
that gets me,”” commented the
man ag he hurried on,
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) ,.’ at it was his lgilver wedding I told her that
/2 niversary. My wife and aday older th
ter 2’

an her daugh.

“I didn't notice,
usy watching th
on her daughter's ?:

I was too
IDressgion
ce. "

PRGSPECT

“Father was deli
! ight
I told him you worg a;do:vth'?n

“I'm glad to hear that

“Yes, the |

friends he tri ast of my
the house wa,
pion.”

boy.
od to kick Outogf

S & boxing cham.

EASY GUESS |

“Yes, sir,"” wa,
5 . 8ir, 8 the
lett)'il;ltb I think he mustr;]:.ly'
e Y one of the entrancos‘lr'e’

YOUR teeth bothering you a

little these days? Perhaps
one of them aches a bit or
another has a spot ‘which
means decay. And even if
vou haven't a tooth ache,
that's no guarantee that
everything is going well with
your teeth.

If it's any comfort, there
are plenty of others in the
same boat.

According to one authority
by the time the age of 70 is
reached eight women out of
10, and seven men out of 10,
have lost all their teeth. And
chances are that your teeth
are twice as bad if you live
in the east ratherthan in the
west. Nobody knows why,
exactly, but it may be due to
the presence or absence of
fluorine in the drinking water
which seems to ward off tooth
decay. Orit may depend on
other chemicals.

A good deal of this tooth
trouble can be chalked up to
sheer poverty. Why is it
necessary for us to see the
dentist? In short., why do
teeth decay ?

For 3,000 years men have
been arguing about that ques.
tion. And it has become a
great deal more important
today. The more our civili-
zation progresses the more
man’s teeth decay.

The obvious clue to the
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causes of tooth decay whe,
we comparve primitive teethf¥
free from decay and ouv-,
rapidly decaying teeth lies fl
cherking up on the differenc.
in food. Certain kinds of footi’
seem to be responsible for
increased tooth decay. Doc-
tors have found that when
rats are allowed to drink
popular sott drinks their
teeth seein to decay more ra-
pidly. Gingerale, grape juice
and cranberry juice also harm
rats’ teeth. All such fluids
coutain -acids. And when
suzar is added to them, they
cause the teeth to decay even
more rapidly,

The theory as to sugar
causing tooth decay is simple.
Sugar seives as a food for the
bacteria in the mouth that
are responsible for tooth
decay. The more sugar you
eat, the more food for the
bacteria, and the more decay.
Some dentists believe that
avoiding all sugary and star-
chy foods for a couple of
weeks in a row will starve
out the bacteria, and ward off
tooth decay, at least for a
while. Refined sugar seems
to be the food the bacteria
dote on. Natural sugars in
fruits ave safer for the teeth.
And hand in hand with the
apparent increase in tooth
decay is the fact that the con-
sumption of sugar is about
10 times greater than it was
100 years ago. To offset the
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effect of the sugar, some den.
tists  believe that eating an

npple after every meal will

dlean up the starches and
ugars that may remain in the
outh,

el-Qcientists believe tooth
teay can result from acids
4 ormed in the mouth 20 minu-
tes after starches and sugars
are eaten, Fresh fruits and
vegetables have the general
result of making the saliva
more alkaline, and thus cut
. down on the production of
these acids. Further, if the
teeth are brushed immediately
after a meal, the acids that
help cause decay may not
form, and thus the chances of
decay are less.

Another aspect of the prob.
lem is being tackled by the
researchers at the University
of Illinois. They believe that
the acid-producing bacteria
in the saliva are killed off by
the presence of ammonia com-
pounds—just as they may be
fed by sugars. In fact, the
deadly effect on the ammonias
is lost if a person eats too
many sugars and starches,
thus disrupts the natural
_ chemical balance of saliva,
The remedy is to add ammo-
nia compounds to the saliva.
This can be done by means of
a mouthwash or a toothpaste.
So far, the results from such
tests are hopeful.

