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NEED FOR SWIFT ACTION

. d

VER we turn we find peo.ple gat_hermg In groups an

H%ﬁlﬁng of the military coup in Pz}kxi]tanbtafn? glgw:x:mn_%
equences flowing from it. It is doubtful, however, i

they arec;?:;inqg as serious attention to the dangerous suuatli)nd.m
Kerala. Geographically speaking, Kerala forms the foot of In lxlq.
Suppose there is an infection in the foot of a man, will not his

body be affected soon ?

i i Committee

is some consolation that the All-India Congress mmit
which rget at Hyderabad recently took a grave view of the _s;;_uaic:)rz
in Kerala. But it seems to have stopped there, It is gblzvx l;%iots

wound-but-afraid-to-strike attitude of which few gens_lu }3 ‘
would approve. Day by day the press is deluged with aarmtngg
reports that conditions in that State are becoming more chao 1;:6.
What will happen if all the plantations on the High Rz;lnges ato
closed down and the experienced European personnel ¢ qos:case
leave our shores ? Millions of pounds of tea that hel;]> to (;If]cmore
our exchange resources are being lost 1rretr!evap y.h ore
ominous significance is the fact that Cogqmumsm int _tt: namd !
labour is sweeping all constitutional opposition before lA a:rica’s
striking deep roots in our soil. Mr. John Foster Dulles, rri ica’s

Secretary of State, appreciatively referred, the other day, tod ndi
fight against Communism. Have we been able to balt the advancing

Red tide in Kerala? Sooner or later, President’s rule is inevitable

and the army must move to the High Ranges and give protection to
life and property. But we are delaying.

_~——Cié;\—&:a[i QB[’CCEHQS (qo ﬂ[[ QDUL’ C]Qeaé[efs
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SHORY STORY

Where Hearts Mcd

By V. TIWARI

AT the railway junction where

p he was waiting on the

3,{ . crowded platform for the
rtrain to take him to the hill
station, Mohan saw the young
woman. She sailed past him in
all grace and as she paused for
a second to shift her leather bag
from one hand to another, she
glanced back at him. Then she
disalilppeared into the refreshment
stall.

Leaving his trunks to a porter,

he dived into the hot drinks
section and sipped at a glass of
‘Rea. As his eyes roved about he
saw her biting into a bun. Her
imouth was full, her cheeks bulg-
ing. She must be not more than
twenty-five, he guessed. Her oval
face, pert nose, sparkling doe-
like eyes, rather high cheek-
bones easily distinguished her
from the rest of the women
ihere. She wore a pale green
sariand a red blouse. Barring
*her ear-drops, she had no other

orpament. But she looked ex-
quisitely attractive.

She finished her lunch in a
few minutes and hurried out,
Mohan put down the glass on
the stall counter and lit a
cigarette. He was deeply lost in
thought. His wife Nirmal bad
gone to her parents’ home to
have her first baby. On - the
family doctor’s advice he had
taken three months’ leave and
was proceeding to the hill station,
He had often shown signs of
being run down and depressed,
He was armed with a number of
tablets, powders and tonics
which the doctor had assured
would set him right. On the
plains it was extremely hot; the
earth was barren and baked.
The rivers had run dry and man
and beast sweated and groaned.,

Mohan started with a jerk
when the porter came near and

At holiday resorts you sense romance in the very air.
The young man and the Young woman throw con-
ventions to the winds and plunge into the vorrex of love,



shouted for hin to get into the
train that had already steamed in.
He cursed himself for his for-

getfulness and almost ran for the -

sccond-class compartment with
the porter preceding him. The
guard’s shrill whistle had gone
for the second time and his
green flag fluttered about. He
jumped into his compartment as
the engine roared. The train
began to move when the porter
demanded his due. He dug into
his pocket and flung a rupee coin
at him. The sudden motion of
the train and the jolt brought
down the window shutter from
its loose hinges, and the left
thumb of Mohan’s was almost
smashed. ¢ Ouch !I”” he shouted
in agony and lifting the shutter
with his right hand, he extricated
his left thumb. There was a cut
right in the middle and blood
was oozing from it.

“Stretch  your left arm
straight, please. I shall apply
some tincture benzoin. I shall
take it out from my bag,” said
A woman.

THEN only did Mohan look

about, forgetting his pain for
the moment. The only other
occupant of the compartment
was a woman—the very same
one whom he had been admiring
from a distance at the refresh-
ment stall: She came towards
him with a small piece of cotton
.soaked in tincture benzoin,
placed it on the wound and
patted it on with her fingers un-
tilit got stuck on the thumb.
There was a terrible burning

sensation and he bit his lips and
closed his eyes for a minute.
‘Then, as the pain subsided he
opened them and looked at the
ministering angel Sitting opposite., -
She was wiping her hand on the'"
white handkerchief and smiling
at him.

~

“I must thank you for the
timely first aid,” he said.

“How is the

pain?” she
asked.

It is gone almost,” he lied, ___

“One must be careful thes!
days about window seats. This
carriage was probably built in
the last century. The doors, the
windows and, why, even the
benches are shaky.”

TOGETHER they laughed, and he
thought that she looked most
charming as she displayed two
perfect rows of even tecth. Then,
gradually, he told her about
himself, his mysterious ailmen
the doctors advice, his wife
visit to her parents for her first
confinement and his plans for a
long rest at the holiday resort.

“ VY,here do you propose to
stay?” she asked as if to
prolong the conversation.

.-

“I have with me the keys: of
a friend’s house in West Street.
He goes with his family there
once a year and spends a month.
For the rest of the year it
remains locked. It is very well

furnistted and one can command
all the conveniences.”

THERE was a sudden grating of _
brakes and a violent jerk. The -

“woman was almost thrown off
her seat and Mohan caught her
in his arms to prevent her from
falling: * You must be careful,”
he said, grinning. Both their
faces were only a few inches
apart. Her eyesseemed to probe
into his mind and carried a
message of their own. She pre-
ferred to stay in his arms like
that for just some more time
and smiled at him. Hot blood
pounded in his veins and the
f*gearness of soft feminine flesh
made him mad. His lips crush-
ed thers and she twined her
arms about his neck and nestled
close.

She suddenly forced herself
and sat apart. - Both of them
had' a guilty look. But she
spoke in an even tone. “Isn’t
it fupny that you don’t even
know my name? Time we did.
They call me Snehlata at home.

+3and I am supposed to bein my
., parents’ home not very far from

‘.-‘thc foot of the hill. But please
don’t ask me any questions.
Take me for what I am and
don’t try to know more about
me.”

* «“What do I care?” he said,
&"‘Smiling. “We have discoveréd

a new interest in each other and

that is enough for me. I shall
.. respect your wish.”

At 7 p.m. thay reached their
destination and‘\jntered a hotel
where they ate hearty meal, °
A refreshing cool brecze blew
against their faces as they came
out in the direction of thei -
temporary residence. For the
first time he felt a huge weight
lifting off his mind and the
presence of a fair companion
exhilarated him beyond measure
though he had twinges of cons-
cience as he thought of his
devoted wife going through the
ordeal of motherhood.

He unlocked and pushed open -
the main door of a small two-
storeyed house and switched on
the lights. She followed him
quietly and looked with approval
at the wooden floors, high cots
with layers of woollen rugs,
blankets and pillows. The owner
of the house and his lady had
thoughtfully provided a ward-
robe for guests of both sexes.
In the kitchen she found tinned
food of all kinds, utensils and
two electric stoves.

“« Well, Mohan, you have a
home away from home,” she
remarked enthusiastically.

1 suppose a man requires a
woman to complete his sense of
home,” he replied.

SHE only smiled. Alone she went

into each room on the first
floor and the second, and carried
out her exploration. He was
too tired and exhausted and did
not accompany her. He made
his bed on a cot and was sitting



on it, half aws:e, half asleep,
wondering whe: = she would take
her bed. He then leaned against
the pillows and closed his eyes,

He suddenly woke up after a

long spell of sleep and found
himself groaning. There were
shooting pains in his left thumb,
The wound was uncovered, the
tincture-soaked cotton having
fallen away. The lights of the
house had been switched off.
He called her gently by name
and she at once responded
from the next room. But she
had not closed the door to bar
his entry. “I am coming,
Mohan,” she said. He heard
the click of the electric switch
and saw her coming out. The
light that streamed from her
room cnabled him to see every-
thing clearly.

“When I came down you were
fast asleep. 1 thought it was
your first sleep after several days
and didn’t want to wake you up.
Anything wrong with your
thumb ?” she asked with concern.

“It is paining me a bit and if
you are not very sleepy 1 would
like to have another application
- of that tincture benzoin,” he
suggested apologetically.

She went in and brought out
a small bottle and a wad of
cotton. This time she band-
aged his thumb with a small
ribbon of cloth torn out of her
towel,

I feel better now,” he told
her. “ Sorry I disturbed you,

Snehlata. If you feel chill take

.‘the blankets stocked in the cor-
" ner there.”

X
She went back to her room
and switched off the light, He
stretched himself on the cot-
again but sleep had deserted his
eyes though he tightly closed
them. He listened for her move-
ments in her room. He heard
the rustle of her dress. Then
silence enveloped the whole
house. He turned his face to th
wall and was thinking of ho
dull life would be without this
woman. He was startled to feel
the touch of a soft hand and
knew at once that she had come
to him,

She sat on the cot, leaning
against his back. “I was anxi-
ous to know if you had caught
fever. Your face was red and
I came back to feel your fore-
head,” she said in a low, cares-
sing tone,

Hedid not reply. He held her

soft palm in both his hands
and then brushed each finger
against his lips. She bent her
face over his and imprinted a,
long kiss on his cheek. He'
turned round with a savage
desire and gathered her in one
wide sweep of his arms...

- accept it.

She cooked for him and went
to the bazaar with him to buy
fruits, vegetables and provisions.
She bought them with her own
money and would not listen to
his pleas to let him place his
purse at her disposal.

ITHIN a week of their arrival
she had bought saries by the
dozen, two pairs of gold bangles
from the jewellers and a ring.
One day before Mohan got up
from his afternoon nap she went
to the bazaar and purchased a
gold wrist watch. She gave it
to Mohan as a present from a
new friend but he would not
He pointed out that
normally he should foot all the
bills and that she was depriving
him of the privilege of running
the home as she called it.

“ All right, I surrender,” she
said, sighing. “ But before I
yield you must accept this wrist-
watch.”

¢ Before I take it there is one
condition to which you must
agree.”

“What is it ?”
wondering.

she asked,

“Here is a gold chain which
‘vou must wear.” From his coat
pocket he fished out a glittering
gold chain which he put round
her neck.

“ You win,”” she cooed, blow-
ing him a kiss.

Then he gave her the key to
his box wherein he kept his
money.

