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THE MIDDLE EAST TANGLE

ILL East-West talks at any stage or level bring about peace or
lessen the tension in the air ? Frankly speaking, we are

) not confident that a summit meeting of the Big Five or the
Big Four or all the Big Ones will achieve any tangible result. Some
of the British newspapers arc of the opinion that the ailing U.S.
President was unwilling to face up to the energetic Russian dictator
who is well known for his quick wit and ready retort. The British
Premier who consults Mr.Churchill at every turn still casts a dreamy

and covetous eye on the Middle East and hates Russian influence or

penetration there.

Behind the U. S. President looms the towering fi
Dulles. He dictates America’s foreign policy andgevgg;gégg g/l[sré
there says ditto. That war-time hero, Premier de Gaulle of France:
wants to follow neither the U. S. A. nor the U. K. but is eager to
adopt an independent and original line and is even prepared to

negotiate direct with Russia. How will 2 summit meeting succeed °

if the majority are not agreed ?

It would be wrong to imagine that when Britain suggested

a summit meeting within the Security Council she was prom

a deep sense of loyalty to the ideals of the United Neﬁionsl,)tecllf bl)t'
was reqlly the case, why d:d. British troops move into the Middle
Eastt. without ths fngr sanction of the United Nations ? The original
motive appeared to be to exclude India who is n

Security Council. o meml?er of the

Now at last the summit meeting is materialisi
! ) i1sing bu
w0ndgrs whether any solid achievements can be t:xpec%ed.t 'gﬂ:
American troops are to withdraw from the Lebanon. The British
too, are bound to quit the Middle East area. But the Wesern Poweré

will see to it that Russia is foiled aud snubbed at !
much is a certainty. ey . Th:att “
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Ohe Mew

The recent police firing in
Kerala and the general unrest in
the State have made the rest of
India unhappy. The Com-
munists are entrenching them-
selves and the O pposition parties
are naturally afraid that they
will soon be effectively silenced
or even liquidated. That is why
they have bestirred themselves,
though belatedly, and are trying
to salvage among the ruins,

It is stated that no serious
trouble will flare up since the
people of Kerala are lovers of
peace. This sounds very like
incurable optimism. How then
did the Chief Minister of that
State confidently declare that
power could be seized by means
of civil war? He must have
assured himself of the blind and
loyal support of the masses in
apny struggle launched. We all
know from bitter experience of
the riots arising from the new
linguistic  set-up how  the
common folk can easily be
roused and that once they are

@lmllenqe

incited reason will desert
them. The duty of the Op-
position parties is clear. They
must strive earnestly and by all
constitutional means to wrest
power from the Communists:
Given the will, they can succeed.
The example of the recent
Tuticorin by-election is worthy of
emulation. Very few thought
that in a stronghold of commu-
nalism the Congress could succ-
eed. It has won by a comfortable
majority but not  without
strenuous effort. The Opposition
parties in Kerala would do well
to reorganize their forces at once
and challenge the Communists.

But, first, they must forget ali
their petty differences among
themselves and agree on a
common programme of action.
Let them remember that itis not
easy to dislodge the present
Ministry. They must plan a
village-to-village propaganda and
explain the ideals of a democratic
state wherein freedom and
equality of opportunity will be
assured to one and &ll. On their
success depends the future of
democracy in the rest of India.-M.

3



| ROLE OF INDIA IN WORLD AFFAIRS 1

YHE essence of India’s herit-
Vl age from her puranic litera-
ture is the importance it
lays on the detachment and dis-
charge of one’s duty, without
expectation of any result and
reward, in all spheres of life—
spiritual, political, moral or
social. India to-day probably
occupies a more prominent posi-
tion in the world than at any
other time in her history, mainly
because of her two great virtues—
tolerance and patience. She has
a great tradition of tolerance, on
the conception that there are
more ways than one to reach the
same goal. Also she is second
to pone in her patience in tackl-
ing all problems with great
fortitude and courage and
endurance, as the situation at
each step warrants. There are
many encouraging examples in
our past history to hearten us in
continuing on this very delicate
and difficult course.

# * *

India is a country whose his-
tory forms one of the most
notable chapters in the history
of mankind, whose history in the
past was a centre of radiation
for the ancient world, whose
history at presentis a source of
inspiration for mankind in its

onward march for liberty, free-
dom, and dignity and whose
history is bound to be in future
a source of guidance, in order
to establish a better world, based
on freedom and democracy. We
do not believe in aggression.
Our policy is not to disunite the
world by aligning ourselves with
any power groups and breaking
up humanity into various blocks.
Our policy 1s one of non-align-
ment, and positive neutrality bui
certainly an active policy based
on the merits of each question
in establishing peace and tran-
quillity all over the globe.

India is a seculdar state and
our constitution enjoins equality
of opportunity in the public
services and other walks of life
for all citizens irrespective class,
colour or creed. Freedom and
independence are the life-blood
of a nation. A nation can safe-
guard its freedom and sover
cigaty, only by its own finherent
strength and not coming undes
the shadow of any other big
power. India is deeply convincec
that it is only by the applicatior
of the five cardinal principles
(Panch Sheela) that firm peace
can be established all over the
world. Free countries ordinarily
run their Government anc
business by their own strengtt

and through friendship and
co-operation with other countries
even though thcre may be differ-
ences in political and economic
Structures, or in the ideology
that each country pursues.
However uncertain of place and
leadership for the rest of Asia,
India is onc of the world’s
pivotal powers and nothing in
the world can shake it now and
for ever. India, from the lofty
Himalayas to Cape Cowmorin, a
nation of about 14 major tongues
and hundreds of dialects, shall
always remain onc solid united
entity, in spite of cverything and
everybody.
* * *

India and the world live in a
new era—the atomicage. Science
has found a new and vast source
of encrgy which has put into
man’s hand great power for good
or for evil. Man has been get-
ting more civilised, and yet
discovering more and more des-
tructive weapons. No war has
been able to end all wars. But
the last two wars revcaled a very
distressing feature—the peaceful
citizen has been made a victim
of hostile action. To-day, there
is great danger of war. There
is much animosity and anger
among the nations of the world:
No nation can delude itself into
the impression that safety neces-
sarily increases as expenditure
on military research and forces
mounts up. Indced, beyond a
wise and reasonable level, which
is always changing and under
onstant study, money spent on
arms is money wasted on sterile
metal of inflated costs, thereby
weakening the very security and

strength one seeks after. A
lasting agreement on reduced
armament at least would provide
a valuable contribution towards
a durable peace in the years
ahead.

India has no passion for mili-
tary pacts, like other nations.
She considers them as futile, as
such pacts do change the world
and change it for the worse.
One can understand economic
help being given by one country
to another. But the difficulty
to-day is that often this aid is
tied up with the mentality of
militarisation. This military
mentality wants to solve all pro-
blems in a military way. But
the history of the last few
years has shown that no problem
could be solved by thesc methods
except through tolerance, friend-
ship, love, and co-operation.
The Suez lesson is too recent to
be forgotten. Even America is
to withdraw her troops from the
Lebanon.

India is a land of peace and
she  loves peace alone. She
always respects others’ views and
ways of life, even if she does not
understand them. The message
of the one-world is one of ‘love
for alland co-operation with all.’
She is persevering with efforts to
reach such an agreecment. Her
continuous negotiations in this
field are a major part of her quest
for permanent peace in this H.
-Bomb era. Our country! has
made mistakes—human mistakes.
They have been of the head, not

—Please see page 13



HUMOROUS STORY

DOCTOR 1IN
THE HOUSE!

Woe unto the husband who falls ill ... especially

when his wife begins to dabble in medicine and

her cousin, the lady doctor In the making, starts

her dangerous experiments. Read this funny
story and have a good Ia\fgh!

14 EET Ragini, my cousin

brother’s sister-in-law,

doing her final M. B.”
Radha introduced her relative on
a fateful day three months ago.
I was not aware till then that my
wife had doctor-relatives and this
creature was sprung upon me

suddenly. Ragini bad BY

come to spend her

vacation with her R. R

brother here.

Ragini used to drop in quite
often and retire to a quiet corner
with my wife and both would
talk for hours in scarcely audible
tones. Naturally I had attribut-
ed this to the innate inquisitive-
ness of the female species to
discuss the private lives of their
kith and kin.

That evening I had done a I
of ‘cobweb cleaning’ at my offii
and returned home- late—dez
tired. Iavoided my postsupp:
perambulation and sat in tk
easy-chair,

“Why, you have not gone fi
the walk,” my wi
ex%laimgd after st
ha nished  he

RAO duties. She woul
always refer to my ‘walks’ wil
unconcealed contempt for st
barbours a suspicion that
go out for a surreptitiot
smoke.

“FELT like staying at_home,”
replied with.a noisy yawn.

“No! no! You never avoide

it,” she replied. * Somethin

must be the matter.”” Saying so,
she approached and felt my
forehead.

“My God! Your body is burn-

_ing ! she exclaimed.

“Not till I complete my shashti-
abdi, girl I I said playfully. 1
have twenty more years to run,”

“Rama! Rama! what horrid
things you say ! I only meant you
are not well,” Radha replied
apologetically.

““So you say I am not well ?”

“Nort well! You are ill. Your
eyes are blood-shot, your face

is flushed, your cheeks are

colourless, your breath...”

“You take ir away, lady, by the
sheer description. Tell me,” I
said in awe, ““‘where did you get
all this?”

“Of course, Ragini taught
me !” she replied with dignity.
“ Now tell me, do you feel a
shivering sensation 2"

“I'do,” I replied shuddering,
“after hearing that sawbone’s
name!”

“You never treated any of my
relatives with respect. She was
kind enough to tell me all about
ailments—arthritis, bronchitis,
malaria, diabetes, ephe...”

To fetch and plant the
thermometer into the mouth

.

which I had opened in sheer
shock was the work of a moment
for Radha. She shouted the read-
ing aloud, “100.4”

Next day, I need not add, 1
had become a guinea-pig to
Ragini. She and my ministering
angel were seated not far from
my bed. The doctor was des-
cribing cheerfully to my wife how
malaria, if neglected, would spoil
the lever, which in turn would
give risc to further complications
and we all know where complic-
ations lead a2 man to. She even
threw an invitation to come and
see the liver of a man kept pickl-
in their college. Very comfort-
able all this, no doubt, when you
are tossing on the bed.

Radha was careful enough to
fetch all the blankets avail-
able in our house (and I suspect
that the musty looking multi-
coloured atrocity on the top of
all belongs to my neighbour).

" 1 was being carefully wrapped

in them and this gave me a funny
feeling that this was Egypt and
that I was a dead Pharoah
being mummified.

“1 aM not a Pharoah, Radha!” I

said with a smile. She could
not understand me. (No wonder
failing thrice in her B.A. his-
tories, she gave it up with the
conclusion that her papers were
always valued by a childless
heartless blighter 1)

Radha  merely

) exchanged
glances with Ragini.

““Itold youl am not a dead



Egyptian king.” 1 laughed
heartily at my own joke and still
that good creature was unable
to manifest symptoms of com-
prehension.

Radha again eyed Ragini
anxiously. Ragini nodded her
head gravely and picked up a
medical book.

“ Don’t mummity me, 1 say,”
I shouted, irritated at her density
in not understanding a joke.

“l am sorry, Radhoo, but
your husband is raving,” Ragini
announced suddenly and dropped
the book and approached me.
“But don’t worry. We will br-
ing the temperature down.
Please get me an  ice-bag!”

RaciNt had sat down by my

bedside pressing the ice-bag,
feeling my forehead and admin-
istering all sorts of medicines
bought from the chemist’s shop
(oh! my pay of the coming
month!).

I was getting hotter and hotter
inside the tomb of blankets. It
was oppresive and maddening.
I tried in vain to wriggle out of
those blasted blankets.

“Let me out, for God’s sake,
let me out !’ I cried, unable to
stand the torture.

Ragini shot a meaningful
glance at Radha, which indicated
that this was the cry of the an-
guished soul to shuffle off the
mortal coil.

“O God! what shall 1 do
now?” my wife was raising
tearful ecyes to the ceiling.
‘“Make him all right, God of
the Seven Hills, and we will

make a pilgrimage. He will

have his head shaven and we
will also...”

I could not stand it. Last time
my child was down with “flu, ful-
filment of vows cost ten times
more than the doctor’s bills.
The trip to Tirupati would cost
me a big packet,

Atlast I struggled out of the
blankets and sat up in the bed.

“lam perfectly o. k., I say:
The fever has left me. Get me
a cup of coffee,” | said.

““ The swiftness with which the
modern drugs work on the
human system is incredible,”
observed thc doctor triumph-
antly.

“The quickness with which
Venkateswara answers our pra-
yers is unbelievable ™ joined my
w_ife and added, * we will go to
Tirupati soon after you receive
your salary, dear.”

THERE you have it. The doctor

goL a nice sarce as fees
and I went to Tirupati and re-
turned poorer by one hundred
rupees—and minus my beautiful
black hair !

Some days ago, that angel of
comfort again turned up with
another of the same species.

—Please see page 13

SHORT STORY

At The Wedding

By S. S. RAMACHANDER

The bride was happy but not the bridegroom even

though she was the girl after his own heart.

Over her head there was a battle of wits with
its own amazing and amusing sequel...

T the marriage pandal every-
A body was gay except (wo

« people—Nagcesh, the father
of the bride and Shravan, the
bridegroom. R ather strange,
isn’t it ? The fathcr must have
been a very happy man because
his daughter, Vasanthi, was now
married to the assistant cashier
of the City bank. For the past
five years he had moved heaven
and earth to find a suitable
match for her but in vain. Not
that Vasanthi was ugly. She
was twenty-nine but the years
sat lightly on her. She was
attractive enough though she wore
glasses and was very lean. But
you couldn’t call her slender...

Nagesh was earning a hundred
rupees as a teacher to support a
family of five. So his eldest
daughter who was a graduate
worked as a typist and supple-
mented her father’s income. But
Vasanthi’s mother was stern and

relentless.  She insisted that her
daughter’s marriage could not be
postponed any further. If
another year passed she would
die of shame. The prospect of
reduced income for the family
did not matter much. She was
not frightencd. Nagesh wanted
to ask for some more time but
he bowed down before his wife’s
fury.

For a whole night he didn’t
steep. He thought bitterly of
his quarrel with his old father,
Karunakar. Things would have
been far different if father and
son had lived together. The
past flashad before his mind and
upset him. His mother had died
twenty years ago and Karunakar
lived with him. He was happy
to be in the midst of his grand-
children. But Kamala, Nagesh’s
wife, didn’t like to serve the old
man. She had learnt that he
often went to see a widow in the



next town and was afraid that
her father-in-law would waste all
his savings on her. But he had
not much with him to spare. He
owned lands worth about ten
thousand rupees and Kamala in-
stigated her husband to quartel
with his father and claim his
share of the property.

K ARUNAKAR had the surprisc of

his life. He was already past
sixty. A politician all his life,
he had not carncd much and had
looked forward to a life of
retirement with his son and
grandchildren. He was particul-
arly fond of Vasanthi and had
intended that his property should
be sold for her benefit—when she
was to be married. He knew
that once his son got his money
he would straightaway go to the
racecourse and throw everything
he had—even his shirt—on the
horses.

Keeping his part of the money
to himself, he decided to live
separately. What was his sur-
prise when in recognition of his
part in the freedom struggle
several jobs were offered to him.
He was invited to serve on com-
mittee after committee—to en-
quire into labour conditions in
one area, to determine the needs
of some backward community, to
find the causes of a particular
railway accident or to fix the res-
ponsibility in case of some shoot-
ing, and so on. His judgments and
findings were highly valued. His
income per month exceeded
three thousand rupees. He
himself was astonished. The
man who had never earned more

1N

than two hundred rupees a
month as an advocate, whom his
colleagues looked down upon as
a misfit, was now commanding

considerable prestige and influ-

ence. He hada bungalow and a
car, the widow whom he had been
visiting on the sly now ministered
to his needs and openly lived
with  him. He could hardly
believe it when he was vited to
serve as Minister for a time.

Nagesh tore at his hair.
Kamala moaned and groaned
and thought of the grand life
that would have been hers if the
old man had lived with them.
Several times he went to the old
man and begged of him on
bended knees to return to his
home and live with them.
But Karunakar remembered the
volley of abuse that his daughter-
in-law had directed at him, the
insults that she had heaped on his
head and the occasions when she
almost starved him. But the
thought of Vasanthi and his
other grandchildren softened
him. He said that he was too
busy and would consider his son’s
plea in due course,

NAGEsH asked for a government

job. But the old man was
too strict. Getting for his son a
job would amount to favour-
itism, corruption and worse. No,
no. He wouldn't stoop so low.
What would others think of
him ? Was he not aware that
till his sixty-fifth year he himself
had suffered ? What a rotten
life he had led! It was true that

Nagesh was forty—ijve. But
he must learn to wait for better

days.

Nagesh knew that it was worse
than useless to ask the old man
for some personal help. In his
nasty frame of mind he woqld
refuse it. So he touched hm&
ona vital spot. He reminde
him that Vasanthi was np\g
twenty-seven and that he ha
already found a match for her.
If Karunakar who was SO fond
of her could undertake t{le
responsibility for her marriage, e
Woll)lld feel gclieved. Would he
find time? Nagesh was clever.
He had just then read in the

apers that Karunakar was
scheduled to go on a tour of the
country for two months and that
it was impossible for him to
postpone the assignment.

Karunakar's cyes moist-
OLeDned. “w]am glad, Nagesh,
you are going to do the right
thing for the first ume. So my
little darling Vasanthi 1s 10 be
married 7 How somry I am that
I have to be away on tour! To-
morrow morning I am leaving
by the Grand Trunk Express. If,
as you say, the muhurt comes
off next fortnight I can’t bt;
present. Well, by the way, H
shall give you seven thousan
rupees for her marriage and you
must celebrate it on & decent
scale. It is my responsibility
and you needn’t spend a pie.
Wait a minute. 1 shall count
out the money and .hand it to
you with my blessings to the

gir k1]

He wiped his eyes dry—so
great was his affection for
Vasanthi—and gave the money to
Nagesh. The latter hurriedly
left the bungalow and when all
had gone to sleep at home 1n-
formed his wife how he had
told the old man a lic and trick-
ed him into parting with a tidy
sum. Both of them chuc\;led
over this fraud. They decided
not to let Vasanthi mto this
secret Tor she would not hesitate
to denounce this treachery. She
was mote devoted to her grand-
father than to her parents.

That money was useful. It
helped Nagesh to clear off some
of his pressing debts .and make
peace with a Multani who was
threatening him with a warrant.
He had a balance of three
thousand rupecs which he ear-
marked for the horses. As usual,
they ran away with it. Hegota
grand dividend of fiftecn rupees
and was boasting of his great
Juck to his friends.