Food algo affects our teeth
because of the soil on which
it grows. If the soil lacks
essential food elements, such
as calcium, the plants that
grow on the soil lacks essen.
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tial food element, And the
lv?v.‘(l)lple who eat the plants
ml knot get the right foods to
ma e healtpy teeth. The soil

ay a.lsq give off certain che-
micals into drinking water
which prevent decay. Drink-

lng water that contains much -

ilougnne may cause the teeth
o ecome mottled, but it also
dgcps protect the teeth against
'ho:vYI;‘as many surveys have
_And there is definite i -
tion that our emotionsmexi&;
hasten tooth decay. Some
doctors and dentists believe
that the emotional stress of
mode.rn society is partly res-
ponsible for increased tooth
decay. We know that anger
and fear can change the che.
mical nature of the bliood
and there is a good cha.nce’
that they can likewise change
the_ chemical content of tg

saliva, which other researct.n
has shown to be important i

causing decay. n

‘ In spite of all ¢
in research, all th:1 ehop;: g:les:
:he new methods prom'm
eeth still decay. One of lt'he’
:ouﬁsest methods of treatine
tgo decay is still to px:ovidg
b orctmgh and consistent dent el
I;;ea 8ent for all aghool ohil;
: n. Catching the cavitieg aar.
y will saye their teeth Wlex::-

ever such a
been tried itp;‘:’ghmme has

remarkably in cutt‘mg“d'd‘

ing dOWn

the amount of decay in adulg

mo“ths. True' th

high, but there § 0 oosts are -
tion that the ru:1 ekl ques- -

t8 in termg

of dental health gre worth it
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WITH his cu-ped _hands
bolding his faca tight

and his legs thrown careless-
ly on the table before him
Jat— constricted upiversal
name for Jatadharan—s a t
immobile, plunged in furious
thought.

Jat always prided on the
fact that whenever he did
think, it was always furious
thinking.

And when Jat sat so think-
ing some mouse Wwas suré to
come out of that mountainous
labour of thinking and every-
one in the house knew this.

At last Jat's legs By
R. BANGARUSWAMI

began to move
slowly, then oscil-
late a bit quickly,
and later vigorously. The
cupped hands uncupped
themselves and stretched
in a hundred ways 1n_ 2
mood of relaxation. The
sombre face brightened as
though lit with a powerful
idea. And the eyes twinkled
merrily.

“Bug !”” he shouted, “Bug!”

Bug was his pet name for
his spouss Bagavathi, his
better-half, his wifey, his
lovey-dovey, and ever 89
many things besides.

Bug knew she would be
called in.
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““What's the idea?” shef .
ked with a sneer in her toyi o

“You see,” he said and
ghed twice. ““Much of our
financial worries and crises,
or you may call them catatas-
trophes, is due to the fact that
we don’t plan, we don’t plan
ahead with sufficient fore-
thought and «cumen. And
how can we plan without
suficient data, without suffi-
cient facts and figures, with-
out proper statistics? This
leads to the subjeci of day-to-
day ancounting, proper ledger-
posting, subsequent auditing,
checking and mapping, #9

that you will
know everything
at a glance.”

Jat shet forth
two more coughs.

SWHY all this fuss? " Bug

said suavely. ‘I know
our financial position as well
as one can know it, The know-
ledge throbs in my veins,
looms in my dreams and even
threatsns to become 2a night-
mare. We arenot millionai-
ves. Why make sucha pother
about the small income about
the proper «pending of which
we make so many mental
plans and gschemes?"”’

““ But you see that without
regular accounts we are liable
to forget payments made and
may make double payments
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ypd commit such mistakes
} ‘hich are apt to make further
' }x;oads into our slender
¢ sources,”
A

Bagavathi giggled.

i * .

«MNo such contingency has
* oven or will arise, T almost
vham every item of dues.”

JaT pulled a long face and

smoothened his nose. Sup_-
posing the Incometax authori-
ties ask for accounts 9"’ he
beamed.

“How will they when your
salary is not anywhere meav
the taxable minimum? " she
curtly asked.

“1 am a Government ser-
vant and I think it is safe to
keep accounts,’” said Jata-
dharan with a bit of firmness

““You may please youfself,
T won't stand in the way, she
snapped and was about to go.

“you don't catch me, Bug.
You write the accounts and I
will do the auditing. Uunless
these two departments are
separate theve qu't he effi-
ciency.” Jat's voice was per-
suasive.

“My kitchen work is heavy
enough for me,” she said, "My
keeping the account books in
the kitchen is liable to soak
them in oil or get portions of
them fried up and the rest
coated with smoke all over.
And such funny accounts
they will look !"
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_ "Then will you do the audit-
ing, I'will keep the accounts,”

putin Jat happy to find an
alternate solution,

“I know no odd eating or
even eating!” said Bug
wherepon Balu shot forth

from nowhere and burst out
into laughter,

“You insolent kid,” shouted
the father. “"Why don't you
write the accounts?”

Balu jumped up in ecstasy.
He thought he was going to
be the key figure ot domestic
finauce. Mother would, of
course, do the spending, and
father would do the auditing.