For two manths he forgot his
wife and his ‘duty to her. He
did not evenv acknowledge the
letter from his father-in-law that
his wife was delivered of a male
child. He was too happy iu
Snehlata’s company:.

Late one chilly morning when
he woke up he was startled to
find that she had gone, leaving
a note under his pillow, ’

“1 am going back home.
Forget all thoughts about me.
And don’t be a fool to search
for me—Snehlata.”

For a whole day he paced the
room restlessly. Then he decid-
ed to cancel his leave and return
to his wife and child. Casually
he glanced through the paper
that had been delivered that
morning and a small advertise-
ment hit him like a knife
between his eyes.

‘* Snehlata, come back to your
ailing crippled husband:
Discharged from hospital. Let
us forget the past—Sahay.” {1
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SHORT STORY *

.

A MATTER
OF CREDIT

Her husband was the victim of an accident

and his colleague tried to take advantage

of her loneliness.

T the sewing class that day
™\ Brinda was not very helpful
to her students. In sheer
weariness she closed her eyes
and could hardly resist a drowsy
feeling. The few students who
attended class that day looked
at her in sympathy and hatched
a_ conspiracy in silence. They
“didn’t want to stand between
her and her sleep and quietly
slipped out. Only one girl was
left and she went on plying her
needle without asking the teacher
any questions.

At 5 p.m. Brinda woke up in
alarm and looked round. She
was dismayed to see that all the
pupils except Radha had left the
class without taking her per-
mission. Suppose one of them
made a complaint to the Manager
of the Institute? She would be
sacked mercilessly.

Radha looked up just then
and put down her embroidery.
She understood her teacher’s
unecasiness and spoke reassur-
ingly. “That is all right,

madam. They knew that your

husband has sustained a serious
fracture of his right leg and is

BY
RAM SWARUP

lying in the hospital. While you
were nodding Pushpa, Raji,
Kumudh, Ramabai and others
were expressing their sorrow
over the sad fate of yourself and
your six-month-old child.”

‘“And what did they say,
Radha?” Brinda asked eagerly.

* They said your husband will
have to’ remain in hospital for
nearly six  months—perhaps
more. Since a new physical
demonstrator has come to the
school your husband may not
get any pay. The school com-
mittee is struggling for funds.
Since your husband took up his
job only a few months ago they
may even termipate his service....
Why, madam, Imust be a fool
to tell you all that they said and
bring tears to your eyss. No,
no. I am sorry. It was not my
intention.”

BRmDA wiped her eyes with a

kerchief and smiled sadly.
¢ Radha, how could I blame
you for what they said or how
could I blame those good friends
of mine for finding out the truth
and gushing with sympathy for
me ? I am really grateful to you
all for the interest you are taking
in me. Please, Radha, go on
and repeat all that they said. I

* insist on knowing.”

There was a heavy downpour
of rain outside and the wind
was howling and battering
against the door and the fastened
shutters of the windows. Radha
drew a chair nearer to Brinda
and laying her right hand on her
shoulder spoke in a low tone.
“ You know, teacher, I am even
older than you and so please
remember that I am more a

‘friend than a pupil. Well,

Kumudh, being the Headmaster’s
danghter, must have got an
inkling of her father’s mind.
The Headmaster is a perfect
gentleman and generous friend

but he is bo’nd by the decision
of the c,mmittee. It ewen
appears that he recommended
some half pay for your husband
but the committee turned, dew=n
his proposal. What will you do
now 7’

Brinda paused for a minute as
if to collect her thoughts. * You
see, Radha, my husband was
getting eighty rupees and my
salary here is sixty, I do
some tailoring at home; the
neighbouring women place
orders with me and I stitch their
clothes. All told, we were
earning a total of Rs. 175 a
month. When Rani was born I
had to stop my work. My
busband borrowed two hundred
rupees from Sekhar, a colleague
of his in the High School,
We have rcturned to him half
the amount with a promise to
pay up the balance this week.”

‘““Won't that man agree to
take it back from you in easy
instalments? 1 suppose he is
sensible and sympathetic en-
ough,” suggested Radha.

" No, dear. He is haunting my

house morning, noon and
night. Whoever dreamt that
my husband would be knocked
down by a car while trying to -
save a girl from being run over?
The car didn’t stop and dis- -
appeared into the darkness and -
nobody noticed my husband
until one hour later, I was too
dazed to think or act. Indeed
I had a hundred rupees which
we intended to retturn to the



creditor, but I had4o deposit a
major portion o: the amount
with the hospital.

“But this Sekhar is an un-
sympathetic man. Last night
he suddenly entered my residence
—you know it is a small separate
outhouse in the first compound
on Major Road and mercilessly
demanded his money back. The
house is in a quiet corner and it
was so nice to live in when my
husband was there but now I feel
so lonely and miserable. Thank
all those friends for their kind
thoughts when you meet them.”

““ But coming back ,to Sekhar,
how did you send him out ?”
asked Radha, unable 10 suppress
her curiosity.

¢OH, he said he wouldn’t go
unless he got his money back.
He asked me where I was hiding
my jewels and looked me all
over. I thought he had some
sinister design. Suddenly I had
an idea. In the crook of my
left arm I took my child and in
my right hand 1T held a bucket,
and walked out. He must have
thought that I was going to the
well to bring water. But I left
the bucket near the well and hid
-myself behind two huge trees in
the compound: I waited there
for nearly two hours and saw
him leaving the house. Luckily
the child was asleep. If it had
cried his attention would have
been arrested. Then I flew into
the house, locked and fastened
all the windows. I kept awake
the whole night for fear he would
cater the house by force.”

10

“You could have gone to the
police station and preferred a
complaint,” Radha remarked.

¢] THOUGHT of that, too. But,

then, he would deny any tres-
pass. He has a good story to
tell the police. He may say that
he just called at the house for
the recovery of his money and
that my complaint was just a
concocted tale.”

“Poor dear! That explains
why you have been so weary
and sleepy. My ! it is past six and
I have to meet some friends.
The rain too has stopped. It is
time you hurried back home.
Where have you left your
child ?”

““ I have left her with a neigh-
bour who is very fond of her.
Anyhow I am very late. You
had better go, please. I shall
find the peon and ask him to
lock the hall.”

Radha left the hall in haste.
Leaving instructions with the
peon, Brinda hailed a rickshaw
and got into it. She claimed her
darling daughter after speaking
for a few minutes with her neigh-
bour and went into her home.
An old man, who was a distant
relation of her husband, called
to say that he had been to the
hospital in the afternoon and
that the surgeon in charge had
assured him that her husband
would be all right in a few weeks
and would be able to walk as be-
fore, Tears of relief gushed from
her cheeks and she prostrated be-

fare the picture of Lord Krishna,
smiling at her from the wall.
The old man departed after
conveying a message from her
husband that she was not to
worry on his account.

0 the worst of the crisis was

over. She lay on the cot with
her baby suckling at her breast
and slept for a while. She
woke up after nearly two hours
and went to the kitchen to cook
some food for herself, Fool
that she was she had left the back
door ajar and Sekhar had steal-

thily crept in and confronted her

in the corridor. He laid his
bands on her shoulders and
grinned. ‘“Now, my pretty
woman, you may render
account in a different way. If
you yield to me I won’t press
you fof the balance until your
husband returns. I may even
cancel it and pay you some extra
money if your surrender is
absolute.”

She was furious at his sugges-
tion. *‘ Get out,” she ordered.
“Or I will scream my head off.
Stand aside. Don’t you dare
touch me again. I will not yield
even if you kill me, you snake
in the grass.”

She pushed him with all her
strength towards the back door.
He was livid with anger and
slapped her in the face. Blood
spurted from her nose. But
she did not mind the bleeding.
She took a long iron pipe which
she generally used for blowing
air into the oven, and hit his

head with Y. Blood oozed as he
ran and ste pursued him. As
he reached’ the front portion -
of the residence he stopped dead
at the sight of a group of young
women behind whom stbod an
old gentleman. They were just'
then entering the compound.
Tt was the Headmaster of the
High School under whom he
was serving as an assistant. The .
women shrieked in horror as
they saw Radha bleeding from
the nose. One of them -caught .
hold of her as she was sinking.
Another seized the iron blow
pipe and was about to have a
go at Sekhar when the Heafi-
master cried out. “Stop it, -
girls. 1 can haodle this man
without your aid.” Then he
glared at Sekhar with indig-
nation, * Sekhar, so you have
descended to this level? You
have brought shame and disgrace
to the school and the profession.
Iam ashamed to call you my
colleague. Instead of helping
that poor woman and protecting
her honour as that of a sister,
you have sneaked in like a rake
to outrage her modesty. If she
goes to the police, you have not
the shadow of an excuse to de-
fend yourself with, man. You
will have to remain in jail for
three or five years and then what
happens to your future? Fall
at her feet and beg of her for-
giveness. I shall, however, have
to report your conduct to the
committee and recommend your -
dismissal.”

He fell at Brinda’s feet and
again at the Headmaster’s feet
and begged both of them to for-

1



give and forget. Tken he got
up, overwhelmed wita a feeling
of shame and gnilt, ran out of
the compound and disappeared
into the darkness,

THe Headmaster then turned to
Radha: ““Young lady, all
these girls including my daughter
have spoken highly of you. I
apologise to you for the mis-
behaviour of Sekhar but I assure
“you that I will personally see
- to it that he does not misbchave
agam. You are a brave woman
and we all admire the way you
tackled him. These pupils of
. your sewing class wantcd me to
present on their behalf a small
cash present of hundred rupees
to which I am personally adding
_fifty. This comes as our hum-
ble gift to you and to your
~ husband for Diwali that comes
off tomorrow. We pray for
your husband’s speedy recovery
and wish you both all hap-
pmess. Tomorrow I shall pay
off' from my pocket what you
owe to Sckhar and you can
return that amount when you
find it convenient.”

_As he stopped speaking the
girls took Brinda inside, washed
»her nose with water and helped
her to change her clothes.
Kumudh told her friends that
she was taking the teacher and
. her daughter to her home.
- Brinda turned to the Headmaster
..and thanked him for his kind
Words and the gift. The girls
- almost smothered her with their
fussy attentions until she began
~ 10 laugh with them. She told.
* them that her mother was com-

12

ing by the morning train apd
that she not need fear the.attack
of any other Romeo. All the
same, at the instance of the girls,
she,locked the house and left
with Kumudh to spend the night
with her,

At Kumudh’s house Brinda
and the pupils were sitting far
into the night and talking. It
was then revealed that Radha
had taken the initiative in bring-
ing all the pupils to Brinda’s
house. From her talk with the
teacher she realised that Sekhar
might revisit her housc and try
to molest her again. So she left
the class in a hurry, met all the
other girls and alerted them.
They quickly pooled their re-
sources and, then, Kumudh
spoke to her father, the Head-
master, and urged him to accom-
pany them. Ramabai then told
Brinda about a decent portion
in her own house and invited
her to occupy it for half the rent
that she was paying for the
present house. When all the girls
pressed Brinda to move on the
next day itself she’ accepted the
offer with tearful gratitude. 1

e

ORDERS
The horse shied and, Murphy

went over its head. ‘* Murphy,”

yelled the instructor, *“did you
have orders to dismount 2>’

“0i did.”
“From headquarters ?”