Karunakar came posi-haste to
the city after two mont_hs to
bless his darling Vasanthi .and
her husband. He was furious
when he realised the mean trick
that his son had played on him.
But he would not see him when
he came to offer an explanation.
He had retired into his shell.

ur when, two years later,

under pressure from his wife,
Nagesh had actually completed
all arrangements for the marn-
age and requested his father to
attend the wedding, Karunakar
was sceptical. Even the printed

11



wedding invitation was suspect
in  his eyes. Probably, . he
thought, he had printed it to
diddle him out of more money.
But Nagesh went on to explain.
He said that the bridcgroom was
an assistant cashicr in the city
bank. He had seen Vasanthi
often and liked her immensely.
He was thirty-two and did not
mind the fact that she was
twenty-nine. He had paid him two
thousand rupees already and was
to pay him another thousand
before the marital knot was to
be tied. The old man listened
patiently. But he told Nagesh
that he could attend the wedding
only after iwelve o'clock—one
full hour after the muhurt. He
had to preside over an important
committee meeting that morning.

NAGEsu  was  crestfallen. He

had expected some monetary
assistance from his father. He
had managed to borrow some
heavy amount from the Multani
and paid off two thousand to the
bridegroom. But Shravan was a
cashier and was shrewd and
calculating. Of course, he loved
Vasanthi but he kept sentiment
apart from business. So when
Nagesh did not pay the balance
of the dowry before the muhurt,
Shravan was mighty angry and
looked as if he would burn his
father-in-law. The marital knot
had been tied. So, as we said
at the beginning, the two
unbappy men at the wedding
pandal werc the father-in-law and

12

the son-in-law. Nagesh came
near his daughter and whispered
something to her. She nodded
her head in assent though she was

afraid that her husband might”

overhear his words. The truth
was that Vasanthi was instructed
to hand over to her father any
cash present that her grand-
father might give her. He knew
that Karunakar would come
there at twelve sharp and make a
present:  Out of that money he
hoped to pay the bridegroom
the promised amount.

True to his word, Karunakar

canie in with his walking-stick
and was respectfully received by
Nagesh and others. He was
introduced to the bridegroom
whom he found to be a very
intelligent man and good conver-

sationalist. When both the bride -

and the bridegroom prostrated
before him he was visibly moved.
He embraced his grand-daughter
and asked her to make an ideal
wife and obey her husband at
all times and under all cis-
cumstances.

Nagesh was looking for the
signs of a cash present in vain,
He know that the old man liked
good coffee and rushed into
the kitchen to bring him a cup
himself.  Karunakar suddenly
turned to the purohit and asked
him to bring a silver plate with
pan. He placed two cheques on
the plate—one in the bride’s
name for Rs.5,000 and another

in the bridegroom’s name for
another Rs. 5000. As soon as
the bride got her cheque she
darted towards the kitchen to

hand it over to her father.

“ Vasnthi,” shouted Shravan,
“ give that cheque to me I His
tone was imperious. His business
instinct had asserted itself.

Blushing the colour of beet-
root and bending her head low,
Vasanthi handed her cheque to
her husband who folded it along
with his own and pocketed it.
When Nagegh came to know of
the cheque for Rs. 5,000, he felt
faint. He could have given
Rs. 1000 to Shravan as promised
and kept the balance to himself.
But now hc had to find that
thousand elsewhere.  Vasanthi
after all belonged to her hus-
band ; so did her money. It
would be useless and unseemly
to dispute that point now. The
old man was chuckling. He had
outwitted his son this time! I

Dector In The House
—Continued from page 8

“Radhoo, this is my friend
Sarala. She is also studying for
her M.B. [ shall introduce her
to her husband...where is he ?”

I heard no more. Throwing
off the book I was reading, I
ducked behind the sofa. The

party came into the room,
“My! where is he? He was
here just now, Perhaps he has
gone out,” my wife said and they
all trailed out. Ever since my
uncle dumped his formidable
sofa into my small housc, I had
always cursed him heartily. It
occupied half of my little room,
its projected nail had torn off
two of my new pantsand a few
square inches of my epidermis
(courtesy: Ragini). Now I came
to regard it with affection. For
the first time in my life I wds
deeply grateful to my uncle! i

Role Of India In World Affairs
~Continued from page 5

of the heart. Yetit is true that
the grcat concept of the dignity
of all men alike, created by the
Almighty, has been the compass
by which we are irying o steer
our course. So long as we con-
tinue under this guidance, there
will be progress in human affairs
both among ourselves and among
those with whom we deal. We
want relations hetween nations to
be based on the sound principles
of equality, freedom and liberty.
It is our earnest appeal to one
and all to contribute their mite
towards the development of
human society where man might
live in peace and harmony with
nature, and with his fellow
beings. Let us all pledge our-
selves individually and
collectively to the high resolve of
not violating the sanctity of life
and providing a strong back-
ground for good relationship
within and with the rest of the
world,—K.P. It
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ARTICLE

The Art
Of Reading

By S. T. KASIRAJAN

.

IS reading an art? Before an-
swering, another question
must be posed and answered:
What is an art? “ An art,” says
Bacon, “is man added to
nature.” That this is an excellent
definition of art can easily be
proved by an illustration. Nature
provides a painter with only
rough materials : trees, the sea,
and mountain and he simplifies,
arranges, organiscs, and paints a
picture to gratify the whims and
faqcxes of the human mind.
Skilful execution and imagination
are called for to finish a work of
art. Even so in the case of
reading, a knack of reading only
those books which one should
read and of getting maximum
return for the minimum of
industrious study and judicious
power to exercisc omission are
needed: In this sense, reading
like painting, is an art,

Reading can be, in the words
of Valery Larbaud, “an un-
punished vice,” or, it can be, to
borrow the words of the philo-
sopher Descartes, “a conver-
sation with the most reputable
people of past centuries.”

. Reading becomes a vice when
it 18 resorted to as a kind of

opium or as a means of flight -

from exertions and the actualities
of the world. People married to
this kind of reading read con-
stantly. They read any part of the
encyclopaedia with equal interest.
Left to themselves in a room,
they plunge * headlong into piles
of magazines and newspapers,
and read, we do not know what,
and seem to be immensely satis-
fied with their work, if it can be
called work. For them every-
thing is good. They care neither

for facts nor for ideas, but they .

simply go on like Tennyson’s
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brook. They race ahead, page
after page like a whippet chasing
a rabbit, neither interpreting and
understanding nor making room
in their mind for assimilation,
digestion and adoption. Reading
is merely passive with them. This
kind of reading is not healthy
and does not stand the readcer in
good stead, for “men that read
much and work little are as
bells, which do sound to call
others, and they themselves
never enter into a church.”

There issuch a thing as read-
ing for pleasurc also. A novel-
reader bopes to find thrill and
charm in the story he reads. He
reads for the stirring, exaltation
and sublimation of his emotions.
He reads to cnjoy the adventures
and escapades which lifc has
chosen to deny him, but which
thenovelist has so enchantingly
described in his story. Yet
another may read to find
among playwrights, poets and
moralists perfect expression and
synthesis of ideas he has formed
and see whether ¢ these wun-
acknowledged legislators of the
world > tell him anything new
which may be of use to him.
Such reading for pleasure is a
much more active process.

Now we come to another type
which may, for want of a better
phrase, be called ‘“‘work-reading”,
which is done by a man with a
definite purpose to support the
idea or for the expansion of the
idea he has entertained. Itis to
be done with a crayon or a
pencil or pen in hand for under-
lining, sidelining and starring,

the important passages, as all
are not endowed with a photo-
graphic memory power as Lord
Macaulay was, who learnt by rote
all the twelve books of Paradise
Lost at the tender age of 12—for
otherwise one will have to waste
precious hours in searching for
the passage ope may be in need
of.

Reading, like all work, has its
rules. Thethree practical rules
offered by Emerson are: 1.
Never read any book that is not
avearold; 2. WNever read any
but famed books; 3. Never
read any but what you like.

v

One must be careful to choose
onc’s literary nourishment. In
literature, as in love, thereis a
wide varicty of tastes and where
one sees Helen, another may see
only a plain girl. ““ Your” author
may not not be ““ his 7’ author.
You may like the desert island
of Daniel Defoe or the drawing
room of Jane Austen. Another
may like the sylvan atmosphere
of Hardy with the heath around
him and the stars above him.
To yet another all these may
mean nothing. He may be in-
terested only in the author who
advocates aggressive optimism—
Robert Browning. Yet we can
safely say that it is advisable to
prefer the authors of the past to
the present-day authors not

tested by the passage of time.
No doubt you will find your
friends delineated and emotions
reflected in present-day authors;
No doubt books are being
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written which may become
classics in due course. But the
great authors of the past, who
have withstood the vicissitudes
of time, have been adjudged
good by humanity. An individual
may err; so may his genera-
tion ; but humanity does not
err,

Andre Maurois and Montague
plead eloquently for a perfect
knowledge of a few masters
rather than a superficial and
nodding acquaintance with a
great many. Whether one hasto
read many or a few chosen
authors depends on one’s ability
to digest the stuff one reads and
on one’s power of remembrance
and thinking,

But this much at least is true
and irrefutable; the more one
reads, the more one gets interest-
ed in reading and the more one
is interested in reading, the more
does one devour with avidity and
the more does one benefit by it.
And no one who has not-read a
lot has ever become a writer.
Great writers have always been
great readers. One may have an
itch to write; or one might have
even produced something; but
if one reads extensively, it will
enlarge one’s horizon and fortify
and augment one’s knowledge.
Milton read a lot despite his
alleged inspiration. These who
want “to tend the homely, slight-
¢d, shepherd’s trade” must read
voraciously.

Great politicians and statesmen
read a lot. Napoleon read wide-
ly and so did Stalin. The
favourite authors of Napoleon
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were Tacitus and Homer. He
was interested in English liter-
ature as well. On being intro-

duced to 2 man by name Love-
lace, “why > the great Napolcon

exclaimed with emotion, “‘that7
is the namc of the man in

Clarissa >, When  Hazlitt

heard of this incident he fell in

love with Napoleon instantane-

ously and subsequently wrote

his life in several volumes.

Rajaji, it is said, read Robinson

Crusoe in his forties. Justice

Oliver Wendell Holmes read

Plato even at 93 “to improve

my mind”. Cato learnt Greek

at 80.

The art of reading consists in
acquiring a Dbetter and fuller
understanding of life from one’s
acquaintance with it in books.
Reading “maketh a full man”
and thinking, a perfect man: }}

HER FIRST?

Pretty as a doll and just as
dumb, she floated through the
cocktail lounge with a fussy
poodle under her arm. She
seated herself and as a waiter
prepared to take her order,
baby-talked the dog into a state
of exasperation.

Trying to comfort the fidgeting
animal she cooed: * There,
there, now, Mama’s itsy-bitsy
baby—nobody’s going to hurt
700.7’

The poodle settled after a
while, and the girl turned her
big eyes to meet the icy glare of
the waiter, who asked, court-
eously, but bitingly: * Your
first dog, madam 7”

4

SHORT STORY

CSLq-gCiglt Elm ﬁbmbt’

Free and easy in her manners, she accompanied an

actor to his room without any thought of the conseq-

uences. But her mother was shrewd and knew what
she was in for. ..

A3

By R. KRISHNA

ITTING on a broken chair
in her small one-room tene-
ment, Vaidehi gave out a

loud yawn. Sleep still hung
heavy on her eyelids. She had
slept the whole day from 9 a.m.
It was now nearing six in the
evening. She came back early
in the morning after an all-night
shooting in the studio where she
worked as an extra girl.

She looked about the room.
Her old widowed mother had
not left a morsel to eat. Oh, what

_a wretched day! She must have

gone out to the doctor’s house
where she served as a part-time
cook. She cursed her for her
forgetfulness. But then it is no
use blaming poor old mother,
she told herself. Even yesterday
she asked me to borrow some
money from some friend to buy

provisions. The pots and pans
in the house are empty. How
can something come out of
nothing now ?

HE rose and opened her al-
mirah. She took her purse
and cxamined it. In disgust she
threw it down with its contents
of three naye paise. She re-
membered having kept a rupee-
note in it on the previous day.
Her mother must have taken it
while she was sleeping. Prob-
ably she would be bringing
something to eat on returning.
The}doctor paid her fifteen rupees
a month and she took her meal
in his house in addition. The
fifteen rupees went to the land-
lord by way of rent. As for
herself, Vaidehi worked for three
or four days a week in the
studio. She was paid omly for
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the days she worked and s i
not get more than eightykl:ipgle(:
a month. The bus fare and the
mmdent@l expenses took off

good slice of her income Tha
balance was far from ade.quatee
For ten to fiftcen days in the
month'shc suffercd from sem;j
starvation. At timces she borro“}_
(ezghr;gh} and left—but the diﬁi:

of returni 3
oo ey ning the loans was

PArTICULARLY, this evening, she
felt extremely hungry ’She
tho_ughg for a while and tﬁeﬁ
smile flickered on her lips Sha
washed her face and hands ang
gﬁge% t}tlcm.ddry with a towel
ast aside the ragged i
she was wearing a ook out
her laundercd c%othlé(sl tE;)OOIIIi (})\gt
box.' She put them on to emr
phasise the curves of her bod )
combed her hair and tied it inig
;gn]g]tall. She then picked up a
theanapS:erol} t})lottle and dabbed
' €r n
?lk kerchief with f};:clz( S:r?ur}r]xer
ocking the door of her te o
ment, she sallied out as if ?}f-
had no concern in the world. )

She had already wor
her plan of action, Sli(:%voﬁ}g
g:)tsht;axtght to the Garam Cafe

C street corner, eat as
as ecight annas could Sy
?Nnd lthen tell the proprierig(;cllslileé
ro(zy d pay the bill on the mor-
re - She was not new to that
staurant ; every fellow th .
u;ed to stare at her whenesze
Eetw;nt with her girl friendsr
thu she had never before asked
¢ proprietor for credit. She

was positive no
ey W that he would

With a jaunty and confident

air, she approached the hotel.~
absence of lights *

But the

sludden_ly startled her. One of
the waiters who used to wait on
her was standing outside. It
ls; i%ur wqtqklgdholiday today,” he
> as it addressin dy i
particular. & nobody in

She glanced at him steadily
for a minute, then realising the
meaning of what he said, blush-
ed a deep red and retraéed her
steps. Back in her tene-
ment, shc burst into tears
Dlsappomtn}cnt and  ill-luck
¥§re dogging her footsteps.

¢re were four more days to go
befo_re she could call at the
studio and collect her wages
She couldn’t think of anyoné
from whom shecould borrow
Her co-tenants were hostile and
dxdn.t speak with her. Her
studio friends were residing at

the other end of i
e o the city, seven

SHE  wiped her eyes dr

was about to chaglge hery dzrl:s‘:
when a familiar voice called for
?ﬁ:r mother. It was Govardhan,
he(:_son Of'fl distant relation of
he fmothey s. He was a widower
careofrty with two small girls to
care | ofri. He was manager of a
Y 125Our mill, making some
tin{xo 2 month. The con-
mach]'ls noise and rattle of the
m ne seemed to have made

m slightly deaf and he himself
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spoke to others as if they were
talking at his mill.

Vaidehi opened the door and
went out to answer him.
« Mother has not come as yct
from the doctor’s house,” she
told him.

Govardhan ran his  eyes
approvingly over the young wo-
man’s figure. “How many times
am I to tell Auntie that she can
stop her work and that both of
you can comc over 1o my house
and give me relief ?  Not that 1
can give you all the comforts,”
he shouted, “but we can all be
cheerful.”

VoIDEH  bent her head down

in silence and was digging the
earth on the ground with her
toes. She knew what he meant.
He had several times offered to
marry her with a promise to let
her work in the studio as long
as she liked. He did not want
her money but he would not
hurt her feelings or interfere with
her career. And he had money
enough to feed all of them. He
was only anxious that his little
girls should have a new mother
in Vaidehi. The old woman
jumped at Govardhan’s offer
and urged her daughter to marry
him before he picked up some
other girl. Vaidehi knew that
he was really in love with her
but she had her objections. He
was middle-aged, a bit hard of
hearing and perhaps stupid and
unsophisticated. ~She wanted to
marry a millionaire, probably a
a studio owner, or the topmost

actor who would one day groom
her up for stardom. Imagine
her name appearing in bold letters
in the newspapers and her photos
in various poses cnslaving all
young men in the land. Every
time her mother pleaded she
would ask for time to think
about his offer.

1YATELL, Vaidehi,” shouted the

man without waiting for her
answer, “you must tell your
mother 1 want to meet her in
less than u week. Yesterday
Gopal of our village came to my
place and requested me to marry
his third daughter Sucheela. He
wanted me to name the date and
it was with great difficulty that I
could ask him to return to his
village and wait for my reply. 1
have seen this Sucheela. —She is
not half as good-looking as you,
Vaidehi, and she is very dark.
So, tell your mother I want to
hear from her before I write to
Gopal. That is all. 1 shall get
along. Ah! Have you got a
tumbler of cold water to give?
My throat is parched.”

Vaidehi had all the while been
feeling uneasy at his loud nar-
ration ; now she was feeling
more uneasy when he asked for
cold water. She had not gone
in the evening to the tap with
the pot for filling. She had slept
out the whole day. She said
she would fill a tumbler with
water from the tap. But Govar-
dhan declined her offer. * No,
no, I don’t drink that lukewarm
water from the tap. Take me
to the nearest soda bunk. I want
to have some iced drink.”
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_At the bunk to which she took
him hc ordered two iced lemon-
ades and invited her to have one.
So great was her hunger
that she almost gulped it. As
he produced a five-rupee note
she was almost tempted to ask
him for a small loan. He would
ga¥e readily faccommodated her

ut a sense of shyness a
held her back. d nd shame

SooN he turned his back. She

walked along the pavement with
no particular aim. Having miss-
ed the chance of taking a loan
from one who admired her, she
was distressed at the bleak pros-
pect facing her for the rest of
the week. A cool wind blew
against her face and the stars in
the clear blue sky scemed to
wink at her in merriment. She
was about to return home when
a taxi puilled up at her side and
a young man peeped out from
the back seat and accosted her.
She almost jumped in fear, then
steadied herself and looked at
the man who called her.

She laughed. Tt was Deven-
dgr, the_second male lead in the
picture in which she was current-
ly playing a part. About thirty-
two years old, he was lean and
handsome with sparkling eyes
and an aquiline nose. On the
sets he had often met her and
spoken in praise of her beauty
and flair for acting. In fact, he
was more a Singer than an ac’:tor
and the girls swarmed around
him in admiration.

“Cpme in, Vaidehi. You are
standing there and staring at me
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as if T am a stranger from
another planet. There is no
shooting tonight. You can go
around with me and 1 shall leave
you at your door betore it is to«
late,” he cooed. é‘

_Sh_e did not need another in-
vitation. She  threw herself
beside him in the taxi which
soon began to gather speed.
Tenderly he placed his right hand
on her shoulder. When she told
him she had just then got up
from sleep and was on her way
to the restaurant, he ordered the
driver to stop in front of * Sky
High” Hotel. He paid off the
driver and led herin. She almost
staggered into a chair out of
exhaustion and greedily polished
up the plates of sweets and sav-
ouries served by the waiter,

Only then was she aware of her
host’s presence and smiled
broadly at him. With her
stomach full she began to chatter
with her usual gaiety and even
asked him to sing one of his best
songs. Gently he reminded her
that they were in the midst of
hundreds of strangers and
suggested that they should go to
his room on the fourth floor of
the hotel. Then suddenly she
remembered her plight and asked
him whether he could lend her
some ten rupces and take back
the amount after a few days.