BALU provided himself with a

stout bound book, red ink,
black ink, a separate table,
and other paraphernalia, And
the little twelve-year-old Balu
looked big with terrible import-
ance when he wrote or rather
perpetrated the so-called ace.
ounts to the great chagrin and
discomfiture of his six.year
younger sister Kamalu whe
took every opportunity to file
complaints against him. Balu
wrote what his mother said
and whatever his father said
with the result that the same
expense was often entered
twice. Again entries like:
Giiven to Father for expenseé
Rs. § and then he would fol.
low it up by writing the de.
tails of the money given te
Father. Thus it was found
that more money wag spent

than they got either an salary
or as loan !
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BALU soon found that Acc-
ount-keeping with all
acccounts and no cash was

very irksome. He said that
he could not keep proper
accounts unless all the cash
was handed over to him, a
notion immediately dubbed
preposterous by both the par-
ents in one voice. Balu com-
plained of heavy school work
and handed over the work to
Kgmalu who took it up with
pride, She followed her
brother’s wonderful book-
keeping methods and using
the red ink and btack ink as

occasion and her idiosyncrasy
demanded,
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BEFORE the month was eut a

landmark in the juvenile ad-
venture of account-keeping
happened. Kamalu with her
two ink-bottles open and with
her two pens and her account
books was jotting down the
day’s expenses when unseen
by her the two-year old baby,
Juju, a mischievous little
devil, stormed in and in less
than asplitsecood emptied the
ink on the notebooks. Before
screaming Kamalu could to
anything the baby had coated
her body and dress frighten-
ingly with patches of crimson
ink.

—Please see page 71
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)\"RESPONSIBLE OPPOSI-
ja, TION"

‘NAt Begusarai, Mr. Jai Pra- -

setsh Narain repeated his
w svourite plea about the need
to build up a ‘‘strong, “‘heal-
thy and responsible ‘‘opposi-
tion to keep the ruling party
on the right ‘‘path.)”” Few
will quarrel with his general
thesis. That is indeed a seri-
ous lacuna in Indian democ-
racy which needs to be
removed, But Mr. Narain
seems to think that a “‘strong
and healthy “‘opposition” can
be made to order, or that Mr,
Nehru can pull it out of his
hat like a rabbit. The evolu-
tion of a party, or for that
matter of democracy, is a
slow process, whose pace
cannot be forced. The condi-
tions for the growth of an
effective opposition party
have to evolve themselves and
cannot be artificially created
by a fiat. Unless it commits
a fatal blunder, the Congress
is destined to rule the country
during the lifetime of Mr.
Nehru, largely because of his
powerful personality behind
it, and nut a little because of
the party's own past record
of service and prestige with
the people. Ultimately, the
electorate is the sole arbifer
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of the relative worth of the
parties in the field.

—Times of India.
UN-AMERICAN WELCOME

President Lisenhower, for
tl}e first time went to the
airport for receiving a visit-
ing celebrity, namely, King
Ibn Baud of Saudi Arabia,
who had been accorded a cold-
shoulder welcome by the
New York authorities. The
Prisident's intention must
have been partly to cushion
off the effects of first impres-
slons when it is the boast of
America that she welcomes
every visitor with open arms.
Mayor Wagner gave certain
reasons for his not spreading
the carpet for the Arabian
Monarch attended by 70 retai-
ners. Now comes the news
that on account of unfriendly
expressions of opinion regard-
ing Tito, the Belgrade Dicta-
tor has decided not to appear
in the United States. When
Stalin was alive, Tito had
been a hero with New York
columnistg, since he had
defied the Moscow tyrant,
and Tito wisely made the best
of both worlds when it came
to financial aid and fighting
armour,

With de.Stalinisation in
progress, Tito’s equivocal
stand dwindles in value and
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his supposed enormities as u
totalitarian become magnified.
Even in the past'tours of
Marshal Tito, certain groups
had regarded him with mis-
ivings. The covert reason
gvas t%at (in the case of Ro-
man Catholics) the Mars)}a‘l
had strained relations witi
ecclesiastical authorities, sus-
pected of lukewarm loyalties.
In the third week of Decem-
ber, there was a rally of
Roman Catholics in New
York, where the organisers
specified the treatment  of
Archbishop Stepinac as illus-
trative of Communistic tyran-
ny. It must be very embar-
rassing to the American
President that non-conforming
visitors should be subject to
signs of discourtesy, but the
American people, when it
comes to outspokenness, do
not hesitate to differ from the
governmental hierarchy, sin-
ce receptions are not made to
order in that country.

—Deccan Herald.