“No, from hindquarters!”

For Women

IN DEFENCE OF

By (Miss) K

E, modern girls, are accus-
ed of committing a

thousand and one sins.
From old men and young, there
is a continuous volley of wither-
ing criticism fired at us. They
point a finger of scorn and say
that we are bold and shameless.
They assert that we so design
our dress, make-up and appear-
ance that the walls of male
resistance simply crumble down
as we pass by.

There are girls and girls even

"as there are boys and boys.

Sensible people will agree that
there are good girls and good
boys and they out-number the
naughty girls and wicked boys.
But why do they condemn girls
alone? They magnify some
stray instances and jump from
the particular to the general.
What a sweeping generalization
when the elders shout at the pitch
of their voice that a woman’s
place is the home and that she
must remain behind closed doors.
A religious leader has lately ex-
horted his followers not to let
girls go out of their homes after
they have attained age.

We must remember that the
times have changed and that, as
a result, an adjustment of views

CAREER GIRLS

. N. KANTI

is called for. The joint family
system which prevailed in Hindu
society for hundreds of years.
has completely broken down.
All the sons lived in those days .
with their parents under one '
parental roof. Even if the sons
went out to earn they left their
families behind. Ii the daughters
or daughters-in-law were widow- -
ed or stranded helplessly with
their children they were cared -
for by the elders, their brothers
and brothers-in-law.

The joint family system retains
its outer shkell in some remote
rural areas but the new laws and-
social and economic trends have
rendered it unworkable. The
middle classes are the worst hit
by the change—cspecially the
women. Brothers are unable to
support their sisters when the
father, the breadwinner of the
family, dies. When they go their
several ways and set up scparate
homes, they neglect their sisters.
When they are too poor them-
selves and struggling to make
both ends meet they are often
unable to do their duty to their
sisters.

Is it any wonder, then, if the
modern girl seeks for her econo-
mic independence by means of
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temoved, but rowadays we
advise removal of fonsils far less
often than we used to.

When children first go to
school, or to a Day Nursery,
they often get a’ swelling of the
tonsils without appearing parti-
cularly ill. This is because they
have been exposed to a lot of
new germs and the tomnsils are
- working hard to keep them under
control. Some mothers seem to
think that it is the other children
who carry all the germs, but the
fact is that each child has a
. collection of germs in his throat,
- but he has got used to his own
brand and has developed a
- resistance against them. So the
sore throats and slight colds
which they often devclop in their
first few weeks at school are a
part of growing up, When they
have got over them they will
have acquired a bit more resis-
tance against a few more germs,
and will be that much less likely
to fall victim to them later. By
the time a town child has grown
up he has mixed with so many

people that he has developed all
sorts of useful resistances, where-
as the country child has not.
That does no harm to the country
boy if he stays in the country*
but if he comes to the town later
he may fall il then. (Tuber-
culosis is one illness that we be-
come immunised against in this
way, and girls from remote
country districts may, if they
take up nursing, develop it
whereas their town-bred cousins
are comparatively safe).

Simplest Treatment
The simplest treatment for a

sore throat is to rest in a warm, .

dry atmosphere. (Gargles are not
very cffective, but youcan try a
couple of pinches of salt in half
a glass of warm water. Cut
down smoking—stop altogether
if you have the strength of mind,
Inhalations of Friars Balsam in
hot water soothes a painful
throat. And if you are hoarse,
it is most important to speak as
little as possible. Finally, as 1
said at the beginning—don’t
treat a sore throat too casually,
especially if you have a tempera-
ture.

Whereas the damsel seeketh the youth’s attentions,
the dad seeketh his intentions. '

Alas, many a husband’s idea of teamwork is that
his wife should sit at home and knit, while he spins the

yarns in his club.
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A‘ Long Complete Story

Between Desire

And Duty

By G. GOPICHAND

‘INSPECTOR Omnath  was

trying hard to pacif,y his
young wife. “Don’t be
angry, Prabha. You seem to
think T am too absorbed in .dut,y
to remember my pretty darling.”

" Prabha glared and said in
a tearful voice. ‘‘ Sometimes

Rekha was as Hl;éautiful

asshewas intelligent.

she called me stupid and left the
city in disgust.”

Omnath smiled. “ What does

I
our mother expect? Should

Zradle you in my lap at the
office? ~ Should I take you to
all the scenes of crime that 1 visit

almost every day?”

What more could she desire when she had a
devoted and loving husband, who gave her
jewels, money and freedom? But why was
she murdered?. Read this absorbing story

of mystery and romance long and complete

you. forget you have a home.
Last month you disappeared for
a whole week. When my mother
came here and stayed for four
days she was sarcastic. Any
other girl in my position would
‘keep twisting her husband round
her thumb, she remarked. And

PraBHA got furious and her face

blushed crimson. ‘1 am
no such fool as to want you to
cuddle me even on your .oﬂiclal
rounds. But can’t I legitimately
expect you to be with your wife
after 10 p. m.? Surely, your
superiors don’t expect you to
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‘desert your'home and wife?
. How could you t;orget me or....”

“Or what?’ queried the
Unspector, pulling his wife into
hid arms and kissing her fondly
on the lips.

Bur she turned her head aside

and went on angrily. *“ Or how
could you dare forget that
tomorrow is the second anniver-
sary of our wedding ?”’

“I bhave n1not forgotten,
dearest,” laughed Omnath, his
left hand still encircling her
waist. ‘¢ Look, sweetie pie,” he
added, producing a small ivory
casket from his trouser pocket.
“This contains proof of my
remembrance.

Prabha seized it eagerly and
snapped the casket open. She
gasped in astonishment as she
fondly gazed at a gold ring set
with sparkling diamonds. She
threw her arms round her hus-
band’s neck and  pressed
her lips against his, * You are
my darlingest dearest,”” she
whispered in his ears. “I
somehow knew you wouldn’t
forget. And here is another long
kiss—as long as a mile,”

She glued her lips to his for
such a long time that both were
out of breath. Then he said,
wipmg the lipstick stains from
his mouth and cheeks, “My dear,
tomorrow morning we go to. your
mother’s place and convince the
poor old lady that you are not a
neglected wife. Shall we stay
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o : !
there for four days ? I haye been -
granted a week’s leave.” ug

!
i,

“A  week's leave!” she "

'exclaimed, dancing. **We sha
be in each other’s arms all the '}

time. It will be heaven for us.
Bless the Commissioner. How
ever did he consent to relieve
you for a whole week 2>~

He sat on the couch, smoking
a cigarette, and she was content
to recline in his arms when the
telephone rang. Both  were
startled.

Gruff was the voice of thg,.

Commissioner. “Is that you,

Omnath?”?

replied  the
“ At your service,

“Yes, sir,”
Inspector.
sir.”

“In Rishender Street No.
130/B, a foul murder case has
just been discovered. It is a
small house but very compact
and neat, and tastefully furnish-
ed. The housc-owner is one
Rajyapal, a man in his lated
forties.” :

“ He has been murdered, sir 77

“NO, Omnath. Listen carefully.

I am preparing the back-
ground for you,. SO you can-
straightaway proceed to carry on
further investigation. 1 am
passing oh to you all the facts’
of the case as reported by the
Sub-Inspector of the Division,
Sringar. I hear someone else at

your end sighing. Is that your
wife 77

“Yes, sir,” Omnath laughed
gently. ““There is nobody else
here at this hour, sir.”

/TeLL the young lady I am so

sorry to disturb her and can-
cel her husband’s leave. But
I promise you ten days’ leave
when this case is done with. I
will take you both in my car to
the station and see you off, that
is certain. Hope she forgives
me.”

“Tt is all right, sir. Sheis an

“understanding, sympathetic

wife,” said Omnath (Prabha was
actually pinching her husband on
the cheek).  Her only regret
isthat I will be too busy to

~
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attend our second wedding
anniversary tomorrow and, poor
thing, she was very 'keen on it.
But she knows that duty comes
first, sir.”” ( Here Prabha pinched
both her husband’s cheeks.) -

The Commissioner just
grunted. “* We can’t spare you
for such tamashas, my dear
fellow. Who knows, before
the third anniversary comes I
may not ask the Inspector-
General to appoint you as
Deputy Superintendent of some
District or as my own AsSistant
Commissioner of Crime ? Tell
her all that and she will under-
stand.”

PrasHA smiled and her arms
now curled round her hus-
band’s waist. :

2%

Mg. Olrector
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“Yes, sir. As,for the case...”

“Well, as 1 was saying, this
Rajyapal’s wife, Rekha, a very
pretty young lady, about twenty
ycars younger than her husband,
has been murdered. Mark you,
the circumstances are rather
peculiar. At 7-30 p.m. the
milkman came for the second
time. Seeing that the door was
bolted from inside, he knocked
for nearly ten minutes. When
he got no response, he called in
some neighbours and burst open
the door. What was their sur-
prise when they saw the mistress
of the house lying on the broad
double-bed cot? They thought
at first she must be sleeping very
soundly. But then, one of the
women, a friend of hers, ap-
proached the cot and screamed.
Rekha, Rajyapal’s wife, was
dead, her eyes staring. The
strange thing was that the
woman’s throat had been slit by
some sharp dagger. But there
was no blood stain anywhere.
Four constables have been
posted around the house and
our Doctor has already proceed-
ed there post-haste. Until you
complete the investigations, I
have directed that nothing is to
be disturbed. Better go in
mufti, I shall be seeing you
there in the next half hour or so.
Be quick, Omnath. There is
no time to lose.”

For five minutes Omnath and

his wife spoke words of love
and warmly kissed each other:
Prabha didn’t weep this time or
grumble. She felt proud of what
the Commissjoner had said and

.

!
promised, and saw her husband
to the door. But Omnath was
gravely shaking his head. ‘It
seems to be a very mysterious
case and a tough one, too,” he
muttered. Giving a final peck
to his wife on her cheek, he salli-
ed out into the dark night. He
went up to the taxi stand, hurled
himself into a vehicle and reach-
ed Rishender Street in twenty
minutes.