WiTHOUT a word he gave her 3

ten-rupee note. He paid the
hotel bill and led her up in the
lift to his flat. He unlocked his

door and switched on a flood of

light which revealed a large

slue-painted room elegantly
‘urnished. She was speechless
with admiration. Then he
began to sing as he doffed his
iIbba, It was an emotional love
song which she knew and liked
very well. He paused for a while
as he mixed an iced drink into
which he poured a “finger’ of
some foreign liquor. He per-
suaded her to have a sip but she
drained more than half the glass
and he helped himself to what
remained of it.

She feit a new exhilaration
coursing in her veins, Before
he finished the song she ran up
and embraced him, pulled down
his face to hers and kissed him
fiercely and passionately on the
lips. She had kissed two or
three men before but never so
passionately as now. He, too,
responded with equal ardour.
Then, adroitly, he switched off
the light...

Next morning Devender had
considerable difficulty in waking
her up, taking her down ‘and
leaving her at her tenement 1n a
taxi. The drink had stupefied
her to that extent. Her mother
thought shc was just returning
from the studio and did not
question her about her late com-

ing.

Bur as the weeks rolled by

the old woman  thought
that something had gone wrong
with her daughter’s physical con-
dition. Was she going about
with some men, she wondered.
But she dared not ask her.
Didn’t she know her daughter’s

nature? She was a tigress when
roused. But she had understood
enough. Her daughter was the
victim of some amour. And she
was unconsciously paying the
penalty for her folly. Something
must be done to save her from
disaster and that, too, imme-
diately. And when Govardhan

was insisting on immediate
marriage with  Vaidehi she
consented at once. She brea-

thed a sigh of relief only
when the marital knot was
tied. Sometimes truth is stran-
ger than fiction. So when
Vaidehi gave up her career and
announced a forthcoming addi-
tion to the family, Govardhan
was only too nleased. 1t

SMALL ADS:

For Sale or Lease Big Factory
4500 sq. Ft. Built Area-Adjoining
Indian Institute of Science-Bangalore
Sale Value Rs. 60,000 or near offer.

Pjease Contact :
K. N. SRIKANTAIAH,
316, Vialikaval Extension,
BANGALORE-3
Wanted Small Decent Accommo-
dation for a Brahmin Family, City
Limits.‘ Rent Rupees Fifty or near
about. Triplicane, Mylapore, Roya-
pettah, Egmore, Mount Road or G T.
Preferred.

Or For Purchase a Small Building
within Ten Thousand Rupees.
Please Reply :
K. N. NAG, c¢/o Post Box No. 25
MADRAS—1.
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SHORT STORY

TEMPTATION

REEDHAR remained on the
threshold, contemplating the
woman and boy in quiet re-

posc by the bedroom lamp that
dimly spread a halo of restful
peace about them. Over the
mantel-piece a panel of holy
pictures hung against the wall,
the central Krishna brightly lit
up by a small bronze oil lamp
underneath.

Sreedhar tiptoed into the room,
and was with bated breath going
to the peg to hang his coat, when
he realised with guilty discom-
fort that his precautions were in
vain. The woman had opened
}ﬁgr eyes and was looking up at

im.

“Oh, you didn’t go to sleep ?
Or did I disturb you 7 Sreedhar
knew it was a stupid and com-
monplace thing to say, but he
could think of nothing else."

I was lying awake., What
is the time?” Her voice was
tired, but of suppressed resent-

ment or suspicion he could catch
no hint. ’

Sreedhar looked at his watch.
A quarter to one.
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“Past midnight,” he said, a
trace of apology and contrition
in his voice. ‘“ How are you
feeling 7

“Just the samc. Weak and

tired. Do you want anything
hot?”"

“No. I am overstuffed.
These company meetings, you
know, are nothing short of
eating orgies.” A  mirthless
attempt at hilarity,

BY

Heg quickly changed his dress

and climbed into his bed,
spread against the opposite wall.
“Am going to sleep like a
log,” he said by way of good-
night.

Sreedhar lay on his back and
closed his eyes. A tissue of
lies, that was his Lfe. *In-
trospection js the bane of my

life” he repeated for the hun-
dredth time.

He forgot his duty to an ailing wife and

a wayward son and

sought the company

of a seductive beauty until his conscience
began to sear his soul. . .

The spirit rallied. His brain
gradually filled, and was soon in
a quivering tumult, and he felt
wide awake. The room, his
wife and son, the smiling Krishna
over the mantel-picce all dis-
appeared. A {ragrant, scductive
breath was caressing his nostrils,
and two large mischievous cyes
were smiling into his.  * Would
you? Won't you?’ they were
asking, those lascivious eyes,
half in jest, and a shapely bosom
beneath, draped in transparent
silk, was rising and falling,
underlining the question. Sree-
dhar grew hot all over, and sick
with desire. He tossed over and
fay on his side.

"By the bye,” the sercne  voice

of his wife rasped across his
thoughts and suddenly he was
back in his room right amidst
the listless still-life surround-
ings. The mental picturc and
the suffocating enticemcnt faded
away.

“Yes ?’ He mutlied his voice
so as to lend it a slecpy inco-
herence. Another lic in life, he
thought.

“ You have to sign Viju's
Progress Report. He has to
return it tomorrow.”

Progress report. Sreedhar’s
conscience burst open with a

bang. Rani had mentioned :.
three nights ago—or was it a
week ? And he had not cared
to muster suflicient interest in his
only son’s welfare to look into
his school record.

“ Pity I forgot,” he exclaimed,
rcal dismay and penitence ting-
ing his voice. *‘This blasted
business  pre-occupation  has
made a machine of me. To-
morrow first thing in the morn-
ing—how is the boy ?”

““} am rather anxious about
him,” Ranisaid in her wistful,
sad voice. ‘“His marks arc
poor, and the Headmaster says
he has to improve a lot.”

Sreedhar was disturbed. ““ He
used to be above avcrage.”

“But then you uscd to have

time to guide him.” Was there
a lurking reproach in her voice ?
Could it be she had known all
along and was resigned to it?
“Now he is running wild, and
spends his time in the streets.
And in bad company too. And
he is not afraid ol me.”
“T wiLL speak to him to-
morrow,” he said abruptly,
trying to stifle  his  violently
pricking conscience.
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Silence ensued. But Sreedhar
found it impossible to re-invoke
the other vision. Somehow it
looked grotesque, a sacrilege
before  the supreme tragedy
before his physical eyes, of an
ailing woman bedridden for lifc
and a blossoming young life go-
ing to waste.

For ninc years he had been
everything to the boy—and the
woman. His business was never
exacting enough to keep him out
of doors after sunset, or to
prevent him from taking an
absarbing interest in the shaping
of the young mind, or squeezing
time to manage an occasional
outing for the tamily, a picnic, a
picture, a visit to the temple....

HE business certainly had not
since expanded enough to
warrant the revolutionary changes
in his family ways. Sreedhar had
to admit before the merciless
tirade of an importunate cons-
cience. Nor had apathy and
monotony, the bane of many

happy family lives, supervened;.

the wistfulness with which he
looked back on the past was
genuine. At some stage in his
smooth progress he had strayed,
and ever since he had continued
along a  distinctly separate
course.

The soul had gone off the
rails.

When the doctor had said,
after a dangerous abortion, that
Rani should not conceive any
more, Sreedhar had been elated.
The beatific vision of the sacrific-
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ing husband dutifully sharing his
wife’s sorrows rose in his mind.
Life had bumped over that
sublimity, then derailed in a
head-on
relentless physical cravings. The
thirst grew so intolerable that it
fought shy of the insipid waters
of the transcendent realms and
stooped to sip at the muddy
pools—that awful sinking of the
spirit—gricf-stricken reparations
to an unsuspecting wife—heroic
resolution to stick to the straight
and narrow path—the second
fall—the depression—gradual, in-
evitable deadening of the consci-
ence, dulling of faith.

Unconsciously, unwittingly
and helplessly, Srcedhar was
trudging along the path that
husbands have trudged these
countless ages ever since the
coming into shape of the social
pattern.

Sreedhar felt hot and restless.
He tossed again, and lay on the
other side, facing the smiling
Krishna. That pitying, mirth-
less smile—it was always there
to torment him. The smile that
rightly belonged to his wife, had
she been less confiding and more
worldly. At first it was indulgent,
Just reproving, as if sympathis-
Ing with the weakness that is the

universal way of all flesh—
Then——

Tren he had met Radha, and
immediately everything else was
emptied of sense and sequence.

Lord Krishna disappeared.
The room disappeared. Once

collision with fierce,

-—

more a pair of enticing eyes held
his, steadily sank him into
eterpal thraldom...a thraldom
for which he felt ready to sacri-
fice hope and freedom, which

~ left him in a consuming fever

that was neither ccstasy nor
pain : just a perpetual, unquen-
ched thirst.

She had cured him of his vices
—to make her conquest all the
more complete. There  was
something about her that im-
parted a sort of wholesomeness
and purity to her person. But
in the all-too rare calm moments,
when introspection forced
objective thinking, he wondered
if he had not made a blunder in
substituting surc death in a
clear lake for a splash in muddy
pools. His former vices were a
mire, whose very slush and stink
induced cleanliness by reaction.
This was a whirlpool, a quag-
mire, in which every attempt at
escape sank one deeper; it creat-
ed a burning thirst, an obsession
that stifled freedom and pre-
vented salvation.

UsINEss had then suddenly

assumed huger proportions than
hitherto, customers detained him
till nightfall, company meectings
were always held at night—far
into the morning. On Sundays
he was too tired to take his wife
and son out—which alone, of
all his excuses, appeared specious
to Rani. She let him know her

" mind subtly, and he felt cxas-

perated, and consequently wret-
ched.

And Radha was so elusive,
never fully giving in or giving
up. She allowed him to the end
of the pre-determined tether,
and then, when he lost heart and
was straining at the leash, she
collected him back. And he
became sick with an oppressive
desire, and later felt debased,
mean, unutterably  wretched.
And he would ponder on the
hard luck that made havoc of
his family life, and made of him
a slave, everyone of whose atti-
tudes and moods was shaped
and conditioned by the way-
ward whims of a frail creature,
disguised under the euphemistic
consolation of love. And he
fell before the deity and groaned,
“ Deliver me, O, Lord! Never
more of this shackling of my
soul !”

But the next day, before
Radha’s magic eyes, his resolu-
tion wavered, his worked-up
resentment melted away, and in
an ethereal intoxication not far
removed from sheer insanity, the
future and thc past ceased to
have meaning, and the present
moment lengthened into eternity.
And he returned, the drinks like
fiery liquor only promoting the
thirst, and stood downcast, feel-
ing like a worm, before the
chiding smile of Krishna...

* * *
*“My pet angry ?"

The cyes danced to a mischie-
vous rhythm. A stray hair

caressingly touched his ear. The
shapely bosom dipped and rose,
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heaved and sank, swam nearer
and shied farther.

Sreedhar forgot his resolutions,
his vow, his wayward boy, his
ailing wife whose wrecked life
stretched like a desert scorching
onlookers, the smiling Krishna,
his vows endlessly repeated be-
fore that disarming smile. His
hungry eyes bulged, as he drank
in the personification ol grace
and voluptuousness before him ;
they bored into him like live
coals. Giddy with passion, he
took the frail form in his arms
and crushed it against his pound-
ing heart, while his famished
lips scorchied into hers.

She freed herself breathless
and laughing. ** Murder ! Help!”
she shouted. *Brute!” she
cried, laughing again.

“Would I were a cannibal!”
he smiled sheepishly.

“ Very poor taste, yours. Try
this instead.” And she held up
a glass of sparkling liquid.

_Sreedhar’s blood cooled a
little.  ** No.”

And they went through the
ritual of resisting, pressing, re-
fusing, sulking and pouting, and
ultimately succumbing.

L * *

SREEDHAR returned home early,

his spirit at the lowest ebb.
Reaction, merciless and vengeful,
was at work. The house was

silent. He found Rani lying on
her couch, the symbol of spent
womanhood.

“ What is thc matter?” he
asked full of concern.

“I felt giddy, and the pain in
the ribs has increased.”

Sreedhar felt u stab.  His wife
had been suifering from pain in
the ribs; for a moment hc con-
fused pictures, and he felt
crunching ribs against his quiver-
ing body, hot breath on his
face. By some telepathic trans-
mission, as it were, here the one
entitled to it was suffering the
pain on the ribs.

“1 will call the doctor.”

""No. no. It is nothing

serious. A hot fomentation
would make it all right, but the
maid went away early.”

Sreedhar went into the kitchen,
with violent remorse and a feel-
ing ol utter wretchedness.
He swiiched on the stove,
made hot water, and came back
with towcls and turpentine.

Rani prot:sted as he applied
fomentation, but oh! the radi-
ance on her face! He had not
seen it so aglow and happy for
months.  Perhaps he thought
she had not seen him so devoted
for just as long.

“ Where is Viju?”

~“ He went out with Gopi to the
pictures.”
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“Pictures? And his examin-
ation hardly a month away !”

“Whatcan I do? He never
cares for me.”

“ Well, let him come back. |
will have a word with him.”

QREEDHAR felt an exhilarating re-
lief. What a soothing contrast
to the violent spasms of a turbid
mind which he had called
ecstasy !  The dirt, the squalor,
the reaction of utter cnnuij filled
him with horrified disgust. And
for that, he was wrecking this
healthy, tranquil happiness !

“Never!” he shouted, and
suddenly the strength and con-
fidence of bygone days flowed
back into him.

He tiptoed to the foot of Lord
Krishna's picture and folded his
hands. ‘‘Lead me aright!” he
prayed. The anguish melted.
Peace trickled In. “Never
again, never, never!”” he repeated
with  vchemence. And Lord
Krishna seemed to smilc.

He heard Viju coming in.
“Who allowed you to go to the
cinema ?” he asked sternly.

The boy stood transfixed at
the unusual show of temper.

““ Your examinations are just a
month away, and this is how you
prepare for them ? Look here,

if you fail to get through, I will
make it dashed unpleasant for
you to again look me in the face.
Remember this is the final warn-
ing! Now go to bed and get up
at threc.”

The boy whimpered assent,
cast a fleeting glance of timid
supplication at his mother, in-
tuitively gave it up and with-
drew.,

The last warning. Somehow
it tallied perfectly with the mood'
of the moment. Everything for
the last time. With a clean slate
hereafter. The scales of evil
seemed to fall off, and he emerg-
ed unscathed and radiant.

¢ Shall we stroll in the moon-
light, or are you too tired ?” he
asked gently stroking the piti-
fully thin, greying hair of the
frail woman beside him. And a
lifetime of miseries seemed to
have lifted from her, and a
sob of utmost gratefulness, of
choking happiness escaped her.
And Sreedhar read meanings
hitherto unknown to him. Sud-
denly he saw before him a sick
womnian, devoted to love, in whom
suppressed desires and discarded
cravings and disappointed secret
longings, all of the full measure
of a grown-up, healthy adult
animal, seemed to conglomerate

_into a vast expansive grave-

vard......

THE saint worked for a couple
of months, and then took a
holiday.

27



Sreedhar groaned under the
burden of a restive spirit. The
poison was spreading slowly but
unmistakably. The unused track
was not lost, only superficially
buried, and the whirlwind of
choking animal cravings and
habituated inclinations soon laid
the track clear. He started ten-
tatively, hesitatingly.

For a long time hc stood root-
ed at the door. Then he
knocked.

“THE prodigal come back!
Verily, a fatted calf is called
for!” Radha, fresh and lovely,
her seductive charms in full battle
array, greeted him.  Sreedhar
felt his feet slipping: Why did
he come? But it was too late.
The old fever was full on. He
could not stand long on the
verge of the eternal whirlpool
without turning giddy......

It was early morning when
Sreedhar returned home. Rani
was standing before the smiling
Lord Krishna, engrossed in deep
meditation. The oil lamp burn-
ing brightly, the smell of agarba-
this, the crisp cool morning air,
accentuated the utter wretched-
ness and the acute sense of
irrevocable ruin he was feeling.
Robbed of his life’s whole
frugal spiritual savings, without
a scrap to make a fresh start on,
the wreck stood heartbroken,
weary of life. And then he
caught the derisive smile of
Krishna, his cyes glittering.

And he recalled in a flash the
occasion two months back when
he had taken once more that vow

of “Never again!"—that life of .,

happy contentment and peace,
the cursed yearning, the fall—yet
once again.

“f can’t !” he groaned, averting
his face. ““I don’t dare to look
at her after this!” And he
tottered and sat on the ground,
spent, exhausted.

Rani started and turned to
look at him with indescribable
feclings. Then she ran towards
towards him, wild, seemingly out
of her senses. Sreedhar saw that
her facc was swollen with con-
tinuous weeping, and tear-stained
altover. She fell by his side.

“Oh, how long you have
been !”* she gushed out. “And 1
on tenterhooks not knowing
what to do! Hurry, Viju has run
away !”

“ Run away?" he repeated
without comprehension. Noth-
ing mattered.

¢¢HE failed in his examination,”

Rani explained in patches,
breathless and sobbing. “He
told Gopi he would not dare to
look up into his father’s face
after that failure. He has not
come home.  Oh, don't sit there
like a stone. Do act! Go and
?nd him! He cannot have gone
ar!”
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In Lighter Vein :

ALL THREE
TO BLAME!

By S. MAHADEV

The Detective had a tough problem. How
could he track down the intruders ?

PRIVATE Detective Sangham
Lal was baffled and scrat-

ched his head in bewil-
derment. Never had he come
across such a strange case as the
one posed by Moreshwar. This
retired railway official had just
completed the construction of
a fine, palatial house and the
red painted walls were so pleas-
ing to the eye.

So, it was indeed a great sur-
prise to Sangham Lal when
Moreshwar urgently summoned
him and asked him to start his
investigations forthwith.

“ Mr. Moreshwar, 1T under-
stand that everything in this
house is brandnew but you say
these intruders have somehow
entrenched themselves. As a
result, you and your wife and
daughter have the most uncom-
fortable time, Am1I correct in
summing up the situation ?”

“ My friend, you are cent per

cent right. We have had no
sleep for a fortnight. Imagine,
the house-warming ceremony
took place hardly three months
ago. 1 tell you, we are experi-
encing excruciating agony. Every
night I have a creepy feeling.
Can’t you do something about
it at once ?”’

“1 am no wizard with a magic
wand,” smiled Sangham Lal.
“But I will try. First of all,
can you give mc a list of the
guests who came by plane or
train ? What luggage did they
bring 77

Moreshwar stroked his grey
moustache and was absorbed in
thought for five minutes.

“Only one guest—and that
was my wife’s brother—came
here a month ago. I have no
reasons to suspect him. He just
brought a small suit-case with
him. He lives within three
hours’ journey by train from this
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place. There was no other guest
because we haven’t settled down
and haven’t invited anyone as
yet.”