DIVIDE AND RULE

The Chinese Priine Minis-
ter's address at the S.pemal
Convocation at Qo utiniketan
emphasised a paLticu!ar aspect
of the policy pursued by the
Western Powers which has
been illustrated clearly by
the latest Security Courzgﬂ
resolutirn on Kashmir. M.
Chou En-lai accused them of
“creating discord among
Asian and African countries
by means of antagonistic

_ military blocs with an attempt
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to divide and rule.” The
Kashmir dispute has place

at theirdisposal a very con

venient weapon to be use®
against India whenever Prim v
Minister Nehru's policy ¢ -
non-alignment creates serior
difficulties for them. Britai- j
which mizht have been expegj
ted to take a rational view of
Pakistan’s preposterous
claims (it was on the basis of
an Act of the British Parlia-
ment and during the regimae
of a British Governor-General
tliat the “Hindu Maharajah”
accedad to India), has actual-
ly taken the lead in organis-
ing a fresh crusade against
India, and British diplomats
have found overzealous
cawp-followers in practically
all sections of the British
Press. The resolution was
ready even before the Indian
vepresentative had explained
his case. The security Coun-
cil virtually condemned a
litigant without bearing his
case. Such unusual anxiety
to oblige Pakistan is obviouly
due to its membership of the
Baghdad Pact and its readi-
ness %0 receive American
military aid. 1t is also due
to an obvious desire on the
part of the Western Powers to
teach India the precious les-
son that camp-followers alone
can expect crumbs from the
master’s table. There can be
no friendly co-operation bet-
ween the two States into
which this subcontinent has

been divided as long as the
Western Powers pursue this
policy. For the time being it
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‘sin their inferest to create
l.nd consolidate the rift bhet-
.veen India and Pakistan; but
m the long run artificially
anufactured instability in
\g:ch a strategic area canmnot
' beneficial to the world.
lo. -—A. B. Patrika.
N
DEMONSTRATIONS

Pakistan has been giving
all sorts of provocations to
India. Pakistan leaders, who
are expected to act responsi-
bly and with dignity, have
been publicly talking of in-
vading India and capturing
Delhi. The slogan of jehad
and ‘‘Delhi chalo” has excited
the passions of the people of
that country. The burning
of the effigies of Mr Jawahar-
lal Nehru at the instance of
these leaders is also a daily
occurrence in Pakistan. These
provocative acts have caused
untold indignation in India.
But the people here have
generally behaved with rest-
raint and dignity as a result
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“Sze how the wire bas gone down.
Still she would not admit that
she has put on more weight ! ™

i

of the appeals of M:. Nehru
and others to remain calm
and not to retaliate in any
way. However students are
feeling more excited than
others and they have organi-
(sigd protest demonstrations in
dlﬁ'erent parts of India. These
emoustrations have on the
whole been dignified and
peaceful. At one or two
p'laces tbe more excitable sec-
tions tried to follow in the
t_'ootstep_s of their counterparts
in Pak}stan and the Police
had'to intervene. The indig-
nation felt by students at the
e'vents in Pakistan was natu-
ral; and if nothing serious has
?}Tp_pened it is a tribute to
T:H':- sense of discipline,

eir leaders have set the
path _of Peace before them
and in no ¢circu mstuncef;

should th
path. ey abandon that

It is true, as some sa
Pakistan in its presenty'rrrr)‘:;
would understand the langua-
ge of force and that any other
language would be construed
by it as the language of weak-
ness, Still so far as we are
concerned, we should act and
b_eh_aye a8 a disciplined and
civilized people should act
?nd behave. It woulg be a

olly to co PY Pakistan’s
methods and tactics e ve
under provocation. "

~—The Tribune.

THE NAUGHTIEST MAN

Depreciated o

C I not, a

?ﬁp:el’ I3 & rupes for all
& Its powers are im
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mense both on the terrest-
rial and spiritual plane. The
talisman that was tied around
Prime Minister Nehru's arm
on the eve of his flight from
Madras contained one potent
rupee-coin. It was guaran-
teed to keep him safe on the
air to ward off the evil eye—-
the malignant ones ave parti-
cularly busy in election time
—and to make him generally
invincible. Talisman or not,
a rupee has to be kept in cir-
culation if it is not to become
dead money, and a dead coin
like a dead soldier, is not of
any use to anybody. So it
was ‘enjoined on the Prime
Minister by his benefactor,
the donor of the charmed
amulet. that on reaching his
journey's end he should give
the rupee to the poorest man.
In a country where there is
no floor to poverty this poses
a particularly ticklish prob-
lem. The best qualified
recipient is to be found, in
our opinion, in the runks of
working journalists for even
the proverbial church mouse
would consider it a slur on
his financial status if
he was placed in the same
income group &as members
of the inky profession.
It is on record that a working
journalist gubmitting his
monthly budget for the close
scrutiny of the Wage Board
had given these tell-tale
figures : ** Income Rs. 150.
BExpenditure Rs. . 0—on ciga-
rettes, Rs. 10 on tea, Rs. 15 on
food, nothing on house rent