GuB-INSPECTOR Sringar brighten-
ed up at his sight. He took
him into the bedroom, showed

. the dead body of the young

woman and acquainted him with
all the details he knew. The,
Police Doctor had alreadyN
examined the body and he gave
his considered opinion that the
woman must have died of
asphyxiation. The murderer must
have strangled her first. Then
probably when she was breath-
ing heavily he must have got
impatient and used a dagger to
cut her throat opem. Sringar
then added that her husband,
being a travelling agent for a
biscuit manufacturing company,
had been absent from home for[;
over a fortnight. This infor-
mation had been given to him
by one of the neighbours and
he had this fact checked up
with the biscuit company. The
Manager had confirmed that
Rajyapal was on tour and that
_he was expected in the city the
next morning.

The Sub-Inspector made an-’
other disclosure. The previous
day, according to one neighbour,
a handsome young man of about
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nineteen or twenty stayed in the
house for a few hours. To
the neighbour’s enquiry thé
deceasea seems to have evasively
replied that he was a relation,
and even resented the question,

(OMNATH smiled, “ Sringar, I

appreciate the smart work
done so far. But you look tired
enough. Go home, take a bite
and come back after a little rest.
I shall do some snooping for a
while. Better post some more
constables outside. Didn’t the
neighbour say how Rekha
 Called that young man ?”

“Yes, sir, I forgot,” replied
Sringar, grinning. * The young
man responded to the name of
Kishen. I shall take leave, sir.”

He gave a smart salute and
left the bedroom.

Omnath bolted the door from
inside and began a thorough
investigation. He first lifted the
dead body and placed it on the
"floor. On the top bedsheet two
things caught his eye—a silk
handkerchief and a silver shirt
button. He looked at the laundry
marks, holding the kerchief
against the light and pocketed
both the button and the kerchief.
Then he replaced the dead body
.and gazed at the wound on her
throat. There was the deep line
~of the dagger from her chin
down to the swell of her right
breast. “God! she must have
been one of the prettiest of

women,” the Inspector told him-.

self, “ She is smiling even in
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her death.” He slowly proceed-
ed to ransack tife trunks, the tin
boxes, the bureau and the vanity
bag of the woman. From one
of the trunks he took out sdris,
blouses and jewels. There was
quite a wide variety—the gold
in the - ornaments glittered and
the diamonds flashed a pleasing
blue as they sparkled against the
light. Omnath was satisfied on
one point; The deceased was
wearing jewels and bangles and
these were left intact by the
assailant.  Certainly, robbery
was not the motive behind the
murder. What else could it be,
he mused.

He was about to put back the
clothes and the jewels back into
the big trunk when something
about it arrested his attention.
He plunged his hand and probed.
There was a click and the false
bottom gave way to reveal a
photo album beneath. He took
it out and scanned the photos—
about forty in all. He gazed at
each with interest. He just ex-
tracted a small one and carefully
inserted - it in his inner coat
pocket.

He opened the door of the

kitchen that led into the back-
yard. There was a tap and be-
yond it was a welll A few
flower pots were placed in a
row on a small wall that divided
the tap and the well. He groped
fora switch and turped on a
powerful bulb. Someone had up-
set a flower pot, It lay in a hea
on the other side of the wall.
He kicked the broken pot and



the loose clay that had been
enclosed. Soruething like a blade
gleamed. He knelt down and
flashed the rays of his torch light.
He dug out the object and studi-
ed it with care. It wasa short,
" gharp, double-edged dagger with
a nice ivory handle. *‘ This is
Witness Number One,” he told
himself. He took out his muffler
that was nestling between his
shirt and coat round the neck
and wrapped the lethal weapon

with it.,

He turned in, and bolted the
kitchen door when he heard a
knock on the outer one in front.
He opened it to let in the Com-
missioner and the Deputy whom
he saluted smartly first, and
then showed the dead body.

“] suppose you are still
carrying on with your investig-
ations, Omnath?” asked the
Commissioner, a stalwart man
with a handle-bar moustache.
1 don’t propose to disturb you
now but this is a tough case.
The murderer didn’t apparently
come to rob the woman. The
husband is on tour. There re-
mains only one other motive
for us to determine—whether
the woman was flirtatious and
whether this is a case of the
eternal triangle or whether she
was assaulted.” -

" YEs, yes,” nodded the Assis-

"" tant Commissioner, a mild-
looking man of medium height.
““ Omnath, do you still want the
body here ?”’
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“No, sir,” replied Omnath.
“ I have seen what I have wished
to see. The body may be re-
moved to the mortuary even
now. The police guard, how-
ever, must continue.”

“And what about the hus-
band 7 asked the Commissioner.

“1 have directed Sringar to go
to the station tomorrow, break
the news to Rajyapal as gently
as possible and take him to the
mortuary. Anyway, I have told
the Sub to keep watch on him
and bring him to see me at the
station at about 7 p.m.”

"Vou won’t be available to-

morrow until then ?"* demand-
ed the Assistant Commissioner,
raising his eyebrows.

“He is probably working on
some theory and he won’t reveal
his. mind to anyone until he is
positive about the results. Le’E
us not disturb him. Come on,
hinted the Commissioner to his
new Assistant and led him out.

When their car dﬁsappeared,
Omnath instructed Sringar, who
had by now returned, to have the
dead  body rcmoved to the
mortuary and to bring the dead
woman’s husband to the police
station at about 7 p.m. Then
he got into a taxi and asked the
driver to take him home. Prabha
was over-joyed to see her hus-~
band back. Nobody could
understand his mind or fathom
his ways. He took a bath, _gulp.
ed some hot milk, cracked jokes

with his wife when she asked
him about the case, and suddenly
went to sleep on her lap. But
by 5.30 a.m. he got up and was

" gone, after locking the door.

THe body had been removed to
the mortuary in the morning.
Rajyapal arrived at the station
as expected, and broke down
into piteous sobs on hearing the
news of his wife’s murder. At
the sight of her dead body he
nearly shricked and beat his head
with his hands several times.
Even the policemen were moved
Fat his sorrow. * Which husband
would not weep at the sad end
of such a pretty wife ?” muttcred
Sringar. In  his  statement
Rajyapal said that he had
absolute faith in his wife and
that he had no reason to suspect
her faithfulness. He had been
touring the State for more than a
fortnight and had written only
business communications to the
biscuit company to report the
nature of his transactions. He
had left enough money at home.
His wife, Rekha, was an educat-
ed woman and she knew very
well how to pull on in his

absence.. Even while they were

together she would manage the
houschold efficiently without his
aid. The age barrier between
them did not count. They had
_been happy and devoted to each
ather.  Her only gricveance
,against him had been that he
often went away on tour. To
Sringar’s question he said that it
was only a year since they had
been married. She was a poor
girl and her widowed mother,

her only relatioh, had died only
six months ago.,. .

That night Omnath came late
to the police station. It Wwas
nearly 10 p.m. and even the
Commissioner was wondering
why he had not even given him
a ring. “If facts are as we know
them, this case will be undet-
ected,” he said to the Assistant
Commissioner. The latter said
ditto and even suggested that
Omnath did not have the intel-
ligence that others credited him
with.

At this time Omnath sauntered
in with a young man. He was
wearing a false beard, dark
glasses, a long black coat and
a huge white turban. He had a
bundle of palmyra leaves tucked
under his arm-pit. The young
man got alarmed when he saw
where he was being taken but
the constables on duty caught
hold of him and detained him,
In another room Rajyapal was
sitting, reading a newspaper
which he had brought. His
room also was well guarded.

THROWING off the disguise,

Ompath directed that Rajyapal,
too, should be brought before
them. Facing the two men, the
Inspector began to narrate his
story but his words, were
addressed to the Commissioner,
in particular.

“8Sir, Rekha was a most
beautiful young woman but she
was very poor before her
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marriage. Her mother worked
hard to have , her daughter
educated up to the School Final
Class. She was learning
typewriting when  Rajyapal
met her. As he himself has
said, he was twenty years older
than Rekha: He was a widower
and had some landed property
in his village. He sold it last
year to purchase his present
house. To Rekha he gave all
his first wife’s jewels. It is true
that he was in love with her and
was proud of her beauty for a
time. But he has a concubine
with whom he spends most of his
days. This concubine lives in a
back street behind the railway
station in house No. 78.”

“That is not true,” hissed
Rajyapal in anger.

“Your business is to listen to
the story,” said the Commis-
sioner. ‘“ When the Inspector
has finished his version of the
case you are welcome to state
yours. I shall give you perfect
freedom of expression. But
you must not speak unless the
Inspector asks you questions.
Is that understood, you two ?”

Both the men nodded their
heads.

" As 1 said, sir,” continued the

Inspector, “ this concubine,
Uma, and Rajyapal got on better
than the husband and the wife.
They had struck up this relation-
ship shortly after the death of
his first wife. She herself is
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ready to attest to their liaison
and told me so when I saw her
this afternoon. She even gave
me a photograph of themselves.
And here it is.”

MNATH produced a photo
from a small paper bag and
showed it to the Commissioner.
Rajyapal gasped in astonishment
when he saw it.

“Somehow Rekha got to
know of this affair. For one
thing, she disliked Rajyapal
because of his age. She became
more furious when he was
neglecting her. True, her beauty:
was such that she had a host of "
admirers. She was a bit fri-
volous, smiled upon all her male
friends and talked freely to them.
Uma, Rajyapal’s concubine,
used to spy on her and magnified
her flirtations to the husband.

“ Although Rajyapal did not
do his duty by his wife, he be-
came jealous and suspicious of
her. Sometimes when he return-
ed from his tour, he did not go,
to his own home. Instead, he«
stayed in Uma’s house and
wanted to watch his wife. Thus
s%spicion began to darken their
life.

“From my investigations of
the case I found that Rekha did
not lead a blameless life. Even
before marriage she was carrying

on a secret love affair with this «

young man, Damodar Kishen.
He is slightly younger than
Rekha and had been her child-
hood playmate. Rekha used to

call him her cousin though
actually he was no relation of
hers. He is a rich landlord’s
son. He wanted very much to
marry Rekha but his parents
were opposed to such a marriage.

“In fairness to Rekha, it must
be said that she stopped having
any intimacy with the young man
after her marriage though she
did not object to his meeting her
once in a while in theatres and
cinemas without her husband’s
knowledge. He would often
urge her to resume the old re-
lationship and point to ‘the
disparity in age between her-
self and her husband. To my
knowledge, the young woman
was tempted in a way but she
pleaded for time and turned him
away.

¢“QIR, you are probably

wondering how I gathered all
this information. Yeésterday on
the dead woman’s cot I found a

silk kerchief, with the laundry

initials “ D.K.” T found also a
shirt tutton on the bed. The
inference was easy. Some man
other than her husband must
have bent over the bed of the
woman or more probable still
must have shared her bed. In
a trunk belonging to Rekha I
fished out the photograph of a
young man who had signed his
name and mentioned on the back
of it his own address. Here is
the photo, sir, of the young man.
Evidently Damodar Kishen had
given his address in the hope
that Rekha would relent and
write to him to come over.