It was now Sangham Lal’s turn
to think for a while. Then he
announced his decision. ‘ Mr.
Moreshwar, I would request you
to pack off with your wife and
daughter to your brother-in-law’s
place and remain there for three
days. On the fourth day 1 will
tell you about the cause of all
the trouble and find a remedy
for it.”

Moreshwar was very reluctant
at first but he complied. On
leaving town he handed over the
keys of his house to Sangham
Lal. At his instance, the de-
parture of the family was quiet
and secret.

HEY were all back on the

fourth day and were surprised
to find the Detective snoring.
They woke him up and he
welcomed them with a smile.

“Mr. Moreshwar, your wife
and daughter are the guilty party
and you, too, are responsible to
some extent,”” he said, quietly.

All the three were flabbergast-
ed, and stared at the Detective in
disbelief.

“ Your wife and your daughter
have been borrowing novels and
magazines f{rom the lady next
door. That lady’s house is in-
fested with millions of bugs and
the books and periodicals they

borrow are full of bugs when
they return them, and they have
invaded your house too and
robbed you of your sleep. As ,
for you, Mr. Moreshwar, you.:
must spend more liberally on
light literature. I tind your
people have also lent to their
neighbour some of their books
and when they were returned
they brought in a load of
bugs. So ncither a lender nor
a borrower be, as the poet said.
And, lastly, I have uscd some
cffective disinfectants to get rid
of thesc little intruders. In ad-
dition, you had better give a
thorough white-wash to the
building, to be on the safe side.
My bill is not much. It comes
only to Rs. 250.”

Moreshwar gave the Detective
a cheque for Rs.500/- and thank-
ed him with all his heart for his
unique service in getting rid of
the intruders, namely, the horrid
bugs!

BOY’S DISCOVERY

“Ts it true that we are madp
of dust 7 a little boy asked his
mother.

“Yes, dear,” she answered.

“Well, is it true thqt we go
back to dust when we die?

« That’s what the Bible says,”
his mother replied.

“ Well, 1 just looked under my
bed and someone there is either
coming or going.”
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Health :

DURING AN

Simple Tips for All

ATTACK

OF SMALLPOX

(By A FAMILY DOCTOR)

IT is during the hot summer
months that smallpox is more

prevalent and persists in epi-
demic form. All that we know
is that it is related to heat but
nobody knows why. Among
the most dreaded scourges of
the world smallpox is one. Two
hundred years ago in Europc,
anyone who had an attack of
smallpox was left on the street
to die.

In England itself people died
like flies and those who pulled
through the ordeal suffered seri-
ous disfigurement or blindness.
Macaulay called smallpox onc
of the frightful agents of death.
He wrote:  *The havoc of the
plague was more rapid but the
plague has only reached our
(England’s) shores once or twice
within living memory, and
smallpox was always with us,
filling the churchyards with
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corpses, tormenting with con-
stant fear all thosc it had not
stricken, leaving on those whose
life is spared the hideous traces
of its powers, turning thc babe
into a changeling at which the
mother shuddered, making the
eyes and cheeks of the betrothed
maiden objects of horror to the
lover.™

In May, 1796, an English
doctor by name Edward Jenner
hit upon vaccination as a general
preventive  against smallpox.
The entire civilized world has
now gratefully adopted his
method today in its fight against
smallpox. What are the benefits
of vaccination? If the lymph
prepared in the various institutes
is fresh and well preserved it
confers immunity on those vac-
cinated for at least five to seven
years. If, however, anyone gets
an attack shortly after vaccina-



tion, he will not suffer from the
diastrous effects of the disease like
deafness or blindness. And even
disfigurement will be decidedly
far less. The general truth
cannot be denied that there are
millions of people on whom
vaccination has conferred im-
munity against smallpox for
scores of years,

But is there any effective
treatment during an attack of
smallpox ? Unfortunately, medi-
cal science is helpless in the face
of an attack. On the fourth
day when fever at 104 or 105
degrees continues unabated the
doctor suspects it may be a case
of smallpox and gives up all
treatment.

And then the pustules begin
to appear over the face, the fore-
arms and later on there are big
eruptions all over the body,
even over the tongue, on the
roof of the mouth, inside the
ears and even under the eyelids.
The Indian way of handling the
patient is more soothing. Make
a8 bed of margosa (or neem)
leaves and leave the patient on
it. It imparts a refreshing
coolness and when the patient
feels a burning, itching sensation
all over, pass a bunch of wejl-
picked neem leaves over the
body.

Don’t give hot food to the
patient.  Fruit juice, bananas,
the “milk ” or juice of tender
coconuts can be given plentifully
and with advantage. If good
citrus fruit is available add it
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also to the list, Throw open all
the windows and let in as much
of fresh air as possible. The
first two wecks arc apt to be

critical and then the pustules~i

begin to get blacker and smaller
and ultimately dry up.

What cannot be cured by man
must be cured only by God. In
that sensc our people describe
smallpox as a visitation of God-
dess Durga. There is nothing
wrong in such a conception as
they approach the patient in a
mood of dedication and purity
of heart. The only request to
them would be not to cast the
neem leaves used on the patient
into the river or tank or any
common water source. Other-
wise, the danger of infection
will increase and the efforts of
the sanitary authorities in con-
trolling the epidemic will be
defeated. #

ANOTHER HUBBY'!

“ Madam,” said the fortune-
teller, “ you should be very, very.
happy. A nobler and a more
handsome man than your hus-
band you have yet to meet!”

“How absolutely thrilling! 4

But when ?”’

SHORT STORY

Two wives and a concubine made him vich and prosperous but
utterly miserable. But Fate marked for him quite
an unexpected career. . .

Marriage And

A

Promise

By SUKUMAR

’l’HE Vaikunt Cafe was filled
to overflowing with custom-

ers. The shouts of the
waiters and the noise produced
by the constant clatter of cups
and plates reached terrific pitch.
In the large kitchen, however,
the cooks who were preparing
the cakes and the savouries were
calm and unperturbed. They
had a ready, supply enough to
last till closing time. It was
already 8 p.m,

Old Chinni Rau was a new
recruit.  His big paunch was
heaving as he was grinding paste.
The perspiration was streaming
down his forehead. Now and
then he wiped it off with a small
towel on his left shoulder.

Hari, the chief cook, turned
towards him and waved the oil-

)

dipped iron ladle in Chinni’s
direction. ““ Hey, stop grinding
any further gram paste. There
will be no more vadas today.
Go to the other mortar and
prepare coconut chutney. That
will be the last item for you
today,” he shouted over the
oven.

Chinni Rau rose up, went to
the window and spat out pan
juice. ¢ Achcha, master,” he
said cheerfully to Hari. “I am
free after finishing that, 1 sup-
pose 2’

KRrisHNA  Iyer, the assistant

cook, who was a tall black
man with a bald head, smiled.
“ Chinni Rau, I think I have
seen you somewhere before but
I can’t remember where. But
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and send away his daughter with
him? Such a situation would
spell his utter ruin. From pros-
perity to pover ty again,
especially when you are very old
and when you feel weak about

the knees...It was an appalling
thought,

Srinivas was talking and he
must hear him out. ¢ Mama,
your second daughter Sakuntala
is as beautiful and well-behaved
as Sumathi. How old is she ?”

“TWENTY-FOUR,” replied the old
man, perplexed at his
question,

“But is it not time she was
married off ?  Have you got
enough money 77

.“No, Srinivas. What you
give me is barely enough to keep
me above want but I haven’t
been able to save anything. 1In

fact Iwanted to ask you about
lt.” .:“

“Suppose 1 put to
plain question ?”p you a

“ Yes.”

“Are you prepared to gi
Sakuntala’s hand in e
cokunta marriage

Devakar was astounded. For
onc moment he beamed with joy

and in the next second hi
was clouded. is face

“Ishali be glad, Srinivas, if
you take her for your second
wife. Such a thought did not
occur to me before. 1 cam
bere to - advise you to marry’
again some girl of your choice.
But supposing Sakuntala turn$
out sterile like her sister, Iam

- afraid you will misunderstand
and even hate me. I am not
prepared to face such a situation.
Better marry elsewhere and be

happy.”

‘“If Sakuntala also bears no
children, mama, 1 shall takeit
that the fault is mine, not your
daughters’. I promise you there
will be no misunderstanding.
What do you say now ?”’

“My dear Srini, I shall be
only too glad to comply with
your proposal. As for Sakuntals,
I may assure you she won't
question my decision. GO
ahead.” :

“But there is just one snag
and I wish to avoid it, mama.
have seen many a home wrecke
where the man took two Wwives-
Even when they happened to bé
sisters they have quarrelled and
given the husband hell. What
will you do to avoid such 3
tragedy 7"

THE old man thought for i

while. “Oh, Srini, I can’t recal
a single occasion when Sumath
and Sakuntala ever quarrelled

- Each would always say that tht

other’s joy or sorrow was hers.
I have a plan in my mind. You
had better bring Sumathi to m)
residence fomorrow night.
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Srini, his father-in-law and
nother-in-law, his wife and
iister-in-law assembled in aroom
n the following night. When
Devakar announced his decision
Wat Sakuntala would be given in
narriage to Srini, the girl blush-
:d and bent down her head.
The old woman shed tcars of joy
ind Sumathi embraced her
sister.

"Bur, my daughters, °this
marriage can take place only
if both of you give a solemn
promise not to quarrel with each
other under any circumstances.
Take a vow now, will you?”

The sisters embraced again
and swore that they would strive
their utmost to make Srini happy
and preserve the domestic har-
mony at all costs. And soon
Sakuntala and Srini were marri-
ed. Still greater luck awaited
him. He opened two more hotels
and became truly happy.

There was a pause.

¢ Sakuntala must have become
a mother,” ventured Hari.

‘“No,” said Chinni Rau.
¢ Sumathi bore him three boys
but Sakuntala had none. The
sisters, however, kept their pro-
mise but, all the same, Srini
became an unhappy man. He
deserted these two lovely women
and spent all his time in a house
of ill-fame. He lost both his
money and business. Sumathi’s
sons who grew up in due course
and did business of their own
would not forgive their father

who had made their mother and
step-mother so miserable. Old
Devakar died of a broken heart.
Now Sumathi and Sakuntala are
devoting all their attention to
the welfare of their sons and
their children.”

‘“ What happened to Srinivas
and what happened to his con-
cubine ?”” asked Krishna.

“That is a different story.
Come on, is that the cashier
callingus? Tam due to get six
rupees for this week’s work. So
we are all going to the picture,
my fellows? Hey, Krishna,
don’t forget about the pack of
beedis, will you 77

¢“No, Chinni. You have told
us a moving story and we will
give you the best treat, as pro-
miscd. Get the cash and come
back,” said Krishna.

AT this time, an attendant

burstin. *Some old woman
wants to see Srini at once. I
told her there is no such man.
She swears there is. Is there
anyone here by the name of
Srini 77

“That is myself,” grinned
Chinni Rau. “You know,
friends, Srini became corrupted
first into Jeeni, then into Chini
and finally into Chinni. You have
heatd  my life-story. That
woman 1s my...er...you know
who she is. I have to hand
over the week’s wages to her
and will come back soon.”

His listeners were dumb-
founded. ti
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Mystery Story No. |

6[&6 %aunfecl J\ge(ll‘ﬂdm

She spent the night in a strange country inn though she stayed
in the best of the bedrooms. But one needs to
have the nerve to read her story...!

WAS motoring through a

remote, desolate part of

Wales in October, 1951,
when about six o’clock in the
evening, the car unexpectedly
developed engine trouble. It

was already dark, raining.

heavily, and we were a mile
from the nearest village. My
chauffeur, a thoroughly cap-
able man, doctored her up as
well as he could, and, going
slowly, we presently came upon
a welcome roadside ina.

It was a somewhat tumble-
down building, but I was thank-
ful to reach it, for the car had
been threatening a complete
stoppage for some time past,

I was shown into a comfort-
able sitting-room in which a
generous fire blazed. We had
been driving for some hours and
the keen wind had made me
hungry. I ordered a meal and
then asked to see my bedroom.

The lundlady, with a pleasant
* Surely, ma’am, if you will

please follow me—’ led the way

up a creaking staircase and
opened the door of a room on
the landing above.

It was somewhat bare and un-
inviting, and I liked neither the
look of it nor its atmosphere,

BY 1

Mrs. J. O. Arnold

——

For | instantly knew that the
room had witnessed ~some
tragedy. I can always °sensc .
rooms, and this one conveyed 10
me an impression of human
suffering.

THERE was a four-post bedstead
~ hung with red curtains in the
centre of the room—the rest of4
the furniture I scarcely noticed.
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*1s there any other room at
liberty ?* T asked.

“Only one other indeed,
-ma’am,” the landlady answered.
~“We are very full because John
Thomas is holding a revival
meeting in the village this very
night, and a number of people
are staying in this inn because of
it, look you.”

“T’Il see the other room,
please,” 1 said.

It was shown, and I took it.

Bur I had not occupied it ten

minutes before I discovered
that it was not watertight. Trick-
les of wet meandering down the
wall on one side proclaimed a
leaking roof. Plainly I must
choose between the certainty of
damp or the possibility of
psychic trouble. Even in the
face of that wet wall, I hesit-
tated.

*“ Nonsense !” I said to my-
self sharply. ‘“ Even a tragic
atmosphere is better than a damp
one !”

I jerked the old-fashioned beli-
pull, and after a pause a
countrybred chambermaid ap-
peared at the door.

‘¢ After all T have changed my
mind,” I said. “I prefer to
have the room I saw first—"’

“ All the rTooms are taken
ma’am, for sure,” the girl an-
swered.

“ There is one otherat liberty
—a room on the lower floor,
with a four-post bed in it,” I
protested.

The girl hesitated. She ap-
peared uncertain—embarrassed.

“I will follow you,” I said,
banding her my rug and
travelling bag.

But still she made no attempt
to lead the way.

“1 know the room is diseng-

aged,” Isaid. It was offered
to me at first.”

The chambermaid did not
budge.

1t is the Best Bedroom,” she
said, as if that should certainly
put me off : the family keep
it for themselves surely. You
would not care to sleep there—"’

“But why not?’ I asked.
Evidently the girl did not advise
my engaging the room. “Is
there a ghost there?”

GHE coloured wup. 1 never
heard there was,” she said
quickly. “Nor no one ever
saw one there, so far as I know.
But—better stay here, ma’am.”

Her high-pitched voice, rising
at the end of her sentences with
true Welsh inflection, was insis-
tently persuasive.

“1tis queer to sleep in—every-
one knows,” she said, finally.
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I realized that she was trying
to dissuade me for my good.
After all, it was kind of her to
warn me of the ‘reputation’
attaching to the Best Bedroom.
Probably it was only a tale—
grossly exaggerated as usual.
Yet 1 had certainly been wun-
favourably impressed...T glanced
at the ftrickle on the wall...My
mind was made up.

“ Nevertheless 1 will try the
Best Bedroom.” I said with
decision. “ Light a fire there,
please, and put a hot water bag
into the bed—"

Tue long drive had tircd me

comfortably, so that after a
quite decent country meal I went
upstairs early. My room was
unexpectedly snug—a blazing
fire upon the hearth, red curtains
over the window, a huge arm-
chair drawn up to the hearth.
For an hour Isat and read by
candlelight, feeling warm and
rested...

But not entirely at ease. The
impression I had at first received
still hung in the atmosphere of
the room. A sense of indefin-
able dread, of foreboding, of
growing fear oppressed me...]
had not been mistaken. What
I had felt upon first entering the
room had not been the result of
physical fatigue. It had been
caused by psychic apprehension...

Later on the same chamber-
maid reappeared bringing me
hot mitk. At once T tackled
her.
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“Why did you say this isn’t
a good room to be in?” 1 aske’g.
“ What exactly did you mean ?

The girl, whose name wak(

6

Megan, coloured guiltily.

meant nothing for sure, but that

it is a big lonely room for alady
to be in alone,” she said. “The
room is right enough, ma’am.”

“But  you said everyone
knew....” I began.

““There was a lady here a-

yeat ago who had a bad night in
it. She was took ill for sure
and said it was the room-—per-
haps it was the cold—she did not
have a fire like you, ma’am—"

I suggested that few rooms
would escape bad reputations
if being ill in them were the
cause.

But Megan, with a quick
“ Goodnight, ma’am,” disap-
peared hurriedly, appearently not
wishing to pursue the argument
further.

[ o> not believe for one mo-
ment in her explanation. It was
pretty clear that she had thought
better of her impulsive warning
and wished to make light of it.
Probably she had talked down-
stairs with more sincerity than
discretion and .had been ad-
monished to be more cautious, I
had asked her if the room bad
the reputation of being haunted.
For I knew that it was.

1 hesitated whether or not to
lock my door. This time it was

a question of a stray revivalist—
not a burglar—walking into the
wrong room, or the possibility
of the inn taking fire. The
latter fear prevailed—it is my
pet nervousness— and I did not
turn the key.

QNUG as the red curtains made

the room I felt they would be
‘ stuffy’ through the night, and
50 drew them aside—and opened
the window. The rain had
ceased and a young moon alter-
nately appeared and disappeared
through a driving wrack of
banking clouds. Everywhere
was silence—probably the revi-
valist had not yet exhausted his
eloquence. Perhaps I had better
get to sleep before his heaters
returned...

I put out all the candles but
one, and climbed into the high
four-post bed.

I must have fallen asleep al-
most at once, for I have no
remembrance of lying awake
and did not hear any sounds
from below stairs.

But when | again became cons-
cious, it was to such a rencwal
of mental activity as language
fails me to describe. An over-
whelming, appalling fear grip-
ped me—an apprehension so
intense that even to tell of it
now is to revive once more in
faint dgree the horror of it...

I tried to cry aloud. My

jaw refused to act. No sound
same from my lips. 1 tried to
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open my eyes—to look about
me. My eyelids were heavy and
would not lift...

I heard footsteps moving softly
at the far end of the room, yet
could not turn my head in their
direction. I heard voices at my
bedside talking in whispers and
could hear what they said—but
was incapable of movement.

“ Well—that’s over,” whisper-
ed one.

“ Better so,” another answer-
ed.

“It’s in the room, she said,”
the first voice continued.

“Aye. But where? Not in
any likely place. T've searched
them all—""’

< Under a floor-board, I'll be
bound. We'll search there
later,” the other responded.

ND all the time “1 knew, but

could not tell them, that the
gold was safely sewn into the
mattress where I myself had
hidden it. I could aimost fancy
1 could feel the coins beneath
me for all the thickness of the
featherd bed that covered them.”

The thought had made me
forget my fear for the moment.

But now it came back—stifling,
deadly...

I was powerless, utterly help-
less. I could not cry out. I
could not move so much as an



sye-lid—no indeed, certainly not
that, when a weight as of dead
|8y upon both.

Presently the voices ceased
and 1 heard the door close. I
was alone.

How long Ilay I cannot tell,

but it must have been for hours,
because even through my closed
lids I could tell that daylight
had succeeded darkness. Yet
either it was a grey day or the
blind must be down.