(rent in arrears from the tima
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I moved into the house) a
Rs. (110 as interest char
on loans tuken from Kah
and Rastogis. Deficit
by further borrowings e
1110:.;?&1.“ It is, howeved
comforting thought that tF
are poorer veople than
lists, The most vocal
_confideut claimiant* to
Prime Minister's rupee
r[gmo‘n Firnjance Minister,” M/r
T, ’l: Krishnamachari, wh(;
has hit an all-time low with
the statement: ‘I am the
poorest man in the country.”
T}'lere 18 a saying that people
with naught are naughty. The
talisman, in all fairness
should go to the naughtiest,;
man in the country. But it
is slightly disconcerting to be
told that he has to be the
Union Finance Minister.

{

— The Pioneer,

HOME BUDGETING !
—Continued from page 67

Bug came to the scene and
Jattoo. " Juju wants his turn
in the game of accounts,’” said
Bug.

“No mother,” said Balu
who came from the street on
hearing Kamalu's screams.
" Baby hasdone some audit-
ing."”

Jatadharan alone stood
silent like a pillar,
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ULLAN was shorter than a
normal midget. He was
thirty inches high and reach-
ed up to the knees of a full-
grown adult. But he always
attracted undue and unwel-
come attention. Small boys
crowded around him and
cracked jokes. Since he had
logt his father and mother,
there was nobody to feed him.
He tried to seek a job but he
was laughed out. Shop-owners
told him that they did not
want adoll. The young man-
he was already twenty-two—
was much put out. He hid
himself behind a tree and
wept the whole night.

He made up his mind to go
from town to town until he
got a job. But he was not
successful. Throughout the
day he would wanderabout in
the streets. Some kindly soul
would take pity on him and
give him some money to pur-
chase food. Xullan would
spend the night on the pave-
ment itself and resume his
march in the morning.

e had made friends with a
small street dog whom he
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*  MIDGET AND

HIS DOG

named Tiger. The dog was
h}mgry and fa,mishe(ig like
hm]se]f: and he shared his
food with the animal when-
ever he got something to eat.
T}§e dog follewed Kullan
faxthfully like a shadow, But
he was plgger than his master
and this circumstance made
people laugh at both. But
Kullan was always genial and
sweet-tempered and did not
rnmgi phe jokes at his expense.
He joined in others’ laughter.

much to the latter'
rassment. atter's embar-

BUT the monsoon rajns had

begun to pour and Kullan
felt very miserable, There
was no dry place or sheltered
corner where he could take
refuge. One evening he was
complgtely drenched and
sh‘lvermg. Tiger, too, was
miserable but he stood t,)ra,ve
ly by his master. ’

Kullan thought for a i
He looo}ced about and Xl\l;le;
big white house opposite
There were lights shininé
through the window He
asked the dog to stay ';vhare
he was, stepped up to the
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door and gave three knocks.
After a few minutes, an old
gentleman opened the door
and peerved out. }Ie wasg sur-

prised to see a midget bowing
low to him.

“ Qir, I am a stranger to
this place and caught in the
rain. Wil you kindly allow
me to spend the night in your
bouse until the rains subside:?
I have already taken my
meal.”

THE old man paused for a

minute. =~ Well, young
man,’’ he said, ““you are wel-
come to stay bere until morn-
ing. In all my life, I have not
experienced such beastly we-
acher. My people have gone to
another town and will return
only tomorrow morning. You
can remain in the front roomn.
Come in or the house will be
flooded.”

The old man must be very
rich, thought Kullan. The
rooms were splendidly _fur-
nished. The host gave him a
cup of milk and though he
declined it at first, he drank it
on‘his insistence. e, how-
ever, refused to use & cot, as
desired by the host, and slept
on the floor in a dark corner.

In the small hours of the
morning Kullan suddenly
woke up. His bleod froze at
the sight that met his eyes.
The rains had stopped and a

_cregcent moon WAas shining

through the clouds. "l‘hough
there was no light 1D the
room, witl. the help of the
moonlight he was able to se®
what was happening. TWo
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tall men, obviously burglars,
were binding the old gentle-
man to a chair and demandj
ing the keys of the safe. "W 3§
will wring your neck if yo?
don’t give up the keys s
once,” one of them threa -
ened. b

On the floor was a sha
knife. Kullan knew it b
longed to one of the burglars.
He noiselessly crept behind,
seized the knife, buried the
blade in the calf muscles of
one of the burglars and raced
back to his corner. The vie-
tim looked about but saw
none. Neither of the intrud-
ders could have suspected the
existence of a midget. ' Let
us get off quick, pal. I have
peen hurt badly and I feel
blood gushing down my leg.
T.eave everything and carry
me.”