“Itis also clear that Rekha
was torn bgtween desire and
duty. No doubt she loved
Kishen and that was why she
kept his photo beneath the false
bottom of her trunk. Rajyapal
did not suspect that she had such
a photo in her album. Somehow
the secret was well kept.

“Tuis morning I went in the

guise of an astrologer and sat
on the pavement facing Kishen’s
room. Assoon asIsaw him I

-told him of the great change in

his fortune for the better and
revealed to him the secret of his
love for a beautiful woman. He
at once sat down and showed
his palm. Iguessed that he was -
ignorant of the tragedy that had
overtaken his sweetheart and
slowly drew him out. Believing
in my supernatural powers as a
seer, he gave me a glowing
account of his love affair with
Rekha. Learning that her hus-
band was on tour, he had gone
to her home and knocked at her
door at 7 p.m. on that fateful
evening. Lonely and starved of
love, Rekha was glad to see him.
She invited him in and talked
to him of the good old days.
Then she suddenly wept on the
young man’s shoulder and told
him how her husband had
neglected her for a concubine
and that life’s burden had be-
come intolerable. He suggested

that they should run away and
she said she was not opposed
to the idea and asked! him to
wait for her letter. Kishen took
advantage of this moment and
made love to her as of old.
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‘ Some time later he left her
after exacting a promise that she
would run away with him. The
concubine had been overhearing
this conversation and reported it
to Rajyapal who had already
returned from his tour and was
staying in her house. By the
time he returned home it was
past midnight and none of his
neighbours had noticed him.
Rekha was surprised to see him
but spoke engagingly.”

Turning to Rajyapal, Inspector
Omnath pointed his finger of
accusation. *“ Rajyapal, 1 accuse
you of having murdered your
wife day before yesterday night
and under the cover of alibi you
ran off again as if you were still
on tour, to escape dctection and
_punishment. First you strangled
your wife with a piece of cloth.
Then, when she was gasping for
breath, you got impatient and
used a sharp Japanese daggerto
cut her throat. Since she
was already dead, the dagger
didn’t draw any blood. You
buried it under a flower pot and
ran out of the city. Then you
sent a telegram from Bombay
and your Maneger honestly
believed you had not returned.
If you tell us all the facts of the
case, the prosecution will ex-
amine whether there are any
extenuating circumstances.

Otherwise, you will have to
hang.”

RAsvapaL  was shaken and

panicky. *‘ By God! You are
a smart detective. All your facts
are correct and your revelations
are astonishing. When Uma

told me that a young man by' the
name of Kishen was in my bed-
room making love to my wife
and urging her to elope, I was
furious. For the first time I got
jealous, too. 1 wanted to cure
her of her stupid infatuation and
warn her of the dangerous
consequences of clopement,

“For the first time, I went

cagerly back home and my
love for my wife bubbled back,
But she was cold and in-
different and even rescnted my
advances. I lay on the bed and
then felt something irritating me.
I got up, switched on the light
and picked up the silver button.
¢ How does a man’s shirt button
come on our bed, Rckha 7 I asked
her. Then I saw the kerchief
and angrily demanded of
her to account for it. Next
came¢ my question point-blank.
¢ Had she bcen sharing the bed
with another man in my
absence?” She retorted that a
hushand who sought a con-
cubine’s company must not fling
such a question at his wife,
She then told the analogy of the
pot calling the kettle black.

“I was wild and felt my
honour was at stake. I pre-
tended to go to sleep and at
2 am. I woke up. | used a
wet towel to strangle my wife.
Then thinking she was not dead
I used a Japanese dagger to slit
her throat, You know, before
the outbreak of the Second
World War Iserved in a Japanese
firm in the city. When the
Manager left our country he gave
me that dagger as a present. After

26

committing the murder I engaged
a taxi up to Poona. From there
1 went to Bombay and then
wrote to my Head Office from
there. I had left the button
and the kerchief on the bed in
the hope that the police would
track down their owner and
charge him with murder.”

QunaTH  looked round. The

Commissioner was nodding
appreciatively. The  Assistant
Commissioner who at first had
a low opinion of the Inspector
and thought him to be a self-
important fool, now regarded
him with a new esteem and
admiration. The cigar in his
mouth had become dead and he
had forgotten to re-light it.
Then he turned to the Commiss-
ioner and said, ** Sir, I have a
plan to go on long leave, of
course with your permission.

I think it may be preliminary to
retirement since my heart has
lately been giving me trouble.
If the Inspector-General also

approves, I may rclinquish my

post even earlier than you may
legitimately expect. Probably,
you don’t know that the L. G.
and 1 were pals and class-mates
in our school and college days
and he always consults me on

every important step that he’

takes. So I intend telling him that
Omnath with all his intelligence
and shrewdness deserves to be
promoted  Assistant Commis-
sioner. I have no doubt that he
will prove worthier than myself

and serve as the right-hand man
of the Commissioner. That is
as it should be.” .

The Commissioner smiled.
““ Excepting those references to
yourself, I cndorse all your
remarks. But I should have
thought the inner sanctum is a
better place for . airing such
informal ‘asides.” If you will
excuse me, we have just seen
the end of the investigations but,

the usual procedure is yet to be
completed.”

The Assistant Commissioner
was apologetic. ‘I am sorry,
Sir, I forgot all about it. But
1 am too tired today and I hope
you will let me go home.”

“Yes, by all means, I will
give you a ring early tomorrow
morning but if you don’t feel
well 1 shall drop in at your
residence. Better send for your
doctor.”

Omnath stood up respectfully.
“1 can’t sufficiently thank you
for all your appreciative refer-
ences to me, sir.”

“That is all right, Omnath,”
waved the Assistant Commis-
sioner as he strode out of the
hall.

THuE Compmissioner now turned to

Rajyapal and Kishen. *“ You
two have just heard what
Omnath had to say. If you feel
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that his statements are wrong
Or Inaccurate or . exaggerated,
you -are welcome to give your
version of the case.”

“No, Sir,” replied Rajyapal.

“Your Inspector has not
erred even in the slightest parti-
cular.”

*“Then in the name of the law
we charge you with the murder
of your wife Rekha. Until
tomorrow noon when you will
be produced before the Magis-
trate for formal orders you will
have to remain in jail. If you
stick to the statement that you

will be asked to sign now there
is every chance of a reduced
sentence for you, almost negligi-
ble. You see, you have acted
under provocation and the
motive behind the murder may
save you from the gallows and
give you back your freedom
earlier than you imagine. As
for you, Kishen, you may have
wronged the husband but in so
far as the law is concerned you
have not collided with it. But
the bottom of the case will be
knocked out if you fail to
present yourself before the court
and tell the honest truth. So,
until the Magistrate decides what
is to be done with you we are
80Iry to have to detain you here.
But you will be provided with
all the comforts, I assure you.
The only thing is, you will be
under canstant watch.”
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On a sign from the Commis-
sioner, Sub-Inspector Sringar
took the two men away under
heavy escort. The Commissioner
just patted Omnath and briefly
congratulating him for a job so
well done, wished him good-
night and climbed into his car....

Once again Prabha couldn’t
disguise her joy and nestled in
her husband’s arms. They didn’t
crack jokes for a while because
she looked very thoughtful.

*“ There is something on your
mind, dear. Itis time you let
me into the secret,”” he said
smiling.

She gently disengaged herself
from his arms, locked the door
and put the key inside her
blouse. “ Well, darling, we are
going to have a quiet undis-
turbed night, all to ourselves.
Nowadays you appear and
disappear like some meteor.
The men whom you catch may
escape but not my prisoner,” she
said firmly, with a merry twinkle
in her eyes.

“Pronounce your magisterial
order, please,” he laughed.

GHE affected a solemn pose.

“ Whereas my husband comes
in and goes out, disregarding his
responsibilities and whereas I,
Prabha Devi, apprehend dis-
turbance of the peace on the
domestic front, I do hereby
remand him into custody until 7
o’clock next morning.”

She then took ‘a2 few more
steps towards the couch when he
caught her in his arms.

«“WHAT is the next move,

Your Honour ? The prisoner
demands to know when he will
be arrested.”

“Stand aside, prisoner, Let
me unhook the receiver and place
it on the table.”

She wanted to move but she
was helplessly caught in the grip
of his loving arms.

And then it happened. The
telephone began to ring. Both
raised their eyebrows in an-
noyance and dejection.

““ You are to blame,” she said.
“You prevented me from un-
hooking the receiver.”

“ Never mind. Let us kiss for
one long minute,” he whispered.

Reluctantly he took up the
receiver and cleared his throat:
It was Sub-Inspector Sringar.
“ The accused, Rajyapal, sir,
swallowed some capsule half an
hour ago without anybody notic-
ing it and I saw him only a few
minutes before, writhing in pain.
I was rushing himein an ambul-
ance to the hospital but the

- doctors have pronounced him

dead. I have already phoned
the Commissioner and he wants
to meet you at the hospital.”

““Yes, Sringar, I am proceed-
3’ p
ing at once.”,

Prabha was amazed when she
saw her husband opening the
door with the key she had hidden
in her blouse. She wondered
how he had managed to remove
it. Oh! The cleverness of the
man ! ‘

The Commissioner was raging
and fuming at the mortuary.
He asked Sringar a thousand and.
one questions as to why a
thorough search had not been
made of the person of Rajya-
pal. He subsided only when
Omnath pointed out that until he
came to the station with Kishen,
Rajyapal was almost a free man
excepting for the fact that the
constables were keeping an eye
on him.

INCE there was no case for the
proseecution now, the Com-
missioner ordered the release of
Kishen who was happy to go
back to his room. He then
turned, to Omnath and said,
*“ My dear man, Rajyapal’s death
does not detract from the merit
of the good work you have done,
I have now to proceed to the
Inspector-General’s residence for
a talk. I am granting you ten
days’ leave from tomorrow.
Hope you and your wife will
enjoy the holiday.”

Omnath went home with
jaunty steps, 11
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" ARTICLE

DOWRY AND THE MIDDLE CLASS

By PRIYADARSHANI

How best can we tackle the growing evil of dowry?
The writer of this thought-provoking article makes

useful suggestlons.

IT is rather tragic that hundreds
of middle-class girls remain

unmarried because  their
parents are too poor to pay
dowry. In many a home, what
the father earns is just enough
—sometimes hardly so—to keep
the family above want. On
occasions he borrows and often
struggles to repay the loans.
If he has only gifls and
Bo sons his problems begin to
multiply. For the marriage of
each of his girls a middle-class
father has to provide af least
five thousand rupees.