How can 1 describe the agony
I endured ? 1Icould hear, I was
fully conscious, yet 1 could
neither speak nor move. It
seemed to me that my heart had
ceased to beat., My brain strove
in vain against the power that
held me in remorseless grip. It
was like a desperate, caged thing
...How long would this night-
mare, this horror of inaction, of
despair, continue ?

Two men came. | knew them
to be men by their heavy tread
and their voices. They stood
by the bed and one gave out
measurements to the other...and
still I could not rise, could not
utter sound... -

More hours of such agony
that why my heart did not burst,
my brain ceased to function, T
do not know.

Then, when once more com-
plete darkness encompassed me,
voices and. steps came again.

I felt myself being lifted, and
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a moment later the contact of—
was it a wall? Then, with a
sudden terrible understanding I
knew what it all meant. They
had put me into my coffin—they
were going to bury me alive! 43

I knew the truth now.

Frantic terror seized me...[
should know the horrors of the
tomb whilst still alive. Since 1
appeared to exist without brea-
thing how long should I survive
lack of air?

It seemed a hundred years be-
fore they came again...Then it
was soon done. T heard the lid
placed in position, the screws
being turned...

THeY told me that my shrieks

had aroused the entire house.
The landlady and her maids
came rushing upstairs to find
out what was the matter, anti-
cipating murder and sudden
death. They discovered me, my
screams suddenly silenced, lying
in a dead faint. '

When 1 recovered 1 found that
they had been very kind, and
had done all they could for me
—smelling salts, brandy, hot
water. But my one desire was
to get away. Assoon as I was
able I dressed myself. hurriedly,
trembling all the time—the vivid
impression of that horrible ex-
perience still strong upon me.

The landlady herself helped
me with my toilet and when I
grew calmer, I questioned her.

*4Who has died in this room?”
I asked.

“ A great many people, to be
sure,” she said soothingly, as if
there were comfort in numbers.
«Itis the death-room, certain.
All the family come to it when
they know the end is near. Itis
the best room in the inn, look
you.”

“Who, for instance?” I per-
sisted.

She began checking the deceas-
ed on the fingers of her left
hand.

“There was Evan William, my
father-in-law’s grandfather. .”

“No !” T interposed sharply.

“David williams—"’

“No. What women ?”’

She named several. Then at
last :

" AND the furthest back I know

for sure was my husband’s
grand-mother, Mrs. Rhys
Williams. Poor thing, she
fretted herself into the grave,
I'm told. She had fainting-fits
very bad, look you—and lived
always in fear they would bury
her alive. She even made her
husband promise to cut her
finger to make sure indeed that

she was gone. But he never
did.

“F.VeR since her coffin was taken

out of it the room has been
queer. There was a lady slept
in it some time back and she
was took just like you, ma’am.
1 don’t know, indeed, which
made the most noise, sure to
goodness I don’t. She came
for a month to do some painting
——but she left the very next
morning—I don’t deny 1,
ma'am. Folk say the room’s
queer. If it’s John William’s
grandmother’s ghost that comes
back I’ll be even with her this
next spring as ever was. T
have the room painted and
papered and change the bed so
as she’ll not know it—"

I left the moment the car was
ready. I  knew what my
expericnce meant. 1 had entered
the arc of that unfortunate .
woman’s ghastly fate..I had
felt what she felt. Her agony of
anticipation had left a clear-cut
and undying impression in the
room in which she suffered, the
ghastly fear she had endured
was still there, imperishable:,
vivid, capable of being experi-
enced by a psychic person. .

During that awful night 1
endured the appalling terror
through which that unfortunate
woman had—the  suspended
animation, the tied-up jaw, the
weighted  eyelids, the under-
taker’s visit, the final horror of
the coffin.

—Please see page 54
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Even a Scotland Yard sleuth would handsomely acknowledge Doggie's uncan-
ny ability as a detective. But the litle fellow had strange manners. . . !

THE LITTLE DETECTIVE

By RAV]

~HE brown little fellow crept
’1 into my life like a ray of
sunshine. The man who
sold him to e claimed that he
was a relation of the famous
Madras Police dog, Yuvaraj.
No further recommendation was
needed and [ bought him
straightaway. When 1 called
him ** Balraj >’ he at once rushed
towards me with tongue lolling
and tail wagging. He then raced
about my spacious room, smelt
my clothes, tasted my shoes and
brought me back my fountain-
pen when I tossed it on my cot.
The only things he wouldn’t
. handle were the ponderous law
books that I was studying but
he seemed to love them better
than myself, For, he would
sprawl over them on the shelf or
neatly curl himself up and go to
sieep.

My mates in the lodging house
took to Balraj as duck takes to
water. Their admiration was
mingled with fespect when they
learned of his relationship to
Yuvaraj. They brought him
bun, bone and basket wherein
he could ensconce himself. He

would follow each student into
his room and emerge with him
after half an hour as his closest
friend. There was only one
fellow who was hostile to Balraj.
He was Bhaskaran, the boy who
attended to the necds of every
lodger. One fine morning he
gave Balraj a vigorous kick and
the Jatter retaliated with a vicious
bite in the former’s right calf.
Bhaskaran howled in pain for
more than an hour and I took
him to my doctor who bandaged
his wound and gave him a
preventive injection.

A week after this incident we
were startled by strange happen-
ings. The lodgers began to
complain that a number of valu-
able things were missing from
their rooms-—a  wrist-watch, a
purse containing two ten-rupee
notes, a fountain pen and three
gold shirt buttons. They came
in a body into my room and
demanded to know whether
Balraj had suddenly lost his
detective  ability,  The little
fellow who had_been curling
himself up under the cot seemed
to be aware of their mocking

4

tone and emerged, barking. He
pulled at my dhoti and ran to-
wards the exit of my room. I
asked others to keep quiet and
watch. I followed Balraj who
ran downstairs and stood pawing
at a small trunk box. We all
knew it was Bhaskaran’s. We
had given the boy leave for a
month to go to his village and
recoup his health. He had had
frequent attacks of malaria.
That night he was to board the
train. He had just gone to the
bazaar to make some purchases.

One lodger impatiently prised
open the lid of the box and lo!
all the missing articles were
found in it. Needless to say,
Bhaskaran was  beaten and
kicked out of the lodge. And
the little hero was pampered
by the students jointly and sever-
ally. -

THE next evening I was smoking

in my bed. Feeling slightly
feverish, I did not venture out.
Suddenly when I heard my
grandfather’s car screeching to
a halt T went over to the window
and threw my Gold Flake
cigarette over the tiles and got
ready to receive my grandfather.
Of one thing he never approved
—my smoking. When he came
into my room he was concerned
to see me indisposed: He was
counting out my weekly allow-
ance to me with characteristic
caution when he jumped from
the chair with a howl. I at

, once discovered the cause much

to my embarrassment.  Balraj
had seized my half-burnt Gold
Flake and laid it by mistake on
Grandfather’s bare foot. 1 im-

mediately removed it, and threw
it back out of the window. “Get
out, you stupid Balraj!” I
shouted in anger.

Grandfather was aghast. ““So
my dear grandson,” he said
reprovingly, ‘““you have hon-
oured me thus by naming a
wretched dog after me ! 1 don't
know how contemptuously you
will treat me after I am gone !”

Only then did T realise the
blunder in having given Doggie
such a name. I was struck
dumb and could offer no ex-
planation. But little Balraj
wouldn’t go in spite of my
orders. When Grandfather rose
to go he fumbled for his
walking-stick. “ My God, 1
have mislaid # somewhere,” he
muttered in vexation.

I rose to get it for him but he
held up his hand. “No, don’t
exert yourself, 1 will find it
out,” he said. But what was
our surprise when Balraj seemed
to guess at the nature of his
quest, flew out and brought
Grandpa’s walking-stick between
his teeth? Then Grandpa went
ou twith an admonition to me
to take care of my health.

That night Balraj had - disap-
peared. The lodgers searched
for him all over the neighbour-
hood but in vain and lodged a
complaint with the Police. The
next day, however, Grandpa sent
a messenger to say that Balraj .
was with him and that he was
proying quite useful! 11
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SHORT STORY

Yesterday’s
Bachelor

By M. S. PADMANABHAN

He was clever and elusive and rejected his mother's
choice. But a girlin the bus proved too wily. She
outwitted him and proved evenmore elusive!

¢¢Y SAY, only you—Please
wake up. The milkman
is shouting himself hoarse,”
shouted Paru.

Slowly, yawning and stretching
himself in the ted, Gopi looked
up at her, with sleepy eyes, full
of pleading to let him sleep
undisturbed at least for an hour

. Or two more.

“It is already nearing six.
“Up! Up!” said she.

“I will get up in a minute.”

“1 know that a minute means
an hour for you, If you want
to sleep—you can. But don’t
blame me, if the coffee is not
good.”
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Siowly and reluctantly, mutter-
ing under his breath, Gopi got
up and went to the verandah,
where the milkman waved the
milk vessel before his sleepy
eyes and set about his work,

“Instead of idling about,
why not finish some item of
work 7 came the authoritatively
kind voice.

"WHAT work can I do now?
Should I not watch the
milkman 7

‘“Well, why not brush your
teeth? Here, your brush and
paste. Have I to remind you
daily ?”

“ Acha! T will complete that,”
said he in a meekly vexed
tone,

By the time he had finished
his morning chores and started
for the office with the customary
adornments—chappals, umbrella,
one bag containing some tiffin,
one bottle of fresh water and
one flask full of coffec—his wife
had exacted from him as much
as about a dozen items of work.

E had to cut down the plan-

tain tree, which had yielded a
ripe bunch of fruits, split open
the stem and take the tender
midstem, rearrange the firewood
in the bathroom attic, shift the
bureau from the left hand left
side corner of the room to the
right hand right side corner, wipe
the bathroom lamp (bulb) clear
of the soot which had enveloped
it, rinse all the clothes in the
soap, search for the missing hair-
pin, locate the elusive comb, etc.,
etc. All this, his intelligent
spouse accomplished, with a
stern word of command here,
with a kind and doodling voice
there, a joke there and a retort
here,

When Gopi complained one
day to his spouse about his
friends’ cutting jokes on his
getting curd-rice daily, she coun-

‘tered with, “Wellt they go to

the hotel and pay four annas for
a handful of useless stuff which
is titled Bagala-Bath, but is in
no way different from or
superior to your curd-rice. At
least you are not so foolish as
they are. You are more econo-

mical and, at the same time, ge
bonus points.”

Gopi was very lucky that day,
and caught the bus, when it had
Jjust started to move, heedless of
the shouts of the conductor who
was standing at the other end of
the bus and who, Gopi was sure,
could not reach him for some
considerable time.

On the back ladies’ seat, only
two ladies were sitting and Gopi
comfortably dropped into it
at the other end and began
to fan himself vigorously with
his handkerchief, stealing a
glance now and then at the
women next to him to see
whether they showed any sigas
of vexation or irritation.

One of the ladies did give him
a side-long glance and her eyes
stayed fastened on him for some
considerable time. With some
haste, Gopi averted his eyes from
her and tried to look the other
side.

.

All this trouble in life was
because of this 25 number bus, he
thought.

LIKE all people, endowed at least

with an iota of common.
sense, Gopi was also a confirmed
bachelor. The freedom, com-
forts and easy life of bachelor-
dom appealed to him very much,
For one thing, if a married man
goes to a picture, he has to spend
twice as much and most of the
time go to a higher class. As a
bachelor, you dress well, without
any serious clamour from any-

a7



body else for costly sarees etc,,
need not be tied down to the
house, and in short lead a
wonderful life.

ow then did he come to be
deceived into the clutches of
matrimony, sacrificing at one
stroke all the luxurious comforts
of the blessed bachelordom ?

He also had a talkative mother,
whose only chant, whenever
he visited her, was that he should
soon marry a suitable girl and
make his mother’s safe passage
to heaven secure by begetting
at least one grandson before
she died. Like all matter-of-
fact and earthly individuals he
also tried to put off this thing
indefinitely on some pretext
or other and to a great extent
succeeded in that also.

It was then that Mr. Sarabe-
swaran caught hold of his
address and began to lay siege
to his one-room fortress. In
spites of his employing all the
methods in his capacity to thwart
the gentleman in his cfforts, the
adversary proved too great for
him and finally succeeded in
getting the address of his sur
viving parent. :

The preliminaries regarding
financial and other matters being
settled after the wishes of his
mother, he got a letter from her
stating that  his marriage
had been arranged and a date
had tentatively been fixed for
betrothal. Roused was our
friend’s ire beyond control and
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he penned a few lines to
his dear mother, impressing
upon her the necessity to consult,
and take the consent of, the,
parties directly affected by the*
marriage, allow them a chance
to understand each other and
finally to have at least a glimpse
of each other ; in reply to which
his mother wrote, saying that
the parties directly affected by
the marriage had, after due con-
sultation, already given their
consent, the parties being (1)
herself as the mother-in-law
designate and (2) the girl—the
bride-to-be. They had also dis-
cussed at length their habits,
likes and dislikes etc., and come
to a very cordial understanding.
What was more, during the dis-
cussions, she had scrutinized the
girl thoroughly and found her
to be very domestic, quiet and
pretty, like goddess Lakshmi.

nyHow, for his information,
his mother had sent a photo

of the girl adding that she was
slightly tanned in complexion,
but otherwise all right, being a
very well-behaved girl with nice

manners and an attractive coun-

tenance—<*with her beautiful
nose and bewitching eyes "—she
wrote. Being worried about the
impending doom which would
shatter his freedom and chain
him to domestic boredom, he
wanted some excuse to put this

‘thing off. He enquired here and

there about Miss Sarabeswaran
and could gather enough points
to thwart his mother and Mr.,
Sarabeswaran in their joint
efforts to ensnare him into the
wily net of matrimony.

‘He wrotc back a long letter
stating how marriage was a
matter of supremely major im-

. portance, being of a life-long

duration, how one’s happiness
or ruin depended upon it and
wound up by saying that he did
not like this match for the reaon
that the girl was black, in fact jet
black, was nearly his height and,
la(list but not least, equally educat-
ed.

ow, let there be no mistake.

Let us understand Gopi well.
By nature he was very selfish
and of a nasty temperament,
at times full of irritating sarcasm.
He used to get all his sundry
chores executed by his friends
in the lodge. A request here,
an authoritarian voice there, an
indulgent attitude in another
f‘lfl‘ablc:d him to pull through in
ife,

After completing the letter, as
an after-thought, he added that
even if all objections were to be

_overcome, it remained an in-

surmountable objection that the
girl was twenty-four years of age
and was not a suitable match
for him. He never wanted to
marry a girl above twenty,

Thus wrote he and remained
content, in having broken the
mesh thrown around him. All
the pleadings of his mother were
in vain, and she resigned herself
to the fact that her son would-
n’t get her the passport and
letter of entry to heaven by the
approved method and began to
Jook for other means to secure
her passage to ‘‘swarga.”

One day, shortly after the
D-Day, after finishing a hearty
meal in a cafe, Gopi came
to the bus stop, of course on
time and the bus slowly slid to
a halt. Hc went forward to
get into the bus, but noticed a
dexterous damsel trying to push
in first. Being a chivalrous
bachelor he waited for her to
pass. As is wont to happen at
such times, the usual misunder-
standing cropped up and she
also hesitated, thinking that he
may get in first. Then after a
moment’s hesitation he put a
step forward and felt that she
too was doing the same thing
and so hastily withdrew, almost,
on time with her. The conductor
was irritated at this dilly-dallying
and cried out, ¢ Come on, all
are waiting impatiently.” So,
boldly, he made a dash for it, to
find that she too had almost
made it. Thus did they both
put simulaneously their right
foot first on the footboard, about
which some humour bug re-
marked from inside ‘‘the Grihap-
pravesam, ah!” And in the
meanwhile the conductor gave a
long whistle and when the bus
started with a lurch, but for the
protecting arm of the brave
hero, the damsel might have
found herself thrown down from
the foot-board of the speeding
bus.

WTH profuse apologies to each

other they entered the bus
and took their respective places—
she in the ladies’ seat vacated by
a man who had been seated in
it so far and he to the throng of
strap-hangers, popularly known
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as *the standing passengers® to '

whose pressing and crushing
number was added the man who
had just then given up his seat
to the lady passenger. Gopi
felt that he had seen that girl
somewhere before but was un-
able to place her. He could not,
however, steal even one more
glance at her, due to the increas-
ing rush of standing passengers,
pushing him to the front and
creating a wall of opaque hum-
anity between them both, nor
was he conscious of the fact that
similar thoughts were passing
through the girl’s mind, too.

He. however, noticed that she got

down at the previous Stop
to his and entered the Ham Bam
Wam & Co. opposite the bus
stop. He knew their closing
hours. He applied for per-
mission to go home early by
bhalf an hour in the evening.
Needless to say that he felta
thrill run through him as he
took the 4-45 bus and realised
that he was correct in his surmise
that the girl too would come for
that bus. In Kodambakkam,
even though the next stop would
have been mnearer his lodge,
he got down at the hotel
stop and noticed again that
his getting down f{rom the exit
was timed to a second to her exit
from the back entrance. Invol-
untarily he began to follow her,
for; that way lay the road, lead-
iog to his lodge.

After about two minutes’ walk,
she snapped at him and
hissed, “Why are you following
me?” Gopiwas dumb-founded.

B AR

g’thas a great setback to his
undamental theory about
Womanhood! With all his
Suave manners he was never
accustomed to tackle fiery birds..
His conception of all  women
(€xcept his mother, of course)
was that of frail, snuggling,
cooing, coy and shy beauties,
fitto adorn, but of not much
utility nor to be taken seriously.

« Well er...” he stammered—
my lodging also lies in that
direction.”

“ Why then are you staring at
me like that all the time...as if
you would devour me »”

It never occurred to Gopi to
counter by asking, how she knew
that he was staring at her all the
time, had she minded her own
business.

He was visibly melting now.
They were walking on a stretch
of road on which new houses
were under construction. Long
rows of brick piles were to be
seen. The workmen had com-
pleted their jobs and gone home
and the whole place was deserted,
more or less.

GHuE took advantage of his
silence and proceeded, ‘You
could have got down in the next
stop, to get to your lodgings....
that too with the same ticket 7

The insinuation in her voice
was complete and open. Gopl

-wilted under the charge but his

mind began to work vigorously-
beneath the dull exterior.
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How ae know abopt that, you see, is it not just for
his lo¢ "=, a-man to have a fair girl for his
~ayite?”
]

padam—by the
wa .o
‘ ople ‘¢l me
‘F > Having safd
s¢ ied a little.

Krishna—Gopi

“S0 4. Kamu Auntie’s
son

“ How do you know ?”

< The most ascetic, puritan
bachelor I’*  Her voice was full
of sarcasm.

“ How did you—oh!” the
thought struck him like lightning
—it was the photo—she was Sri
Sarabeswaran’s daughter.

“You said, I am black!” It
was plain accusation.

«1 never meant to offend you.
If only I had known that it was
you_9’

’H{ow long do you know me to
care for my worries and
troubles 7

«] feel, I have known you all
my life. I could hardly do_any
work in the office today. Since
our strange encounter this mor-
ning,” he wanted to say, but the
words stuck in his throat. All
he could blurt out was—* Not

ir ! Do you mean to say

Clz3 2%‘(!1};14;4 y fair girl will come with-

in argy’s length of you r
o S

X “_‘/'
ALLY, he was shocked. He

had to talk his way out of
this anyhow. :

«All right, but I amonly 5 feet
5} inches and you scem to be
like being 5 feet 6inches.”