Both the thieves were pan-
icky. When they ran out
Kullan's dog sprang upon
them and gave chase. Kullan
himself was shouting ‘“‘Thie-
vas! Thieves!’” His alarm
woke up two plucky neigh-
bours who caught hold of the
limping thief.

MIEANWHILE, Kullan untied

the ropes that held the old
gentleman to his chair and
removed the gag from his
mouth, The owner of the
house commended his resour-
cefulness and engaged him as
a permanent watchman. Ti-
ger, too, become the pet of
the family.

—By SHANKAR*
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HOLLYWOODS TOP WizaARD

1N hospital for a check.ap,
the Very Impottant Pati.

ent was given a dose of
bismuth to show up on X-ray
plates. But when the plates
were developed they showed
blanks. No bismuth.

The New York doctors were
fiabbergasted. They thought
they weyre on to a revolution.
ary new disease. Then the
V.LP.’s wife stepped into the
breach.

“Sam,” she chided ther
celebrated hasband, “tell me
what you did with that big.
muth? "

He turned te her with a
twinkle in his eye hut without
a sign of remorse. ‘I didn’t
like it 80 I poured it inte the
plant pet,”” he said,

Law Unto Himself

That's Sam Goldwyn for
you! —the uunpredictable ge.-
njus they call “Mr. Motion
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Pictures™ ; the Hollywaod
legend who's 5 law unte him
self,: the financial wizar&
who's made a vast fortun
out of ﬁlms~making them i;
his own Way, with hig swn
mMatey and in hig o0wn paad
time—yaet may not 4 fve

enough change in hig pockets

to hire a gab,

He.}eaves his wifa, P,
happily  married to b

Trovhle At Fruitstall

~ One evening he

ing homa after g ’c.ir;::? d:m}'k‘
the studios and ag he pags::;
a fx'u}t 8tall, without thinkin
ke picked up s Juicy pea.ch,
sta.rtgd to eat it ag he strolled
on his way, Tpe stallhold
scrembled after him, dema Er
ing five centa for the peagh—
Goldwyn felt througy,’ s
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pockets carefully. But it
wasnu’t any use. He hadn’t a
cent oa him.

What todo? He borrowed
a further five cents from the
irate peach seller so that he
could 'phone his wife to send
someone along in a car with a
total of ten cents to get him
out of trouble !

Perhaps it’s because in his
youth money meant so much
to him that to.-day Sam Gold-
wyn only bothers his head
with the higher finance of his
films. Born Sam Goldfish in
Warsaw, he made his way to
England at the age of eleven
and worked in a blacksmith’s
shop in Manchester.

By eking out his wages he
saved enough to sail to New
York, got a job in a glove
factory and spent his spare
time learning English at night
school. His weekly wage
was three dollars. ‘I still
managed to save some to sgnd
bome,” he told me, _wrltes
Derek Barat in ‘* Tit-Bits.”

First Film

In 1913, noticing how eager
crowds poured into a nickel-
odeon, he decided his future
lay in films. His first “‘stu-
dio” was a converted stable
in which, with Cecil B.
DeMille, he made ° The
Squaw Man.” It proved an
€Nnormous success.

To-day, a sprightly, alert
figure who belies his seventy-
four years, he still decides
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everything that goes into }
pictures—from the plot do

to the length of his leadfi‘,
lady’s eyelashes. He sele.
the cast and musice, superv;‘.@?
sets and lighting...does eve |

thing but turn the camera.

It is his scrupulous a!
tion to detail that prod
perfection and the kin ‘
smash-hit pictures we now
expect of him. Films like
his Oscar-winning ‘““Best
Years Of Their Lives’ (his
wife’s favourite: ““It was her
idea,” he smiles); ““Wuther-
ing Heights" (starrihg Laur-
ence Olivier and the one he
likes best himself); the Eddie
Cantor comedies and later the
Danny Kaye riots.

Famous Faces

But along with his flair for
perfection he also bas an un-
canny know-how about what
the filimgoer wants A knack
of picking a story that's a
winner and—perhaps most of
all—of spotting star-quality
in an unknown actor or act-
Iess.