Such are the conditions of the
matrimonjal market that a
bridegroom, who has a decent
job that fetches him over a
hundred rupees a month, has to
be paid at least two thousand
rupees. The father of the girl
has, in addition, .to defray the
expenses of the marriage. The
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value of the ’groom in terms of
dowry goes on up and up if he
is a graduate, a Master of Arts,
a student of medical or engineer-
ing college, if he is in Govern-
ment service—State or Central.
He is unapproachable if he is a
successful I.A.S. candidate, or
even * priceless” and the most
eligible of bachelors if he is
already in service. For bride-
grooms in this category there
is a demand for ten thousand
rupees.

Parents’ Greed

“Ridiculous!” one may ex-
claim, but these are hard facts
that our legislators for a better
India and the champions of
equal rights for all would do
well to recognize. One great
service that Government can
render to the middle-class
families is to bring in legislation

$ .
to han dowry in toto or to restrict

it to five hundred rupees. And,
even then, cash presents must
be forbidden. When negotiations
are on, the father of the boy
usually tells the father of the girl,
“Think of all the trouble and
expense I have been put to in
educating the boy. When there
seemed no hope of sending him
to college 1 had to borrow
heavily. You see, those debts
still remain unpaid. I am not
like those greedy parents who
swear by dowry. You can pay
me some three thousand rupees.
In addition to the jewels you
have promised for your daughter,
you should buy diamond ear-
rings.”’

The Andhra Government has
promptly banned dowry. Other
States are cither still hesitant or
are too preoccupied with other
problems. It behoves the All-
India Women’s Conference to
appeal to the Union Government
to bring in legislation for ban-
ning dowry. Since Independence
it is the Union Parliament that
placed the Hindu Code Bill on
the Statute Book and took other
measures to improve.the status

- of women and assure them of

equal rights with men. But
much of the legislation seems to
be ineffective for itis a man’s
world still and women have to
go a long way before they can
hold their own.

Itching Palm

Some may ask how Govern-
ment legislation can really be

effective in Banning dowry. Will
not the evil. be driven under-
ground? If the father of a girl
is really anxious that she should
be married to some decent chap
who can earn well and give her
all his protection - what does it
matter if he loses a few thousand
rupees? Even if the law forbids
dowry would he not go out of the
way to grease the itching palm of
the boy’s father on the sly ?

Such possibilities are certain to
be reduced gradually if both
society and ‘the authorities are
watchful. Any ‘legislative
measure to prohibit dowry must
not be allowed to become a dead
letter. At the same time, there
must be enlightened propaganda
to eliminate the evil. It is
beartening to note that very

‘recently His  Holiness  Sri

Sankaracharya of Kamakoti
Peeta exhorted Hindus not to
accept dowry which he condemn-
ed as a curse in the changed
circumstances of to-day. If only |
all the religious leaders and heads
of mutts convene a conference
and concert measures to abolish
dowry it will prove to be a great
step forward.

Effective Step

Since the States may take long
to adopt legislation to ban
dowry, it may well be under-
taken by the Union Parliament
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and ensure greater uniformity
throughout the country. As a
social reformer has suggested,
the ban can be made more
effective if the law expressly
prohibits all servants of the
Government—both State and
Central—from taking dowry or
giving it. Those employees who
have -sons of marriageable age
or young entrants to Govern-
ment service must be enlisted
in the fight against the evil and
their example is bound to ex-
ercise a wholesome influence on
the general public. No harsh-
ness or invidious distinction
would thereby be deliberately
intended. Even today there is
a rule requiring Union Govern-
ment servants to obtain prior
sanction before taking a second
wife when the first one is alive.

Urgent Need

If it is widely known and ap-
. DPreciated that no Government
employee or entrant to Govern-
ment service will stoop to the
practice of accepting dowry,
the evil will become extinct ere
long. It wil! be cut at the very
root. Both the Union and State
Governments must make it un-
mistakably clear that acceptance
of dowry by their employees
will be a serious disqualification.
The law must embody a clause
specifically mentioning it. Thus
one of the main incentives to
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this widespread practice .will
bave been taken off.

Even if Kerala follows in the
footsteps of Andhra soon by
passing legislation to abolish the
dowry system there are still
twelve more States to fall in line.
They too are evidently anxious
to curb the growing evil but they
seem to be busy otherwise. So
Central legislation is called for
urgently and Parliament may be
trusted to make it thorough and
leave no loopholes. The middie
class is silently groaning under
this age-old, conventional and
unbearable  burden.  Speedy
abolition of the dowry system
will help in its regeneration.

At the same time, one cannot
too strongly stress the need for
enlightened propaganda, Reli-
gious heads and society reformers
must be urged to carry on a
ceaseless drive against the evil,
The 1leaders of the All-India
Women’s Conference must take

a more keen interest in the .

question and must not rest until
the evil is completely eliminated.
The pity is that their efforts,
laudable as they are, seem hapha-
zard. They must intensify their
drive and persuade Parliament
to pass legislation to ban the

evil. The Hindu Code law will -

be imperfect until a bill against
dowry is placed on the Statute
Book. The one is complemen-
tary to the other. Only then
will women’s equality of status
with men become real. it

]

SHORT STORY

a

" THE SECRET

By R. V. DAS

HE two women stumbled
upon each other in the
< Princes Cafe > and screa-

med in joy.

*“ Mcena,” said one, ‘it is
years since we met but I would
swear you are not a day older
than when you studied in the
Inter class.”

They sat at the table opposite
to each other, holding hands and
smiling continuously.

“Now, Meena, B.A. L:T.,
Headmistress of the New Girls’
High School,” said Sunita with
a laugh, “ unless you tell me the
story of your life after we parted

When two women friends meet they
begin to cackle and very soon spill all
their most intimate secrets!

“Oh, Sunita!” exclaimed
Meena. * Just think of it, only
yesterday I was dreaming about
you. Certainly, the passage of
years has made you more

lovely.”

Sunita curved her left arm
round the waist of her friend,
and both sailed gracefully into

. the room reserved for ladies.
They sent the waiter in with' an
order for four cups of ice cream.

fifteen years ago, I am not leaving
you.”

THE waiter glanced curiously at

them as he brought in his tray
of ice cream and the two women
took two cups each and began
their attack with spoons. When
the waiter tured his back, Sunita
laid down her spoon and looked
at her friend enquiringly.

You know, dear, 1 have been
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bursting to unburden my heart
to a friend like you (said Meena).
Fifteen years agé I passed the
Intermediate  examination. 1
was ecighteen then and Father
thought it time that I married.
My mother was eager that 1
should continue my studies but
my grandmother put her foot
down. She expressed her long-
ing to see me married as she
felt that her end was approach-
ing. We had but to respect her
wish.

For nearly one whole year Father

was hunting for a ’groom.
He had quite a boxful of horos-
copes but our family astrologer
rejected all of them. Then one
day Father entered a shopto buy
a soap. ' What was his surprise
when the owner who greeted him
was Bhagwan, a young man from
our own village? He offered
him a chair and they exchanged
information about friends and
relations. My father’s heart
leapt with joy when he
learnt that Bhagwan was a
bachelor. What more could he
want? Here was a well-to-do
young man, not bad-looking at
all, strong and healthy. He was
running a shop efficiently and
was making good profit. And
Father knew of his antecedents ;
he came from a respectable
family. The only obstacle was
that Bhagwan was less educated
than myself. He had read only
up to High School.

_Bhagwan then made frequent
visits to our home. He was
allowed to meet me and talk to
me. My father even permitted
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me to go to his shop on the pre-
text of buying things. - He grew
to like me and I too loved him.
Then Father broached the topic
one day and asked him if he
had any objection to marrying '
me. He said he had none, but
hinted broadly that his approval
was subject to his widowed
mother’s consent. In answer to
another cnquiry, he assured my
father that he would not mind
marrying me though I was better
educated than himself. Then
my father made a trip to the
village where Bhagwan’s mother
was residing and obtained her
ready sanction.

As Grandmother was very ill,
Sunita, the marriage was hurried
through. Both Father and
Mother were very glad of this
alliance because there was no
necessity of having to send me
out of the city. We set up home
very near the shop. When my
husband was in the shop I
would go to my parents’ home
and spend most of the day there
by the side of Grandmother.
We all feared that she would -
pass away in less than a week.
But she made a remarkable
recovery and was able to sit up.
“It is Meena’s marriage that
has put new life into me,” she
declared one day, bugging me.

wON’T deny that Bhagwan was

in love with me. After closing
the shop he would take me in
his car to some cinema or a park
and we enjoyed every minute of
the evening. But I was some-
times mystified when he

eit me severely alone and went
away in his car. He would
return home about midnight but
then he was profuse with his
aegrets and apologies.  Dis-
illusionment was, however, not
long in coming. I met a girl,
Gomati, by name, who was my
schoolmate. In High School
she was my senior by two years
but we often used to meet in
the common lunch room and
chat together.

AccosteD her one day and
asked her how she was getting
on. She was big and buxom
¥and even while in school
she had a small band of
male admirers who would wait
for her at the school gate, But
she was a frank girl, Sunita, and
felt no shyness or shame in dis-
cussing her love affairs. I took
her to a milk bar and after seat-
ing ourselves in a cosy corner,
I drew her into a conversation,

She said she was serving as a
stenographer in some ink manu-
;-facturing  company. Before
* that, shetold me, she had been
working as a salesgirl-cum-
typist in a shop catering to rich
gents. She had been getting
good pay there plus any amount
of extra money that she wanted.
When I asked her what work
she did to supplement her in-
come, she laughed. She drew
the chair very close to me and

».whispered that the shop owner

would lead her into a small inner
room behind the shop and make
love to her.

But this proprietor, it appear-

ed, soon got tired of her and
onc day when she wanted
more money he sent her out.
Darling Sunita, I at once got
a terrible suspicion and
shock. My husband’s shop .
answered to her description.
But 1 did not hate Gomati.
Like all generous and forgiving
wives, I conceded that young
men would sow their wild oats.
Since my husband had got rid of
this infatuation he must have
turned over a new leaf, especi-
ally after my marriage. So I
thought. Poor Gomati! She
did not know I had married her
erstwhile proprietor. If she had
known she would never have
blurted out her secrets.

uT, Sunita, my casual friend

did not stop there. Seeing that
I was decply interested, she®
startled me with more Teve-
lations. She now mentioned the
name of Bhagwan who, she
said, ran after all the pretty
gitls of the town. Of course,
he got kicks and slaps from
some of them for making his
improper suggestions but there
were several women who were
easily enticed by him. Some
poor girls wanted his money
and openly walked into his trap.
I asked her how it was possible
for him to carry out his nefari-
ous aims in that shop. She
then told me that a girl could
have access to his inner room
by means of a back door from
a deserted lane behind the shop.
Bhagwan, it appeared, spent his
nights in that room. He was
then alone ; his mother was in
the village and nobody bothered
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to know where he ate or slept.
He bhad a car in ,which he would
take a girl away to some distant
place. But, Gomati added, this
Bhagwan was liberal with his
money. He would pay any
price to grab the girl he wanted.
He had no scruples, either. He
would throw away any trouble-
some dame if she got on his
nerves or if he got fed up.