«“ Ah, hadn’t you cver read
that appearances are deceptive?
1 am not rotund like you. Iam
slim and that is why I look like
being 5 feet 6 inches. Iam not
an inch more than 5 feet 5.7

«« But, even that is 100 much,
you see, to be a perfect match.”.

“ Do you want to marry a 3
foot midget? Why! if I were to
be short, you would not have
taken all this trouble—because I
am tall, slim and shapely, you
followed me like like a...”

¢ Oh, you have not heard my
case in full.”

*“ What is your case? Do you
think girls will flock around
you?” He  was stunned.
She pressed home the advantage
and tried to trap him into a
corner. ‘

“Do you understand _ the
significance of a row of well-set
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clean teeth ? What an asset they
are to any face.”

« Really !” he said. Inwardly
he thought, rather stupidly
unto himself— Well, mine are
in a row!” Instinctively his
right hand that was stroking
his chin, wandered to his
mouth. Row, my foot, thought
he. These are all in a row all
right, but are jutting out,
pushing past the lips and I have
to stretch my lips over them,
which makes the awkwardness
all the more significant.” Sud-
denly, he felt terribly ashamed
and was vexed with himself.

Realising that her sharp glance
had caught him unawares,
feeling his shameful specimens
of teeth, he hastily withdrew his
hand in great confusion. She
could not suppress the sudden
flash of a smile—a smile signi-
ficant for the exhibition of a
neat row of uniform pearly white
teeth. All her vehemence and
consternation were gone. Taking
this as a fresh opening, Gopi
launched his offensive,

$¢TAKE the question of age,” said

he, meekly however, “you
are about twenty-four, but I
wanted to marry a girl below
twenty only.”

¢ Below twenty ! she almost
cried—“why you have completed
29 and are almost 30 and you
want a girl below 20? Is there
no law in this country to punijsh
such evil-minded people? Well!
Had you been married at twenty,
in about ten more years time,

you would be the father of a girl
aged twenty? Mr!” she shook
her head sadly. “You are

doomed to end your life as a~

dnely man—without anybody 1o
care for you, none to share your
joys and sorrows ; none to com-
fort you in trouble and console
you in despair—a bleak future—
oh! Iam horrified at the very
thought of it.”

““WELL! come to think of it,
. you are right. I have so far
rejected about ten girls above
twenty but more than twenty
girls below twenty have rejected
me, I heard,” said Gopi wisely.

She smiled back at him.

“You know, I like your frank
ways,” he confided to her.

“‘Perhaps people never really
tried to understand you, that it
all. T'll tell Father what a really
kind heart and understanding
nature you have,” she saic
significantly. '

““So shall I write to my mothe:
about you? All that is good an
beautiful, nice and charming

lively and lovely—in the world ;’
said he,

_ They walked entranced, look
ing into each other’s eyes—obli
vious of the surroundings.

It was not umntil- Mn
Sarabeswaran called out alouc

—Please see page 6
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ARTICLE

On

S we walk along any
street our eyes get attract-
ed by some grotesque

figure staring down from some
new house or building under
construction. Any evil glance,
of malice or envy, which might
possibly have been directed at
the.building, gets deflected from
its target and falls on the ugly
figure—the evil-catcher.

These apparently crude attempts
at averting the evil eye is not
new to our country alone. It
was known to the Egyptians,

the Arabs, the Greeks and the
Romans: Indeed, the Egyptians
had perfected a system of pro-
tection against the ‘“Evil Eye”
by spells, amulets and talismans.
The Arabs, on the other hand,
used engravings from Holy texts
as a sufficient protection against
the evil one. The Romans pro-
tected their crops from damage
by incantation, excantation and,
sometimes, fascination.

The Evil Eye is supposed to
affect adversely, in particular

Gasf('ngl an Sl &,e.' |

children and the young of cattle.
Indian housewives from time
immemmorial have developed
their own methods in this respect.
At dusk or sunset a lighted
wick is waved in front of the
suspected victim, usually a child
of tender years, and then it is
thrown into a vessel containing
a solution of lime and turmeric:
The flame attracts the evil eye
away from the child (or so it is
believed) and the turmeric water
absorbs the flame. This malig-
nant liquid is later thrown out
into the street whereupon the
child becomes normal.

In Hindu royal courts of old,
“ betel-throwers™ >’ used to be
employed whenever royalty went
out in state. Their duty was to
throw fried rice and red flowers
along the path of the royal pro-
cession and thereby to distract

"the evil eye.

The Evil Eye, according to
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Hindu belief, is supposed to be
specially malignant in the first
month of Dakshinayan. No
auspicious acts are undertaken
during this month, especially in
Malabar. Pujas are offered to
Lord Ganapati — Ganapathi
homam—during the first 12 days
by affluent families and in the
evenings FEaswara Seva is per-
formed involving an elaborate
ritual. A diagram, as prescribed
in the Agamas, is made on the
floor in an auspicious part of
the house, pigments of five
colours being used for this pur-
pose. In the centre of this
diagram is placed a lighted brass
lamp, symbolising God, the lamp
having wicks facing the four car-
dinal directions of the compass,
Then follows an elaborate chan-
ting from the sacred texts by
Namboodiris specially trained in
the Agamas. The underlying
priaciple of these rituals is that
human beings get depressed dur-
ing this month and attract more
than their normal share. of the
Evil Eye. This, if not cast out
by proper ritual, might lead to
dire consequences. Looking at
the five pigments in the soft light
cast by the oil lamp, for any
length of time, is supposed to
guarantee the casting out of the
Evil Eye.

It is significant to note that
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during this Easvara Puja red
flowers are offered in profusion
as, according to belief, they have
a greater effect in ridding one
of the effects of the evil eye.

Call it superstition or what
you will, the fact remains that

in our country as elsewhere a
psychic attack is met by a psychic
remedy—well and truly met. 1}

{

The Haunted Bedroom
—Continued from page 43

So hideous a fate as here is
probably not possible in these
days of medical science, but at
the period when this unhappy
woman met her fate, burial
whilst still alive was probably
not infrequent.

Let me tell you the curious
sequel to my story, Last May I
was looking through a newspaper
when a headline caught my
attention—“Money found in a
mattress.”

It was an account of the
discovery of nearly one hundred
sovereigns hidden in a mattress
which was unpicked during the
spring-cleaning of a room at an
old Welsh inn. It was the same
house in which I spent the most
terrible night of my life. 1t

IT IS

HUBBY ADMIRES

“I've been married since 1
saw you last.”

“So I heard: In fact, | knew

your wife before you married
her.”

“ You're lucky—I didn’t.”
* * *

MISER’S DOUBT!

A man who was very rich but
noted for his meanness was
questioning a salesman in a car
showroom: At last, indicating
a certain model, he asked, “Does
that one consume much
petrol 7’

““A mere spoonful, sir,” rephed
the exasperated salesman.

““A teaspoonful or a table-
spoonful 7’ asked the miser.

WILLING TO STAY !

A man stepped up to a fror
door, knocked, and the dog
was opened by a beautifi
blonde. “ May I speak to you
husband fot a moment 7’ aske
the caller.

“I'm sorry,” said the blond:
“but my husband is away o
business. I don’t expect hir

back for at least a fortnight.”’

The man took another look 2

the girl. “ That’s all right,” h
murmured: 'l wait.”
* * *

BOTH OUT

“And what did the landlad
do when she found you had lef
the light on for three days ”*

“She turned us both out !
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WHAT A MEMORY'!

From the officc of a memory
training institution the following
letter was addressed to a man
who had taken the course:

“Sir,—We feel gratified that
you should have taken the
trouble to call for the purpose
of expressing your satisfaction
with our system. May we ask
if you will be good enough to
write a letter stating thc benefit
you have derived from the com-
pleted course—with permission
to publish ?

“PS.—Your hat and gloves,
which you left at this office, have
been forwarded by parcel post.”

* * »*

SOLICITOUS

“ This is Captain Banks,” said
a hostess, introducing a hand-
some guest to a pretty girl. “He
has just returned from the
Arctic.”

“0Oh,” said the girl, do come
nearer the fire—you must be
perished.”

* * %*

SUITABLE GIFT!

Making tests of a home-made
brew which a cautious Scot had
submitted for analysis, the che-
mist said : ¢ I'm sorry, but this
stuff is dreadful. If you drank
this I guarantee youw’d be blind
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for life. Youd better let me
destroy it.”

“No need to do that,” said
the Scot, reaching for the bottle.
“ My old friend McPherson has
been blind for years. I might
as well give it to him for a
birthday present !”’

* * *®

WARNED

A man with many worries was
visiting his doctor again. “ Do
you smile at your troubles as 1
advised you to do?” asked the
doctor:

“ Yes,” replied the patient.

‘“ With what results 2

“The boss has warned me
three times to wipe that silly
grin off my face and get to
work.”

* * *

HENPECK

““When we first married my
wife and I had some dreadful
rows—until eventually we both
realized that I was wrong.”

* * *

TO PUT OUT FIRE

““Only cheese for dinner tor
night 7’

“Yes, dear. When the chopt
caught fire and fell into the tart,
I had to use the soup to put the
flames out.” * .

CYNICAL!

A vicar out for a walk saw an
old gardener digging up a nc-
_glected garden.

© «[t’s wonderful what the hand
{of man can do with the aid of
Providence, Wilks.”

Answered the gardener: “You
should ’ave seen this place, sir,
when Providence ’‘ad it all to
jtself.”

* * *
NOT A KISS ?
They sat in the gloaming.
‘“ Just one,” he pleaded.

“ NO,
replied.

certainly not,” she

« Please, darling,” he persist-
ed.

« Don't ask me again,” she

frowned. “I've only one left,
and | want to smoke thaton

my way to.the office in the
morning.”

* ® *

RIGHT AND LEFT

« Which is the platform for
the London train, please?”

«Turn to the left and you'll
be right.”

« Don’t be impertinent.”
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_“Very well, then—turn to the
right and you’ll be left !

* * E

THE ALTERNATIVE

‘“ What,” someone asked a
parliamentary candidate, ¢ will
you do if you’re elected ?”

“ Good gracious!” exclaimed
the impecunious candidate.
* What will | do if I’'m not?”

* * *

FELL AGAIN

A young wife was chatting
with a friend. * My neighbour
had her face lifted last week,”
she said,

“ Really, 1 don’t see much
difference in her,” the other
replied.

“No, it fell apain when she
saw the bill.”

* * *

MINUS THEM!

“Can you send a full-length
mirror up to my room ?” asked
the hotel guest.

“But you have a half-length
mirror up there already,” replied
the hotel clerk,

“I know. I’ve been out
twice already without my
trousers.”



RUST
A man had been complaining
that he had chosen a wet spell
for his holiday last year, when a
friend interrupted: It can’t
have been so bad—you came
back sunburned !”

‘“ Sunburn, nothing,”” he re-
plied ; * that was rust "

HER EXPERIENCE

“Look at this lovely ring

- John's given me. It fits beauti-
fully.”

“ Yes, it’s very nice, dear. It
was a bit tight on me.”

BOYS KNOW!

A pretty school-teacher was
telling her pupils about the
advent of spring.

“AsT stood on the station
platform one morning waiting
for my train, I felt something
lightly caressing my cheek. Can
anyone tell me what it was?”’
she asked.

“The stationmaster’s moust-
ache,” suggested the bad boy of
the class. ’
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ONLY NUT?

- What are you going to call
your baby, Alf ?”

““ Hazel.”

“What! You've got the
who,le calendar of saints and
you ge going to call her after a
nut ?”

* * *

DIFFERENCE

‘“ What my wife doesn’t know
about cooking isn’t worth know-
ing,” announced Brown,

“I'm afraid that’s just the
bit my wife does know,” said
Robinson.

* * *

NOT GETTING IT

In a night club a dizzy blonde
snuggled up to her escort.
“ How about giving me a dia-
mond bracelet ?” she murmured,
holding out her arm to envisage
the effect.

*“ My dear,” replied her friend,
“extenuating circumstances
force me to preclude you from
such a bauble of extravagance.”

“Tdon't get it,” said the girl
in bewilderment.

“That’s just what I said!”
came the grim reply.

SHORT STORY

THAT IS LIFE!

IKE a guilty schoolboy,
Shanker stepped into his
father’'s private room as

lightly and noisclessly as a wind-
blown feather and looked at his
father for two or three minutes.
But his father did not notice
him. He was sitting on a big
sofa with his head behind a
newspaper which hc was reading
then.

In this awkward position,
Shanker did not know what to

not be back before 8 p.m. To
wait so long for him was quite
impossible. This fact put a little
more courage in him and he
walked a few more paces nearer
to his father and feebly uttered,
“ Daddy.”

At this voice of his son the
old man lowered his newspaper
down to his shoulders and raised
his head. A look of surprise
came into his eyes as he looked
at his son’s melancholy face and

He told his father that he would marry no other

woman but his college mate. With a small

Jortune he left his city to get his dream girl.
But between the cup and the lip.. . .

do. Helplessly he looked about
him and then at his wrist watch.
It was 6 p.m. The April
sun was already sinking down
into the western horizon. That
meant his father would soon
stop reading and go away to the
Vijayawada Cultural Club in
Devi Street of which he was a
member. In that case he would

slovenly dress.

“Yes, Shanker,” he said at last,

putting down the newspaper
beside him on the sofa. * Yes,
what do you want ?

“l don’t want, daddy—,”
Shanker said and stopped, fear
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choking down the rest of his
words.

“Don’t want what?” asked
the old man, rather anxiously.
“DoN’t  want to marry—,”

Shanker could not manage
to say more. He stood trembling
before his father.

“Don’t want 0o marry!”
exclaimed the old man. “Why?
Why don’t you marry? No, no,
you must marry. You’'re not a
little boy now but a young man
of twenty-three.”

* Not that, daddy,” stammer-
ed Shanker. “I want to

marry——but not Suseela !**

“Not  Suseela I”  exclaimed
the old man, his face instantly

turning red. ““ You don’t marry
her 7 Why, tetl me.”

‘“Because, daddy,” blurted
out Shanker, trembling from
head to foot, * because, 1 want
to marry——Prema——my old
College mate——I love her 1”

This picce of news came like
a bolt from the blue for the old
man. He had never even dreamt
that his son would fall in love"
with any girl, especially when he
was studying in Madras. Of
course he had sent him .there to
study well but not to court any
college girl. That was why he
had selected Suseela for him,
confirmed the betrothal before
the elders of the society and
fixed up the weddihg day for

the 7th May. All this he had
done first and then informed his
son because he had never doubt-
ed that he would object to any-
thing he did. His other tw
sons did not; they
married according to his arrange-
ments. But, quite contrary to
all his expectations, Shanker,

his youngest son, rebelled against.

him like this.

This fact whipped him into no
small fury; his eyes turned as
live coals ; his teeth ground ; his
lips compressed; his fists clen-
ched ; he half rose from the sofa
to hit his son and neck him out
of the room. But he did not do so.
Instead, he controlled his "anger
a little and forcing rather a mild
expression into his face, asked,
“Who's this git]? What’s her
father ? Her mother ? Where do
they live ? Tell me about them
so that I may think over the
matter again.”

SHANKER infinitely thanked God

in his heart for the unexpect-
ed turn of temper in his father.
Yet he stood before him like a
convict and struggled internally
how to answer his father’s ques-
tions. After swallowing down

}hrec or four times he began at
ast :

_ “Her father, daddy, is a re-
tired  engineer. He’s getting
some pension now. His name
is Narayan Rao. He’s a very
good gentleman. His wife also
15 a very good woman, I've
bﬁen to their residence many
times and they like me very -
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simply™,

much, They'll give their daughter
to me. Once they even asked
me to marry her.”

~ This above account of the

people seemed to have vexed the
old man. He moved on the sofa
unéasily, frowning upon his son.
He drew out his pocket watch
and consulted it. [t was 6.30
p. m.

“All right, Shanker,” he said
without betraying his displeasure
in his voice, “It’s enough now.
P'm afraid you've picked up the
wrong girl to marry. I can't
approve of your selection.”

“Daddy,” protested Shanker,
desperately, “I can’t marry any
one except her. She’ll die if 1

“Shut up !” growled the old
man, now giving full vent to his
hitherto suppressed indignation.
““ Shut up, you fool, stupid. Get
out of the room. You shall
never marry her. I will never
give my consent to you to marry
her as long as there is life in
me.”

AYING this he stood up, picked
up his newspaper and his
walking stick, hurried out on to
the verandah, and shouted to the
driver in the garage to bring the
car. And when it ‘came in no
time, he rushed in and shouted,
“To the club !I” to the driver.

Shanker also rushed to the
car behind his father to beg him
but he couldn’t catch up. When
the car was gone, he went to his
own room, dropped into a chair
before the table, leaned his

elbows on it, buried his face in
his hands, and surrendered him-
self to the pangs of misery.

The next morning, still wal-
lowing in such a miserable state,
he started accusing his father in
his heart. No doubt, he thought,
his father was the author of all
his misery. He did not even
consult him about his own
marriage. What a senseless old
man he was to have done so!
What a heartless man he was to
ruin the life of his own son !

Next he turned his accusations on

the society as the joint author
with his father. No doubt, he
was certain, it had many evil
customs. And the most evil
one among them was the
marriage according to orthodox
principles where a young man
had no voice in his marrage.
Anyway, what was a society in
India? he asked  himself,
Was it not a dominating body
of cunning old people over
innocent young men ?

Next, he began wracking his
brains to find out how he might
escape his marriage with Suseela
and marry Prema. Immediately
half a dozen ideas came into his
mind ; he would not eat or drink
anything until his father replented
and gave his consent to his
marriage with his sweetheart;
or, he would immediately dis-
appear from home for a few
months until his marriage with
Suseela was cancelled ; or, best
of all, he would run away to
Madras and then elope with his
sweetheart away to Bombay;
and so on. But, like a man of
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many idle thoughts but little
action, he followed neither
course but let the time slip
away betwecen thought and
action,

MEeanwHILE all the arrangements

for his marriage went on
like clock-work and, at last, the
wedding day itself came upon
him like his Doomsday. No
other person could ever be so
miserable as he that day. In-
numerable relatives and guests
came upon him like swarms of
locusts and led him, as if he was
a captive, away to the bride’s
home. There they met with
another host of relatives and
guests of the bride. All these
people, after greeting one
another with a few grins, laughs
and handeshakes, settled them-
selves, some to eat food, some
to drink coffee, some to chew
pan, and all to shout for more.
But, it all seemed nothing but a
country fair to Shanker.

At last, the auspicious hour
for the ceremony also drew near,
demanding him to yield up and
compromise himself over the
situation. But he could not; it
was quite impossible for him.
Suddenly a host of relatives and
friends confronted him. Some
of them rebuked him for his lack
of interest in his own marriage,
some encouraged him to be up
and active and the rest thronged
round him to array him in cere-
monial clothes. Poor man! it
was a great ordeal for him to
hide his misery and put on a
happy face before the innumer-
able guests at the ceremony.