Will Rogers, Ronald Col-
man, Gary Cooper, David
Niven ... are just a few of
the famous faces Goldwyn
introduced to the screen.
From the ranks of his high-
kicking Goldwyn Girls have
emerged such significant
shapes as those of Betty
Grable, Paulette Goddard and
Virginia Mayo.

He spotted Vilma Banky's
photo in a DBudapest shop
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d yndow when she was a little.
hic2wn Hungarian  actress
ﬁ.oa‘{}lck by her beauty he si«fn-'
souzer up for a priancely TOO
v 7ars a week and packed her
3ag © Hollywood as his latest
i wery.  She did not know
_‘:N&:Enghsh so he taught her
sen= four words—''Lbamb
5 and pineapples’—and
te.a"ner to repeat them when
reporters questioned her.

His gimmick was a zreat
success. Before long every.
one was talking about the

I:;a.rnb Chops and Pineapple
Gu:l."' Goldwyn toamed her
up with Ronald Colman and
tgrned them in%o one of the
silent screen’s most romantic
teams. He, the great lover
she, the mysterious vamp. ’

Perfect Voice !

In his big new musical

of Sup Goldwyn's hunc(;lr;:
has paid off handsomely. e
kpev_v he had to find the right
singing voice to dub into
Jean Simmons’ mission girl
rolei listened to scores of re.
cording without any luck:
tl_)en suddenly, hearing a nev;:
'S}ri‘lge}é prlxq day, exclaimed :

at gicl is : ! o is
She?"g perfect! Who is

The singer turned out to
be... Jean Simmons. Sy,
OGoldwyn let her put over her

wn songs in “Guysar
Dolls” and by the smfeléi
she'.s made of it—hag once
again proved himself right,

Ar}d what about the Gold-
wynisms, those famous wise-
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cracks that hay

e ey i
the reputation of &kf:::ld h
world’s shrewdest joker‘ig the

“I'll give
) you the ap
;:Z’sto word.f}: Im Possihl':!e'z'
he onAce said to have decl

. nd: “Ap .
) ; Yonue
;;J(f)“llls'“ltb a psychiatrigt cv)vuhho

ave his head eXsmined % f

Pungent & Witty

Somegne

0. once
making a filg ap :uggested
warfare. “Dop't ut nuclear

atom bomb. o, the
retorted.  Late, R U1 iwl'
ie.

ve in coloy
r televigj
I o evisig
see it in black ang wﬁith}'en
e.

agreement ign’t
53;2;1' it's writtep (?Zxort'l’l Athe
o eéogl(zlon. But tlie gr;ﬁ
Jam dWyn denies
VINg originated theyy over
“I'm not cle .
ve
ha..ve.done that,” ;eenqugh oy
a twinkle in his ¢ o 4 with

yes
But if he éxpects me to
s-

lieve him avi
nim, h g listeneq
recently to hig e astens

'm afraid —¢ making
z 0 u

lgO“fV of all (.rolgdewtyh:' most

1¢ “, ave to nel 1smg—

out.” ¢tude me

PROGRESS IN SOUTH

“ The Motion Pj
T ict
:Z;y )m South India.bhus.rs. nau-
M'me, progress during TQade
arket conditions, interr?gi
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and outside, were far more
favourable than in the pre-
vious years. There has been
an increase in the number of
theatres, permanent and tour-
ing, resulting in some rise in
the overall gross collections
for the trade. The installed
capacity of the availatle
studios is almost reached and
the number of pictures cenxo-
red has been higher thay in
the previous year ', sayvs the
South Indian Film Chambar
of Commerce, reviewing the
motion picture industry’'s pro-
gress in South India in 1956,

The total number of pictures
censored during the year has
come to 102, compared to Y7
the previous year, it adds.
Beside these 102 pictures, 5
pictures in Sinhalese were
produced in South Indian

Studios.

New Trends

The number of Tamil pic-
tures has gone up hy five apd
of Telugu by turee while
there has been a drop in the
number of pictures made in
Canarese and Malayalam.
Among the pictures produced,
51 were in Tamil, 27 in Telu-
gu, 14 in Canarese, 5 in Mala-
yalam and 5 in Hindi, compa-
red to 46 in Tamil, 24 in
Telugu, 15 in Canarese, v in
Malayalam and 5 in Hindi
produced in 1955.

While 85 films were produ-
ced in the studios of Madras,
and 15 were taken in mofussil
cent.es, two Hindi films origi-
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dubbed in Tamil.