THAT was the story. Little did

Gomati know that her reve-
lations had broken the heart of
a young woman. I suppressed
‘my tears as well as I could.
When I left her and went home
I wanted to tell Mother and
Grandmother all that I had
heard, and to weep on their
shoulders. But careful reflection
sobered me down: It would
- have been a most foolish step.
Grandmother would have died
of shock if T had told her. Sol
kept all the knowledge to my-
self and was quietly watching
~ my husband.

Things began to happen in an
unexpected direction. My
husband was losing heavily.
There was a long list of cre-
ditors — more  females than
males—who had no idea of
honouring their  obligations.
His business was collapsing and
when he sought my father’s aid
he gave him all his savings—to
the tune of ten thousand. He
would even have helped Bhagwan
with more money but he sud-
denly died of heart attack.

. Don’t you know, Sunita, that
good cometh out of evil? My
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husband’s business was "closed
down and one night he ran away
somewhere without even telling
me. His creditors were hunting
after him and he was hiding.
was not worried about his
absence. Father had left only
a house, some vacant plots of
land and a small amount, With
these I had to support Mother
and Grandmother. I took stock
of the situation and arrived at
a bold decision. I resumed my
studies in the college and gradu-
ated after two years. Then I
underwent training in a teachers’
college for a year and got my
L.T. degree. Soon I got the,
post of a science teacher and)
slowly worked my way up as the
Headmistress of the Girls’ High
School.

My dear, you must have seen
me in the group photo published
in the newspapers last week.
How delighted I am to meet you
and open out my heart to you.
But, Sunita dear, don’t take that
bill. Give it to me, please. You
are my guest and I will pay it.
Before we go out there are somF
more things to tell you. ' Thre
years ago, Grandmother died
peacefully in my lap. We are
well off now.

SunitA wiped her moist eyes
with her kerchief. “ Oh dear !
you are indeed a brave 'woman.
You never flinched or winced in
the face of these disasters. If
only I were in your .place I
wouldn’t have hesitated to
murder that wicked monster of
2 busband. But you are hiding
something, aren’t you ?” :

& Meena blushed.

Meena smiled sadly. “You
are impatisnt, my dearest friend.
There is nothing that 1 wish to
hide from you. When Grand:
mother was dying she exacted a

. promise from me that if ever my
husband came back I should wel-

come him and live with him.

Vet

“ Well, shortly after her death,
he came in one fine morning and
fell at Mother’s feet and asked
her forgivenss. After a fierce
volley of questions and wither-
ing criticism, she agreed to admit
him. He was about to fall at
my feet but I lifted him and
embraced him. Then I realised

Fwith horror that his left hand

was missing. He had lostitina
railway accident, he explained.
I did not ask him where he had
been nor did he tell me. A veil
was drawn over the whole
sordid episode.

“I koow he has bidden fare-
well to his life of folly and crime.
And I am sure no girl will here-
after love this haggard-looking

Bone-armed feliow. He has not

interfered with my carecer.”

When the two women came
out at last, Sunita looked her
friend all over and laughed.
“ My dear Meenu, I think you
Aare expecting a baby!”

“ That is the
condition you find me in. They
are giving me maternity leave as
a special cdse,” she said. 1t
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SHORT STORY -

‘“ Confound that sadio !

WAS tossing onmy bed, striv-

ing hard to drive off that

insomnia! Quite natural
that sleep did not come to me
that night. A rainy summer
evening, followed by a sweet
gentle, breeze rustling amidst the
green leaves of little neem trees
outside and the drip-drip of
water on the gravel beside the
wall close to one’s bed are enough
circumstance to rouse one’s
tender feelings in his solitude.

so much that I sat up in bed

cursing bitterly the hand that,
turned the radio knobs !

I was still in that irritable
mood, when the next song
arrested my attention ; a song I
adored most. It was, nay, it is
a song of songs, a song of life

and will ever be till the end of
the world. I have heard it a
thousand times over and every-
time longed to hear it again. I
listened intently :

The Dream House

By T. JACOB

And like most human beings, 1
missed my wife and children at
that moment, more than ever
before! The romantic yearning
in me vibrated at every gust of
wind through the open window
which caressed me in bed and
try as I might, sleep was farther
away from me than my kindred
ones in the distant city !

Such was my state when the
radio in the nearby hotel poured
into my ears as usual the music
heretofore had pleased me and
lulled me to sleep on many an
occasion. But now it bored me
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“ Duniya men hum aaye hain,
to jina hi
padega, jivan hai agar zahar, et
to pina
hi padega.”

A gem of a couplet compris-
ing the mystery of life! True!

If you are born of this
earth, live you must ; and if
life were 1o be poison, you
needs must drink it!

THE song was over and the™

music died away, but those
two lines lived for ever! They
echoed in my ears. I was me-

lancholy and thoughtful. Feeling

‘sure of a wakeful night, I stood

up and put on my shirt and
venturned out into the dark
night,

THE sky was heavy with dark

clouds and not a single star was
visible. - All was silent except
for a few pedestrians, who still
lingered behind in spite of the
unusual weather and impregnable
darkness, which drove the others
to the shelter of their homes and
a stray vehicle or two passing at
irregular intervals, there was no
other visible sign of life. The
whole town was sleeping!
Yet, here was I, who on similar

hut on walls thade of clay with

two ever-open  windows—for
there were w0 doors on
them—and one old moth-

caten door on a shaken
frame serving as entrance °and
exit to the only room. To
all appearance it was dilapidat-
ed; the thatches which stood
many a hot summer followed by
roaring wind in June and July,
and heavy rain towards the
year-end, showed evident signs
of decay and refused to shelter
those within from sun or rain
anymore, for through the numer-
ous big holes in them either
could pierce unchallenged; the
walls were cracked here and there

At the invitation of the tongawallah he
entered the house and saw the pretty
girl waiting for him. And he learnt a

strange truth,

nights would have been snor-
ing in bed at this time,
sauntering along one of its dingy
streets—alone and with no set
purpose !

I had not gone far when a tiny
light glittering behind  the
window-panes of a small house
on the farthest end of the street
caught my eyes—the very house
pamed by my friend as “A

¢ Dream That Came True” and

often discussed between our-
selves.

Till recently it was a thatched

and bore intermittent small cre-
vices where they touched the
ground, which housed toads and
rats and what not; the window-
frames were shaking and the
door on its loose hinges always
threatened to fall on those that

passed by it. A clear picture of
poverty!

Bur now many a change had

come over the house, brick
walls came in place of
clay ones; tiles replaced
thatches; glass panes on stee]
frames were fixed to the
once-naked window and polished
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rosewood planks took’ the- place

of moth-eaten country wood of
the  ever-threatening  door!
Another door communicated
between the only old room and
the newly extended wing com-
prising a room smaller in
dimensions, probably wused as
bedroom and a still smaller
kitchen. Above all a horse-and-
carriage was to be seen in the
tiny compound on the left side
of the house behind the wing,
‘unharnessed but seeming always
ready to carry the inhabitants
wherever they pleased.

“They sure have a sunny
future,”

My friend was emphatic in his
prophecy. We were witnessing
a folk dance performed in front
of my residence at the dead of
night by two young girls both
in their early teens, some three
years back, when my too out-
spoken friend who has a craze
for fine arts made the above
remark.

“You are right, Ramesh.
They will undoubtedly rise to
_ fame,” dittoed Das, our other
friend and companion.

I 700, agreed. Though at firsta

’ bit annoyed with them at rous-
ing me from sleep, I was easily
swept away by the pleasant per-
formance on which my half-
- dozing eyes fell and feasted for
~ the next half hour.

They danced swiftly and with
thythm to the tune of the
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piper, accompanied* by drums
and cymbals, swinging and
swerving and bending the body
at will. Yet, the pots on their
heads with “‘chembus” full of
flowers over them never so much
as even tilted; so precise were
their steps; so perfect their
balance! A queer sort of dance
never before seen in those parts
and a good many spectators
gathered around them in a circle.
Prizes were showered on them
in cash and kind. The dance
over, the crowd dispersed.

-

FEW months later the troupe
again made its appearance ;
but now under entirely different;
circumstances. In front of
photo studio and within four
walls of its compound where the
cars which brought the esteemed
patrons were parked in two
rows, onc on cither side leaving
enough space between for the
dance to be performed. Power-
ful arc lamps flooded the ground
with blinding light as a prelude
to the bigger and brighter studio
that was perhaps to admit them
in the near future!

. »
Zamindars, doctors, ofticials *

and business men, all pcople of

a high station in society, had

assembled there {0 witness their

dance and those commoners,

who crowded outside at the gate

to have a glimpse, were thrilled .
by the dazzling light and the

still more dazzling costumes the

dancers wore !

““ My dream has come true.”’

+ With a triumphant air my art-
crazy friend asserted. And not
very long after, when the sudden
changes came over their little hut,
he was all the more happy and

‘conferred on the house the most

befitting title—to quote his words
— A Dream That Came True.”

REVIEWING the altered aspect of

the house in my mind I
thought: ‘“May not now be
poison  for those within
perhaps.”

«Qir ! Sir I” 1 thought 1 heard
someone calling me from behind
and turning back saw in the pale
light the shadow of a figure ap-
proaching. The shadow came
nearcr and stood before me,
looking into my eyes smiling,
as if conveying thereby that
he detected the purpose of
my nocturnal stroll! I recognis-
ed in him the tonga driver of
the house.

“You may go in, sit,” my
intruder whispered, jerking his
head in the direction of the
window. *‘“There is no ane else
now. Both girls are free, you
can choose which one you please.
They charge you only {wenty-five
chips for the whole night.”

I was dumb-founded and could
not follow him at first. But I
understood his meaning by and
by. So, this was the result of
all the recent pomp and magni-
ficence! This was where their
dance led them! This was the
bigger and brighter studio they
entered through that flood-lit
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night "in front of those society
men ! This was how the dream
came true ! | :

My silence seemed to en-
courage my friend and like a
shrewd businessman trying to
tackle a hesitant customer he
began by telling me that if I had
no money I could pay on the
first, when I received my salary
and that he knew where I lived
and therefore he would come
and collect it himself to avoid
any inconvenience I might feel
in visiting them a second time
simply for that matter.

I was alittlc amused for I had
no such cxperience before. Yet
T decided to enter the dream
for the first time, prompted
more by curiosity than by any
desire to divert my passions in
that direction.

“1 do not wish to remain
through the entire night,” 1
pleaded. ““Just a few minutes,
and then I will be off.”