After the wedding Shanker
could not overcome even a bit
of his misery. On the contrary,
he grew more and more wretch-
ed. He ate little, talked littlg,*?
and moved little among his
relatives. Not only that. He
started thinking how he might
take vengeance upon them and
upon his society people. In his
view they all were responsible
for his wretched state ; they 'had
ruined his life ; they had ruined
his sweetheart’s life; they were
all life-ruiners.

E did not spare his wife even in
these accusations. He con-
sidered her also as one of them.
She was a born enemy to him,
to his darling. Why did she
marry him at all ? Why did she
not marry some one else? How
to punish her? How to punish
his haughty-tempered father ?
He let loose his mind like this
and grew worse and worse in
misery.

At last a chance had come to
him, a chance to punish them
all. It was also a chance to leave
his misery behind and go for-
ward to the realms of eternal
bliss. One morning his father
had suddenly come into his room
and putting some money into
his hands, said,  It’s yours,
Shanker — Rs. 4,933, Tt
has come by way of wedding
presents to you. You may use
it in whatever way you like. But
I advise you to keep it in the
bank.”

“ I will never do it,” shouted
Shanker to himself when his
father was gome: “No, T will
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never do it. I will never put
this in the bank. I'll run away
to my darling with this money.
‘This will stand me in good stead.
Yes, I'll goto her. She doesn’t
know yet that 1 am married.
Neither will I tell her that. TI’ll
simply take her and go away to
Bombay and live there. I will
never come again to this wret-
ched place, to these wretched
people.”

THAT very night at 8 p. m. with-

out any bag or baggage but only
with his money in his pocket,
he went out as if for a stroll.
Soon he took a taxi on the road
and went to Bezwada Railway
Station in ten minutes. He then
bought a ticket for Madras and

gotinto a compartment of the
Madras Mail.

In the train he made plans for -

his future life with his darling.
He calculated the fares and the
incidental expenses from Madras
to Bombay by an express train.
He then calculated the rest of
the amount as sufficient to meet
his expenses in Bombay, at least
for six months. He thought he
would move heaven and earth
and secure a job before that
period had expired. And so on.

At last, the next morning
the train arrived at Madras
Central Station. He got down
and walked briskly to the car
park, There he hired a taxi
again and within fifteen minutes
got down before his darling’s
house.

Now his joy knew no bounds ;
his face shone bright; his heart
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leaped and danced ; his spirits
soared high into the sky, In
such a happy state he walked
straight into the house without
announcing himself. But when
he went in he found, to his great
surprise, not Prema, but only her
old parents.

THEY welcomed him with a smile

and treated him to refresh-
ments. Then they broke the
news to him. Prema had been
married to a young man of their
own community. Since Shankar
didn’t come earlier they thought
it best to give her inmarriage
to Venkat, his sister’s brother-in-
law’s son.

Shanker went back home.
“That is life,” he told himself.
« think I should love my wife.
She must be very sad and
miserable.”’—B. VICTOR. e

Yesterday's Bachelor
—Continued from page 52

“Paru! Paru! why don’t you
come in?” that they realised
they had actually passed her
house and had also walked
a few yards ahead. Full of
shame and blushing deeply
(so he thought) Paru ran into her
house and he walked on to his
lodge, completely dazed, as one
in a trance.

In the next fortnight Gopi and
Paru were married.

“So it is!” thought he,
“I propose a thing and Paru dis-
poscs of it. It began that way

and seems like continuing for
ever,” '
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ALL ABOUT CHEQUES!

HEN there are no funds
to meet a cheque and, in
consequence, it is return-

ed unpaid, it is said to “bounce”
—an apt and colourful colloquial
expression:

Cheques arc returned unpaid,
however, for various other
reasons, and by popular usage
all such cheques have come to be
known as ‘‘bouncers.”

When cheques are returned un-
paid by banks the reason is
always stated in clear language at
the top left corner, usually in red
ink, says a writer in a British
Monthly.

Refer te Drawer

The accepted phrase for a dis-
honoured cheque is “Refer to
Drawer,” which really means
that the bank is unable to pay
the cheque and the owner of it is
referred to the drawer for an
explanation.

There is a stalling answer that
may be but a prelude to “Refer
to Drawer,” and that is “Effects
not Cleared,” meaning that the

money is there but consists of
uncleared cheques, Itis an in- ;
vitation to try again.

At one time the reasons given
by banks for the return of
cheques were written in ab-
breviated form by means of
initials. These answers were
most mysterious, and bank.staﬂ's
themselves were sometimes
puzzled at fresh samples of ab-
breviation.

When it was found that theses
initials were capable of misinter-
pretation, it became the rule to
show all reasons for non-pay-
ment in clear language.

Post-Dating

Though the reasons are plearly
written, their meaning is not
always clear to those unversed
in technical expressions. It may,
therefore, be helpful to discuss
the various parts of a cheque,
and to explain what can go
wrong. i

First, the date. That ought
A

not to-give trouble, but it often
does. Any cheque which is
accidentally dated ahead of the
date when it reaches the bank
Lannot be paid, and would be
Mturned marked “Post-Dated.”
b Sometimes post-dating  is
deliberately done, and as a rule it

is then a cloak for lack of

funds.

Mistakes with dates arc
frequent at the turn of the year,
and it is common to find cheques
issued in Januvary bearing the
date of the previous year.

v Banks haveto be careful not to
cassume that all these are mis-
'takes, or a genuine ‘‘stale”
cheque might slip through—
cheques arc generally stale or
out-of-date after six months.

A cluc to mistaken dates imnay
be gleaned from the date shown
on the impressed stamp. 1If this
is later than the date on the
cheque, it is plain that the cheque

.date is a mistake. Hclp of this
“kind from the impressed stamp
is, however, merely chance.

Alterations

Any disagrcement between the
amounts in words and figures
would entail the return of the
cheque, though banks are willing
to pay the smaller of the two
sums if the owner has said in
writing on the cheque that he
claims the smaller sum.

If there is no' claim of this
kind, and if it is the figuresijwhich
are smaller and thc discrepancy
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only trifling, the bank may
consider itself in order in paying
the cheque.

But the bank cannot elect to
pay the smaller sum when that is
1In  words, or there would be
trouble with the clearing-house,
which deals only with figures.

Alterations to any part of a
cheque inevitably suffer from lack
of clarity, and are therefore a
favourite device of the forger,
who may increase the amount.
It is important, in making out a
cheque, not to leave him any
loophole for this.

Signatures

It is not surprising that banks
look at altcrations with great
care. If the cheque is to pass,
the alteration must be clear and
must carry the drawer’s initials
alongside—and if the initials
differ from their appearance as
part of the signature, the
alteration should be fully signed.

Possibly the greatest number
of returns comes from errors of
onc kind or another in endorse-
ments.

The usual answer is *Endorse-
ment Irregular,” though at times
the expression “Endorsement
Requires Banker’s Confirmation’’
reveals that the bank returning
the cheque is not sure whether

the endorsement is correct or
not.

"I‘h.is pften means that the
writting is so bad that it cannot
be read, and sometimes the fact
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is bluntly stated by  Endorse-
ment Illegible.”

The word “ discharge” may
be used instead of * endorse-
ment” for some special kinds of
cheques, and with these cheques
there may be a receipt-stamp
missing, or perhaps a signature
written wholly across several
stamps instead of partly on the
cheque.

Signaturcs do not often give
touble, but it does happen that
cheques which neced two sig-
natures are presenied bearing
only one, and have to be re-
turned for the other.

Banks get to know their
customers’ signatures very well,
but illness, accident or perhaps
a merry cvening arc reasons
why a signature will look un-
usual.

Forgery

Forgery is another reason.
Banks never assert that a cheque
is a forgery. All doubts about
signatures are rtesolved by re-
turning the cheques with the
non-committal answer “Signature
Differs.”

Cheques are rcturned when
the drawer is dead, insane, or
bankrupt, and when the account
has been closed or transferred
elsewhere. Cheques are also
returned when the drawer has
no account, or when made out in
pencil, or when incomplete.

Another reason is that the
drawer may have instructed the

bank to stop payment of a _
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cheque, when the answer given
is “ Orders not to Pay.”

A source of some confusion
arises from the practice of banl
to cancel all signature before
cheques are paid. This 18
to  prevent old cheques from
being fraudulently put into
circulation again.

These are the more usual rea-
sons for the return of cheques..
There are others. Banks always
give their reason for mnon-
payment, and the true bouncer
can thus be readily distinguished.

x * *

IN THE JAWS OF A LION! @

A game ranger had been away*
for several weeks patrolling:
remote areas of his game reserve.
Delayed on the last stage of the
return journcy, he decided to
push on with his horse and dog
in the hope of reaching the base
camp before nightfall, leaving
the natives with the pack animals-
to follow as quickly as they
could. ‘

-

He was still several miles {rom
base when darkness began to
fall, and he saw a dim shape
emerge from the undergrowth
ahead, then vanish again. Pro-
bably a buck disturbed by his
approach. A few moments
later it again appeared on the
path, and again went on ahead
into the darkness.

This time his dog spotted it,
and ran on a few yards, barking.
So far the ranger had taken little ‘
notice of what was, after all,;
quitc a common occurrence.
He was, therefore, completely

L

unprepared for the shock that
followed, writes Philip Street in
““ Tit-Bits.”

:*ider Tossed
" For the third time the dim

shape appeared ... and his blood
ran cold as he rccognized a lion
in a crouching position, ready
to spring. As the great beast
leapt forward he just had time to
pull his horse sharply to the side
of the track.

The full force of the charge
had been avoided, but the lion’s
flailing claws ripped into his
horse’s flanks. Mad with terror,

‘it tossed its rider high over its

head.

The bump that the ranger
expected as he neared the ground
never came. By an amazing
mischance he fell straight into
the jaws of a second lion that
was following the first into the
attack !

Holding him, firmiy by the
right shoulder, the lion trotted
off along the path, with the
ranger’s legs trailing along the
ground bencath its body.

Death Imminent

When death is imminent,
thoughts succeed each other
rapidly. At first all he could
think about was what must have
seemed his certain death. Would
it be swift, or would there be
prolonged torture—worse even
than the excruciating pain al-
ready shooting through his
shoulder ?

Half-fainting with agony, he
shifted his free left hand and
grasped the six-inch knife he
always carried in his belt.

As his fingers closed round
its handle the lion, having
dragged him about 150 yards,
stopped beneath a tree and re-
lcased its hold preparatory to
beginning the scrious business
of making a meal of him.

Knife Thrusts

With all the force he could
summon the ranger sunk the
blade twice to its full length in the
animal’s chest. Roaring with
pain, the great beast reared its
head, giving him the opportunity
to slam home yet another knife
thrust, deep into its throat.

Baftled and hurt, eyes blazing
with fury, the lion sprang back
and for briel’ seconds the two
antagonists cyed one another.
But the lion decided it had had
cnough, and to the hunter’s
intense relief it turned about,
walked some thirty yards away...
and dropped dead.

Subsequent examination show-
ed that both chest blows had
penetrated its heart. .

But danger still lingered. The
ranger remembered the first lion,
realized that before long it would
get the scent of blood—and he
was rapidly losing strength from
shock and pain of his wound.
He summoned wup sufficient
energy to pull himself up into
a tree, but had reached a branch
only ten feet from the ground
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when his strength gave out. He
knew that at this height he could
be pulled down quite easily by
the other lion if it spotted him.

Terrible Danger

By this time he was feeling
very faint. Realizing the terrible
danger of falling off the branch
if he lost consciousness, he tied
himself to the tree as best he
could with his scarf and waited.
Sure enough it was not long be-
fore the first lion returned, nose
close to the ground as it follow-
ed the trail leading right to the
foot of the tree.

It must have been just on the
point of tracing the scent up
into the tree, when the ranger’s
faithful dog appearcd and at-
tacked the lion from the rear.

For a few moments its atten-
tion was diverted as it turned to
drive the dog away. But it soon
returned to resume its examin-
ation of the tree.

Again the dog appeared, and
again it had to be driven off.
This, in fact, went on until at
last the ranger heard the welcome
sounds of the approaching
natives with the pack animals.
As they appeared the lion slunk
off into thc undergrowth and
they were able to release the
wounded man without inter-
ference.

Although the chances of es-
cape are not very good for a
man who is seized by a lion
when there is no one about to
help, this ranger is by no means
the only man to survive such an
ordeal. One of the most extra-
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ordinary cases was that of an
unarmed native who was
suddenly attacked and carried
off while walking through th
bush. e

Savage Bite

Finding his face close to the
lion’s he managed to get his
teeth into its nose and give it a
really savage bite. The sudden
pain so shocked the lion that it
released its grip and, roaring
loudly, loped off into the jungle.

This story has an amusing
sequel. The district commissioner
was very impressed by the man’s
courage, and felt that his bravery
deserved public praise and re-
cognition. Accordingly, at the
next assembly of the local chiefs
and inhabitants, he gave an
account of what he described as
the bravest action of the year.

But the natives didn’t see it
that way. To them it was the
funniest joke of the year. The
idea of a man biting a lion on

the nose reduced them to hysteri-_
cal laughter, and the meeting

had to be abandoned as it was
quite impossible to calm them
down again !

Hunter’s Trick

The fact that nine out of ten
lions will walk off if they see a
man approaching during the
daytime is not much comfort.
It is the tenth that charges and
does the damage, though even
against a charging lion an un-
armed man may stand a chance
if he keeps his wits about him.

—Please see page 75

5 .
‘Questions & Answers

(All types of questions are welcome though the right to pick and choose
is reserved. Answers may be diverting, informative or instructive as the case
may be but under no circumstances is any offence meant ro any one.)

C. Krishna Dhar, Srinagar.
Q.—What is platonic frindship? Do you honestly believe in it ?

A.—Platonic friendship is friendship between a man and a woman
in whose relationship sex plays no part—at least, that is what
they say. Honestly, we don’t believe in it. Such a thing is
impossible. When an attractive young woman and a hand-
some man meet and talk, they can’t think of anything else
but sex. Such platonic friendships always end up in secret
intimacy. For real platonic friendship to endure and be
successful, the woman must be past fifty, the man at least

sixty !

R. S. Damodaran, Trivandrum.

Q.—In your July issue a woman has written a story, ‘ Night of
Folly” in which she denounces magazines which publish
misleading sex advertisements. I know, some young women
go astray in the hope that they can get over their troubles by
going in for the pills advertised in such magazines. Ulti-
mately, when the advertised drugs do not have any effect,
they commit suicide. What would you advise conscientious
readers like me to do?

A.—For the sake of your sisters and the dignity of womanhood,

you must boycott such magazines and advise your friends not
to purchase periodicals containing such bogus advertisements:

Miss K. Khoalla, Bombay.

Q.—Looking for a husband seems to be a serious mission. My
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father is wearing himself out in the search for a suitable
match for me.  Can you hold out any hope ?

A.—Patience, dear angel! The right man will turn up when the
inevitable hour arrives. Your husband-to-be must be hiding
somewhere, he is not going to be born. Your father’s missior#
will soon culminate in your submission to some man. Don’t
you worry !

S. Rajendranath, Jaipur.

Q.—I am an earnest believer in astrology to guide mc in respect of
my future. My grievance against you is that you have no
such feature in your otherwise excellent magazine. Will
you ever...?

A.—Hold on, dear reader. From the current issue we are publish-
ing astrological forecasts that every reader will find useful.
They are authentic, written by a man who can well look into
the future and prove to be a reliable guide. We don’t
publish bogus forecasts like a weekly here which reproduces,
word for word, what it published in 1948 !

B. Nirupa Ray, Calcutta.
Q.—Do you think Communism will spread in India? 1If so, how ?

A.—The present wrong-headed policy of speedy industrialisation
will give a fillip to the growth of Communism. At least when
the private sector was given free scope the trouble was con-
tained. Talk of nationalisation is another factor encouraging
Communism. Wholesale industrialisation and establishment
of heavy industries are not suitable to the genins of India.

T. Rama Row, Mysore.

Q.—1I am fifty and a widower. Last night | dreamt that a beautiful
girl walked into my life. How do you account for it ?

A.—We are certain that you are reading all the advertisements in
the “ matrimonial” columns of the newspapers on the sly.

You should be careful that your grandsons don’t catch you :

reading them !
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P. Raghuvir Shastri, Lucknow.

Q.—It turns my stomach to see some of these women *wearing
stomach-choli. They leave nothing to the imagination. What

h is your opinion ?

" A.—Stomach cholis nothing ! You must sce in our city some girls
who wear transparent muslin for bodice and still more trans-
parent silk for blouse. All this makes us wonder whether
they are clad in anything at all. Their husbands or parents
must be horsewhipped for permitting such exhibition.

Purun Chander, Samastipur.

Q.—What do you think is the motive bchind Pakistani incursion
and entrenchment in Assamese territory ?

'A.—It reminds us of Hitlerian tactics. When Hitler was talking
peace with the Polish chief his army invaded Poland. So
was the case with Czechoslovakia, etc. Prime Minister Noon
is talking of permanent peace with India but is sending troops
into Assam. Does it not sound queer? Remember,
Pakistan has a stock of the deadliest and most modern
weapons which America has so generously given her.

K. R. Reddy, Hyderabad.

Q.—I am such a busy man that I can spare just a minute for prayer.
Will you put me in the way ?

A.—So, with one minute of prayer, you want happiness for eternity.
I can imagine you eating your fill for one hour at a time.
But you are better than some of the godless men elsewhere !

G. Somasunder, Madras.

Q.—Sir, the Madras State Bus Service is most unsatisfactory. On
some of the routes I find people waiting impatiently for the

sign of a bus and looking at their wrist-watches. Will you
suggest a way out?

' .4.—Ask those people to wait for the buses not with wrist-watches
but with calendars round their necks!
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PLANETS & YOUR FORTUNE

ASTROLOGICAL FORECASTS FOR AUGUST

By T. V.

MESHA

(Aswini 4, Bharani 4, Krithigail.)

This month is neither good
nor bad for men. The effects
will be mixed. Jupiter and
Venus are the two planets that
can be counted upon for luck.
Mars and Saturn are throughout
under check. Success in under-
takings, flnancial gains, favour-
able results in examinations,
arrival of friends and relations
are the probable good results.
Promotions in service and in-
crease in emoluments are also
possible. As far as the health
point is concerned, it cannot be
said to be good. Kethu in
Janma Rasi and Mars in Janma
are likely to keep you indis-
posed. It is better to avoid
extraneous undertakings, cycle
riding, etc. as there is risk
through accident. Those who
are having a favourable Dasa
and Bhukthi will be able to
easily manage this month
successfully. Lucky Days : 4th,
10th, 15th and 26th.

Women will fare better than
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men during this month. There
will be all round comforts.
Health will be good. Financia:
resources will be plenty. Mis-
understanding  will cease and
there will be rejoicing. Lucky
Days: 7th, 17th and 29th.

VRISHABHA
(Krithigai 3, Rohini 4, Mrigasirsha 2.