As in vears past, more tha
50 per cent of the producers;.!
the year were comparativi
new. There were altoget
76 producers who accour
for the 102 pictures. Of th
33 studios and establis
proiucers  were Iespons
for 57 pietures, while 45
duetione were completed by
43 new jproducers,

nally taken in Bombay we‘

Dubbing of pictures has
been the cider of the day dur-
ing 1954, for there were only
¢S thewies which were dupli-
cated and triplicated into 102
productions. Out of 51 Tamil
films, only 18 films have not
Leen dnbbed so far. So also
out of 27 Telugu films only 2
films were not taken in other
versions. Out of 5 Malayalam
films 4 were not duplicated
and out of 14 Canarese films
9 weve not dubbed in other

versions,

Relief To Trade

The Madras Cinemas (Re-
gulation) Act, 1955, was
enforced with ~{Tect from 30th
May, 1956, and with it the
ccree ning of ‘“‘Approved”
films which had been suspen-
ded by reason of a Supreme
Court judgment for a period
of about 50 weeks beginning
from October, 1954, was revi-
ved during the year.

T h e Madras Government
have intreduced a series of
measures which have the
effect of removing several
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. strictions on cinemas
gén.an't of 12 months’ licenc;rktl:)a
rppuring cinemas, the relaxa.
aca® of licensing rules as
pZeween permanent and toy:.
7a theatres and the passagp
ag othe Madras Cinema s
rending Bill intended t<;
NO&.:ﬁadqce a uunified single
]en:::;)nrlty fl'?rhexpeditious 1i.
'3 Ing—all these go t i
Ktié much-needed re{gief (t)o gé;e
exhibition trade. °

At the Centre also, there
has_ beqn a good volume of
legislative work in respect of
the motion picture industry.

Encouraging

There has been some rise i
the total collections fdlrsetklxg
trade during 1955.56. But

While_success attended on a
fevg bictures, thersy were many
which were not able to reco-
ver even the cost of produc-
tion. The chicf reason for
}}ns, fays the report, was
the all too exacting natnré
of the taxation policy in ge.
i;en-ul and the incidence of the
l;x;.tgltummem tax in particu.

“Nevertheless,” conclud
:l}e report, “the trends of tg:
rade during 1956 strike a note
of confidence for the future
and if the same levels of pro-
Bress continue unabated in
t!k:e years to come and if also
the policy of taxation tiberali-
sed, there is every prospect

of the t ; : .
own."” rade coming into its

NALINI JAYWANT & USHA KIRON IN “AAN BAAN"
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SOVIET GIRLS IN DELHI

If there is anything which
impressed Delhi citizens to a
great extent, it was the gla-
mour of the Soviet actresses.
The Soviet girls, who could
stand comparison with the
mopst glamorous Hollywood
beauties, felt no necessity for
a make-up to appear in pub-
lic. Their unsophisticated
simplicity heightened their
charms. While crowds cheer-
ed and mobbed the artistes
whereever they went, they in
turn waved bouquets and
blew kisses to the enthusias-
tic admirers. Olga Zabotkina,
actresg, who looked chicin a
lowcut velvet black gown, at
the inauguration of a six-day
fostival of Soviet films by Dr.
B.V. Keskar, Union Minister
for Information and Broad-
casting in New Dclhi, was
the maincentre of attraction.
Lyudmilia Kasutkina appear-
ed in her Russian furs and
pale green brocade gown while
Baken Kadykeyev 1 attired as
J Kirghiz belle.  The most
8imply dressed ‘vere Clara

achka who anpeared in a
, lack gown and a transparent
mauve stole. [n short, their
el_“&ﬁntly cut gown and a few
Dieces of judiciously chosen
j?"ellery bespoke of that cul-
tl.vated taste which is so
difficult to acquire, states a

Calcutta report.

HERE & THERE

3. D. Narang is to produ-
¢ “Delhi-ka.Thug,”’ the ad-

- ventures of & Bombay police .
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officer operating in Deihi
the guise of a crook.

Madhubala will play tt
lead—as a tough criminal!

The musical score is -
avi.

. * e

Shooting of Anand Chit
“Pacral Khana' will be res’
ed after a break of two yeo. ..

Syrajya plavs the role of a
il who gnes mad because
Lo luver deserts her.
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Anjali Devi who is well
on her way to completing her
appearance in 100 pictures,
plans to retire next year.

Her 100th film will mark
the end of her acting career.
“What I badly need now is
rest and I hope to have it
after retirement,” she said.

She i« at present busy with
roles in 23 films.

Tilmistan has decided to
adopt a bold and refreshing
policy in film production to

bring more vitality into its
future films.

The management has made
up its mind to hunt for off-
the.beat stories and groom
newcomers for screen caxeers.
Tt is also seeking new direc-
tors and techniques in pictu-
res handled by them.

A party of 35 Indian film
stags, play-back singers and
dancers will embark on &
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