This month is generally not
promising for men. The major
planets are in evil houses trans
mitting evil influences. It is
better to avoid new undertakings
and ventures. Avoid travel as
far as possible. It is advisabl¢
for those in services to put nup
with pinpricks and misunder-
standings with superiors. Fin
ancial loss, loss of prestige etc.,
are also likely. Investment
should be avoided. From the
health point of view, this montk
is very bad unless one runs @
favourable Dasa and Bhukthi
It is better to confine one’s sell
at home avoiding extrarfeow
undertakings as far as possible
In spite of all the handicaps the

mwonth will pass without much
ado since Venus and Mercury
are well placed. Lucky Days:
4th, 18th and 23rd.

Women will enjoy this month.
Happy occasions, mncw com-
panions, success in studies are
the probable good  results.
Health will also be sound. Some
may undertake a journey. Lucky
Days : 8th, 19th and 26th.

MITHUNA

(Mrigasirsha 2, Arudra 4, Punarvasu 3)

For men this month is excel-
lent.  Almost all the planets are
placed very wecll so as to
guarantee favougable results.
Success all round is indicated.
All  kinds of luxuries, nocw
clothes, good ncws, gains, pro-
motions, success in litigation arc
the probable good results. For
those in services, they will be
earmarked for higher posts.
Their health will be very good.
From the financial point of view
this month is extremely good.
Lucky Days: 10th, 18th and
19th.

Some women may get married.
Those women who arc already
married will join their husbands.
They will enjoy the month in all
spheres.  Birth of children is
also indicated in some cases.
The month is excellent. Lucky
Days : 11th, 22nd and 23rd.

KATAKA

¢Punarvasu 1, Pushya 4, Aslesha 4.)

For men the month will be of
mixed results. The important
feature is that the profession will

come into the limelight. Venus
in the 11th house indicates gains,
comforts and luxury. One’s
health will suffer a setback dur-
ing this month. Regulated diet
and limjted work and more of
rest arc necessary for this month.
On the domestic front things will
go on smoothly. The health of
children may cause anxiety to
some. The later half of the
month will be better. Finance
will be maintained steadily with
some waste hcre and there. On
the whole the month is good ex-
cepting for your health. Lucky
Days : 4th, 18th and 27th.

For women the home will be
peaccful and prosperous. Their
health may suffer during the
later half of the month. For
social activitics this month is not
good. Lucky Days : 16th, 18th
and 28th.

SIMHA
(Makara 4, Pooram 4, Uthara 1.)

For men the month is not
good. The cvil results outweigh
the good. One’s health may
suffer very seriously. Fever,
cold, excessive heat, eye trouble
arc the probable sicknesses one
has to suffer. It is better to
postpone  all undertakings,
journeys and the like. The
finances will not be sound. The
month will prove dangerous if

cautious steps are not taken in all
spheres. An intense spell of
prayer will do good. It is advis-
able to spend the month more

at home taking complete rest. -

Lucky Days : 7th and 27th.
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For women this month is VRlSCHth veshia 4
equally bad. Their health will  (vrischika 1, Anuradha 4, Jy -
suffer very adversegy. ‘;fherer\(’)\’:‘lll Jupiter and Satun; airif: adverx;
be bad news, grief and sorrow. sely placed and will aflect me
D T e O epeasa. adiersely.  Ther fnances vl
activities. ; suffer very much. Y
ments as far as possible. Lucky will not be good. Theremlls.
Days : 10th and 26th. chance of abnormal waste,

i ental unbalance.
KANYA i Fz)\(i/%‘il:iarjl:)}llxranr;:(;;n and extraneous
((Uthira 3, Hastha 4, Chithra 2.) engagemems, Mars and Kethu
For men Jupiter and Saturn phe 6th house will g‘uariu)é?(u
are very favourably ‘placed. despite other factors. y
Your intcrests will be saicgu_ard- Days : 7th and 17th.
ed. The health will be all right. . ‘
The finances will be very good. Women will meet with failure
There will be some wasteful in all spheres. Their health may
expenses here and there. Aymd be affected.  The m°m¥‘d ;ﬁ
journeys as far as possible. general is not good. Avoll) 2l
Lucky Days : 7th, 11th and 19th. new undertakings. Lucky Days
hi 14th and 21st.
women this month is ex-
ce}l:t(i)(r)nally good. The health will DHANUS
be excellent. One’s popularity (Moola 4, Poorada 4, Utharada 1))
or influence will be on the . ‘s adversely
increasc. The finances will be For men Saturn is ]anets il
steady. The household will be piaced. Al other b})a s n
happy. Lucky Days: 9th and general are favour;l )}g p artl};
18th. Thus the effects will be g J
good and partly bad. Jupfter 1
THULA the 11th house indicates gans,
(Chithira 2, Swathi 4, Visaka 3.) popularity and rise 1n ho‘mc}llg:
This month will bring only position. Mars in the Zt S&gd elr
bad results. Your health may be own house prorgnsqsess oo
adversely affected. The wife improvement in usnrlau. oood
will suffer a serious setback in health w111_ be gened y jomty
health. The finances will be Fipances will be steady. osible
very much affected. Itis better journeys as far lélstha}:xd Sand
to remain calm and composed Lueky Days: 8th,

despite ad verse happenings. Women will have a_fine time
Lucky Days: 2nd, 1th and ppoiimony, birth of child am
" 16th. domestic happiness are the pro

i intai i 1ts. In the socie

Women will maintain their bable good resu 001z

status quo. Their health will be sphere this month car'} hbgrs}z::c;l:_

good. Success in social and be very successful.d 5 Sr‘ing o
educationa) spheres is possible. may not be goo
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month. Gastric troubles, stomach
ulcers and the likc are probable.
Lucky Days : 19th and 27th.

MAKARA

(Utharada 3, Sravana 4, Dhanishta 2.)

For men Jupiter in the 10th
house indicates setback in the
profession and unpopularity.
Saturn in thc 11th house and
Kethu in the 3rd house will guard
you. Those born in this rasi
should be well guarded against
any setback in health. The
finances will not be good during
this month. New undertakings
and investments  should  he
avoided.  Lucky Days: [8th
and 27th.

Women belonging to this rasj
will experience a setback in
health. The children may go
sick. This month is not good
for social activities. The house-
hold will be happy. Those who
have a good dasa or bhukthi
will find the month tolerable.
Lucky Days : 11th and 28th.

. KUMBHA

(Dhanishta 2, Sathabhisha 4,

Poorattadhi 3,)

For men this month is excel-
lent in all spheres. Their
popularity will be on the increase.
Those in services will get pro-
moted. Those doing business
will meet with a boom. The
good results of this month can-
not be over-estimated. The
finances will be steady. Your
health will be robust. This
month is very good for new
undertakings. Some may get a
change of profession for the
setter. Lucky Days : 8th, 17th,
25th and 30th.

75

Women belonging to this rasi
will experience very good results.
Some may get married. Some
will give birth (o children.
Their health will be good. The
household will be happy. This
month is very good for those in
the film line and for musicians.

MEENA

(Poorattadhi 1, Utharatiadhi 4,

Revathi 4,)

Formen the place of Jupiter
indicates sorrow. Death of near
ones js likely. Your father may
suffer a setback in health. Your
finances will not improve., Some
may experience changes for the
worse. The month can be said
to be a trying onc.  Avoid travel
and litigation. Lucky Days :
15th, 26th and 28th.

Women will find the month
happy. Their health will be
good. There will be all round
happiness in the household.
Lucky Days : 18th, 2tst and 23rd.

From Far And Near
~—Continued from page 68

A famous hunter once came
face to face with a couple of
lionesses after he had exhausted
his ammunition. One of them
turned and waiked away, but
the other came rushing for him.
There seemed only one hope, so
he stood his ground, brandished
his empty rifle above his head,
and yelled abusc at the top of
his voice.

The lioness stopped.  She
secmed puzzled, and was possibly
somewhat scared. And then, as
though preferring not to run any
risks, she wheeled round and
disappeared at a smart trot ! it




Flashes From Filmland

Cghll @real Tanl CSuper[v

OAN CRAWFORD, the
Superb Indestructible, is
one of the last of the line

of Hollywood’s Greats, a glit-
ering star in the grand tradition
who shines as brightly now as she
has done for over a quarter of a
century:

In the unlikely event of your
not recognizing her, you cannot
fail to sense that she is Some-
body as she makes her regal
entrance into lounge or restaur-
ant. Always beautifully clad,
mmpeccably groomed and coiffe-
ured, Miss Crawford has scant
patience with some of the youn-
ger school of “ Sloppy Joe ”
actors and actresses with their
slovenly clothes and manners.

She thinks that an actress
should always be on parade in
public. “Why try to look like
the girl next door?” she de-
mands. “Who wants to pay
good money to see the girl next
door if you can see her for
nothing over the garden fence 7”

Too Perfect

It must be many years since
this beautiful woman with the
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dark auburn hair, the large,
luminous eyes, and radiant smile
was in danger of being mistaken
for anything as commonplace as
the girl next door. Profession-
ally, Joan is a perfectionist,
“The best is only just good
enough for Crawford,” one
actor told me a shade ruefully
in Hollywood. The fact is that
she has taken the trouble to
study the technicalities of her
job and she expects those with
whom she works to have taken
cqual trouble, writes Dick Rich-
ards in “ World Digest.”

“It isn't temperament—or,
rather, it isn’t bad temper,” a
wise director assured me. It
is simply a professional knowing
what she wants and making sure
that she gets it for the good of
her job and of the film.”

Joan dislikes discussing her
age or the past—“if you look
back too much on the past then
you lose the present ”—so shall
we say that she is an extremely
young 45-plus. They have been
years of triumph and of heart-
ache, of happiness and bitter un-
happiness. But all the years
have been slogging hard work.

Rapid Rise

Born Billie Cassin in San An-
tonio, Texas, she left home and
a wretched job behind a depart-
ment-store counter when she was
only fifteen. She changed her
name to the exotic sounding

- Lucille Le Sueur and got a job

as a dancer in the chorus line of
Innacent Eyes in Chicago.

There were often more meal-
times than meals in those early
struggling days. But in 1925 she
made her screen debut in  Prerry
Ladies, within seven yecars had
been voted one of the Ten Top
Box-Officc Stars, and had also
taken to the Hollywood social
life with verve.

Her gaicty, love of parties and
of night-life made her one of the
most popular girls around town.
Joan was passionately in love
with life—and with love. She
attracted beaux without difficulty.
Yet, despite many romances and
three marriages, the will-o’-the-
wisp of perfect happiness in
marriage always eluded her.

Academy Award

- First, Douglas Fairbanks, Jr.
then Franchot Tone, and then
Phil Terry. “I’ve gone through
three ceremonies with three char-
ming, intelligent men,” she has
said, ¢ but I've never been mar-
ried in the way 1 am sure mar-
riage can be.”

But now, at the fourth attempt,
I feel sure that Joan Crawford
has found what, for so long, she
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has been secking. She is happily
married to Alfred Steele, a rich,
middle-aged, quictly charming,
soft-drink tycoon, and with her
four adopted children, she has
solved the problem of the lone-
liness that has dogged her.

Her career has, indeed, been a
success. Not all of her films
havé been good artistically. But,
invariably, her own performance
has evoked admiration and often
acclaim. Perhaps her outstand-
ing performance was in Mildred
Picrce, which earned her an
Academy Award in 1945,

She Has Mazic

She is dedicated to the business
of being a star, No fan letter is
cver ignored. She makes a fetish
of punctuality on the set (and,
indeed, off it, too), she respects
the director as the boss, but has
firmly-stated opinions on every
aspect of the film.

As a woman she has magic.
She loves cooking and running
her home and loathes waste of
time. She is having her hair
done ? Then a secretary must
be with her to deal with corres-
pondence.

She cannot tolerate laziness,
bad manners, precocious chil-
dren, or the very rare people who
don’t like her poodle, Cliquot !

In her ambitious struggle to
the top she has developed a hard
head for business, yet it has not
destroyed her generosity or



robbed her of her extravagant
liking for clothes and good
living.

But it is an even greater thing
that she has risen without be-
coming unduly solemn about
her work. “J'il go on posing
for cheese-cake pictures as long
as the public want them,” she
says. [reminded her that some
actresses rcgarded it as below
their dignity.

“They miust have bad legs,”
she replied pensively.

“PARVARISH ”

Starring Raj Kapoor and Mals
Sinha,  Roopkala Pictures’
“Parvarish” is a fine film explod-
ing the myth that “blood will
tell.” In a maternity hospital
there is a mix-up of two babiecs
consequent on an outbreak of
fire. The mother, unable to
ascertain which is which, decides
to bring up the two babies. The
rich father imagines that some
day truth will reveal itself through
the nature of the blood but the
two brothers love each other and
make great sacrifices and thus
confound all predictions. Therc
are tense moments as the
powerful drama unfolds itself,
The background music is simply
superb. Mahmood as  Raj
Kapoor’s brother is cqually
convincing. Besides Mala sinha
and Lalita Pawar, there is a
strong supporting cast including
Krishnakant, Nazir Hussein and
Radhakrishen. “Parvarish” is
cent per cent cntertainment, to
be sure.
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“ THIRUMANAM ”

Valampuri Pictures” maiden hit
in Tamil, “Thirumanam,” bids
fair to attract huge crowds.
With Savithri as the heroine and
Gemini Gancsan playing opposite
the popularity of the picture is

assured. The story is full of '

pathos and several complications
lend dcep interest to the plot at
every turn. Nataraj, the hero,
hails from a family of
musicians and though he can
sing well his brother exhorts
him not to take to the family
profession as a curse over-
shadows it. He warns that
anyone who trics to sing for
money will bring death to some
member of the family.

Nataraj then goes to the city
to look for a decent job. There
he meets Vani, the daughter of a
practising physician. The girl
takes a fancy to him, grooms
him up as a sophisticated youth
and persuades him to accept a
job as a radio artist. But Vani
soon begins to hate him when she
sees him  going about with
another woman. At the same
time, the curse begins to take
cffect when Natarajan’s brother
dies. Natarajan almost goes off
his mind but Vani rescues him
from his mental black-out and
marries him. The supporting
cast includes WNagiah, " S. V.
Ranga Rao, M. N. Rajam and
Thangavelu.

CHARMED BY INDIA

Petite-dark-haired  Japanese
actress  Yoko Tani, co-starring
in India with Dirk Bogarde in

Rank’s “The Wind Cannot
Read,” has fallen in love with
Rajasthan National dress.

She was very impressed with
the beauty of the costumes and
jewellery worn by girls from the
Maharaja’s School of Arts and
Crafts, Jaipur, who acted as
« extras > during filming at the
Ambar Palace, states a Calcutta
weekly.

She was delighted, at a private
party, to be given the opport-
unity of trying on her hostess’s
ceremonial full embroidered
orange skirt and sari, and set of
traditional Rajput jewellery.
Yoko only found the nose-ring
rather diflicult to wear.

Already Yoko has a selcction
of saris 1o take back to Paris,
where she lives with her French
actor husband Roland Lesaffre.
Now she hopes to take advan-
tage of her trip to Jaipur to buy
some samples of the wonderful
craftmanship in gem cutting and
design.

«They are quite umique and
exquisite,” she says.

Grand Return

Founder of Ranjit and a vete-
ran of the industry, Seth
Chandulal J. Shah is staging a
grand come-back in production.

He has cast Raj Kapoor and
Vyjayantimala for the first time
together for his new venture
Bahuroopiya to be directed by
Nandlal Jaswantlal.  Shanker-
Jaikishen have been signed for
the musical scorc.

Among the veteran’s previous
ventures were such pictures as
Sant Tulsidas, Tansen, Jogan and
Humlog,

Wild Romance

Vivid scencs of romance bet-
ween 36 wild male and female
clephants were shot in
jungles near Malampuzha Dam
near Palghat in Kerala by
Director M. V. Raman for
Raman Productions’ Technicolor
film < Jwala.”

It took Raman over two days
to shoot scencs of the elephants’
love-making.

Raman said that an army of
mahouts werc of considerable
help in shooting this extraordi-
nary scene.

Another thrilling  scquence
shot was ol an elephant hunt.
Here, Sunil Dutt, the leading
man of the film rescues a wild
elephant from the captivity of
Pran, the villain, and falls in
love with Madhubala, the lead-
ing lady.

M. V. Raman, who has can-
ned 10 reels of the film, will take
his unit to Hong Kong to shoot
two dance secquences by a team
of Chinesc acrobatic dancers,
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include Sunil ¥t ran, Vua?x with many funny situations.
* 4

laxmi and (@1/2{ says a Bombay
report. _SA; / s

““ Toys,: Sﬁ“& Vi )? ,
“ Kalh, Topiz Laal, e,
will be the'next nfical ance
to be magz\BV‘ Vi Sharma,

maker of ““ Taxi Stand.”
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Shakila and Chandra She-
khar will be t(eumed in the
leading roles in this film, which
will be directed by Harish Tary.

Shakita will play the role of
a street toy-seller and Chandra
Shekhar will act the part of a
street urchin who fetches taxi
cabs for the city gentry.

Kum Kum, who will have
another major role in the pic-
ture, will also play a toy-seller.

Here & There

Errol flynn is now sole owner
of his half-filmed * William
Tell” production and plans to
finish shooting that apple in
Europe, later this year.

* * *

“Rishya Singar™ in both
Telugu snd Tamil will shortly be
ready. Mukkarnala is directing
the film while Adi Irani isin
charge of the photography.

* * *

“Thanga Manasu Thangam ”
is the title of a new film, spon-
sored by the comedian “Friend”
Ramaswami. The story, revolv-

EDITED AND PUBLISHED BY B. VENKATAVARADAN FROM 589, HIGH ROAD,

TRIPLICANE, MADRAS—5, & PRINTED
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! ; * * *
/Guru Dutt’s Hind; picture
‘Kagaz-ke-Phool ” (Paper Flo-
wers) will have the unique dis-
tinction of being the first cine-
mascopic film to be produced
in this country. Starring in the
picture are Waheeda Rehman
and Guru Dutt himself.

* * *

Vijayagopal’s Pictures’ “Pavai
Vilakku™ = features S hivy aji
Ganesan and M. N. Rajam in
the leading roles. K. Somu is
to direct the film.

* * *

T.V.S. Productions’ * Sollu,
Thambi, Sollu™ starring Raja
Sulochana, Nambiar and Sakun-
thala, Sarangapani and Mathu-
ram is scheduled for release in
October. T. V. Sundaram directs
the picture.

* % %
M. A. V. Pictures’ Tamil film
“ Mangalyam™ is soon to have a
Telugu version as well.  Krishna
Rao is in charge of direction.
* * *
Manivel Pictures’ maiden hit
has been titled “Patharaimathu

Thangam.” Pandari Bai and -

Sundari Bai are in the feminine
lead.

* * *
“Savukkadi Chandrakantha
will be the first venture of

M.R.K. Productions. K. Vembu
will direct the picture.
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EPSOM SALTS - KIL-KRIM §
(Mag Sulph) (Sprays & Powders)
Catches & Kills Flies, Bugs.
GLUCOSE PURE Cockroaches etc.
WITODENT
HONEY An effective Antiseptic &
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