‘““That can be done, sir,” he
assured me adding that it was
enough if I paid only five rupees.

InsipE I was confronted with an

old woman, the mistress of
the house. Wasting no time for
formalitics, she led me into the
smaller room and, leaving me,
closed the door and locked it
outside—a sign to the others that
it was engaged !

On the cot that lay before me
spread with sheets and scattered



flowers, sat the youtiger girl—(for
I had not failed to mention to
my conductor that I preferred
her slender form to the plump
bulky -and out-of-proportion
figurzs of her sister). I had
watched her daily returning home
from school on my way back
from the office. I had cherished
a sort of liking for her. Her
graceful gait pressing the books
against her ripe bosom, her
smiling eyes and long nose which
adorned her round face, her
tiny moutl with thin rosy lips
and above all her long tresscs
parted in the middle and reach-
ing as far as the hips, tossing to
and fro as she walked, like a
fish wagging its tail—all had
gained my admiration. Unlike
her sister, who was of a gay dis-
* position, she was dreamy, always
thoughtful, it seemed.

JINDING no chair or any other

furniture I walked up to the
bed, hesitated a second or two and
sat beside her. She did not even
move or look up but fixed her
gaze upon the floor where
it was resting from the time
"of my entrance and sat in
the same slanting posture as
I saw her, supporting her whole
Jbody on her right elbow
and her right cheek on its
palm. She betrayed no sign of
shyness; perhaps shyness was
beyond her reach. Meek and
humble, ready to be pounced
.upon by the hungry wolf in man,
she sat there like a lamb ! How
selfish man is! To gratify the
brute in him how many careers
he moulds like the one here !

Silently did I watch her for
full five minutes. I simply could
do nothing. 1In her I recognised
the divinity of womanhood
challenged though bodily by
many but still hovering over her
soul. At length to be rid of the
monotony of musing, I ventured
to ask:

“Excuse me if I am too blunt,
do you really like this life 2

She did not reply, but a deep
sigh escaped her.

“Say, do you find it pleasur-
able ? 1 mean the sort of life
you lead, or are forced to lead 7”
I repeated my enquiry.

For the first time she raised
her eyes and turned them fully
on mine as if to satisfy herself
about the sincerity of my
purpose. They were innocent
eyes and one could read in
them the agony of the heart
beneath. As though assured of
my  nobility, with quivering
lips and faltering voice she
confided :

“Yes...and no!” She stop-
ped for a moment to gather up
courage and then continued :

"T'oR the senses—yes, and for

the soul—no. Pleasures of
life we have and its sorrows too.
An unhealthy mixture. Yet I
Iove this life. Not for the love of
it; because I have to. One must
live somehow. Those were the
very words of our mother while

—-PIe.ase see page 64
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‘A SKIT

FROM DELHI TO MARS!

By J. N. JADHAV

Three hundred years hence Man will fly in a small basket-like
rocket-spinner—from Delhi to Moaoscow, New York to Mars

and from there to the Moon.

¢¢fVET up, dear,” my wife
shouted in my ear.
“There are  several
things to attend to to-day and
you are still asleep.”

I grioned sheepishly. ¢ Al
right, my woman,” I grunted.
¢ Tell me first, did you have that
cheque cashed ?”

** How could they honour the
cheque when you wrongly dated
it 10th October 1958 instead
of 10th October 22582 The
girl clerk at the bank laughed
over the cheque until the tears
came to her eyes and she called
you...”

““ What did she call me?* 1
asked with my curiosity roused.

“ Well, she called you a Rip
Van Winkle!”

¢ Verily, I am. But you could
have rung me up,” I suggested.

Really, what a prospect !

My wife flared. “How could
I know where you were—in New
York, Moscow or Mars? The.
new rocket spinner takes you to
any place high or low ina jiffy.
There need be no air port for
its landing. It lights neatly
even on our little terrace and
I suppose you even come in
surreptitiously and peep into
my bedroom.”

PATTED her on the shoulder. *“1.
will never suspect my pretty
little wife. Rest assured on that
score. Remember that 2258
A. D. represents the age of
machine miracles — not that
moth-eaten wretched period call-
ed the twentieth century. When
1 read the history of that period -
yesterday it just stank in my
nostrils.  That explains how I
wrongly dated the cheque.” '

“Ah!” sighed my wife. “You
think too much of the present
hectic age with the basket-like
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rocket spinner which every
blessed man owns and operates.
The skies are full. of men and
many accidents and collisions
seem to be inevitable. Dcad
men Grop from the heavens these
days like raindrops in the mon-
soon.”

#1 AaM weary of hearing all this

grouse, dear. But just think
what the spinner does and what
science has done for me: You
climb into the spinner, push a
button and it takes no more than
ten minutes to reach Moscow,
fifteen minutes to hop on to
New York, twenty-five minutes
to fly over Everest, thirty-one
minutes to get to Mars and
forty=seven minutes twenty-cight
seconds to land onm the Moon.
Those small food capsules satisfy
your hunger and palate to per-
fection. The coffee capsule
gives you that strong flavour
which one associates with it; so
does the tea capsule. The dal-
roti capsule fills your stomach
to the point of belching. There
is even that cigarette capsule
which once you insert into the
mouth sends out endless smoke
until you spit it out. The world
today has shrunk. Our men
have gone up and colonised in

all those planets...”

“Stop it,” said my wife in
annoyance. ‘I waunt 'to know
your programme for today. My
only consolation is that you can’t
‘take some sweetheart of yours

in that one-seat rocket spinnet.
Otherwise...”

I sat up in anger and she
stopped lecturing.

“1 am expecting a wirelss
call from the Mars Insurance
Company. Only then can I
decide my programme,” 1 ans-
wered.  “ What is yours? T see,
you have got something on your
mind.” '

“ Go to Mars or hell, I don’t
care,” cried my wife drawing
away from me. “Don’t you
know Mother has come here to
tuke me to Banaras? Give us
our railway fare. And we won’t
be back before the end of the
year.”

‘“ Why not each of you take a
rocket spinner and finish the
pilgrimage in a few hours? Bah'
These women will never change.
They still cling to their old
beliefs.”

My wife threw a small vessel
at me by way of rctort. And I
woke up. "What a dream ! I}

DOESN’T BELIEVE

SHE: Do you believe in
divorce ?

He: Of course not. Why,
I don’t even believe in marriage !
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SHORT, STORY

Shadows Off Ohe Past

The young man had an obsession and was
hunting after the shadows of the past. And

then, when a young woman met him she
pointed to the future beckoning...

¢¢TOR years I’ve been anxious

to see the place where my

brother died,” Aroon Chau-
dhuri said, having made up his
mind to tell the truth, at least
part of the truth, to the lovable
elderly woman, his father's
former sister-in-law.

. She pulled aside the curtain
and beckoned to Aroon to enter
the next room.

“That was Abani’s room,”
she said with the dry voice of
one who had cried away all her
tears.  ‘‘ Behind that curtain
there is the bathroom, where it
bappened...”

* Drowning in the bath-tub,”
Aroon was thinking aloud,
‘ what a standard joke, until it
happens in real life, in your own
family.”

¢ The bath-room is the same,
the tub is the same,” she told him
factually, as though she saw
nothing odd about a young man
of 23 wanting to see the scene
of a death that had happened
before his own birth. It was
more than 30 years ago that my
husband had died and your

father asked me to move in with
them into this house. Nothing
ever changes here,”

AROON looked at the old-

fashioned, black-stained tub
and then at the door which had
no bolt, no lock,

“ Nothing ever changes here,”
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he repeated the old woman’s
words.

“I hope you'll stay for tea,”
Mrs. Sengupta asked when they
returned to the drawing room.
She sat down and motioned
Aroon to pull up another chair.
“It’s so nice to have you here.
You remind me of your brother.
The same high forchead, bright
eyes and slender figure.”

I remind you of my brother?”
he asked with a pained look.

“ Why, of course!” She was
unable to understand his shock.
“ You are of the same father.”

" "OF course, of course,” Aroon

nodded. ¢ But, you see,
the dread of being like Abani
used to play havoc with me.
Ever since the age of 12, when
I heard his story for the first

" time, I thought I would die at

14 as be had died. When the

. date approached, for months I

used only the shower, because 1
was too scared to sit into the
tub. I know it sounds silly,
but...”

“I don’t think it sounds silly
at all,” the woman sought to
assuage him. “ But who told
you all about Abani at such a
tender age 7’

¢ Oh, 1 must have overheard
fragments of conversation. Also
about the money which had been
held in trust for Abani.”
]

“You mean the legacy, left

by my late husband,” she re-
minisced. ¢ We had no children
of our own and Abani was our
favourite nephew. But who told
you about the rest? The old
bath-room in Calcutta ?”

“J have my father’s inquisiti-
veness in me,” Aroon admitted.
“] was cavesdropping and ad-
ding two and two together.”

“And now you've come to
see where it happened 7’ she
asked.

He nodded gravely: ¢ And
to fill out a few details here and
there, Perhaps if I shall know
everything about his life and
death, I can get poor Abani out
of my system.”

“ A quarter of a century has
not been long enough for me to
get Abani out of my system,’
she remarked gently. ‘ Maybe,
of course, that I've never really
wanted to.”

“If your thoughts are always
with him any way,” Aroon
looked straight into her eyes,
“ perhaps it is not too cruel, if
I ask you to tell me about that
terrible night,”

"Gomertmes 1 felt it was ail my

fault,”” she said after a
pause. ‘“Your father was tired
that evening, but he told me to
go to the cinema with my sister.
When we came back....Oh, how
could I ever forget it! Your
father was fast asleep, but there
was light in the bathroom. After
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.Abani bad not answered her

repeated calls, Sister entered...I
heard her scream, ran after her
Just in time to hold her when
she was about to faint, Abani
was in the water, but did not
move.  Asphyxia, the doctor
said afterwards. He must have
gone sick or fallen asleep in the
bath-tub. The rest of the story
you know. "My sister died of
grief a few months later, After
her death your father moved to
Bombay and married your
mother.”

Suddenly they heard the gay

. noise of young people mounting

the stairs and approaching the
door,

_““Some of my nephews and
nieces come to see me on Satur-
day afternoon  with their
friends,” the old woman answer-
ed  Abani’s  unpronounced
question, ““ They bring a little
Joy into the life of a lonely old
woman. And it is nice for them

to have a place where to meet
once a week.”

After all the noise that had
heralded their coming it appear-
ed as an anti-climax that there
were only three of them. A boy
and two girls, all around the
age of twenty. The old woman
made the introductions, then saw
to the tea and the cakes.

ROON was aware of his social
obligations. He asked and
answered questions and did
his best to appear * to sub-
merge in the merry-go-lucky
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chatter of the other three
young  people. Meanwhile,
however, he could not help
having his attention concentrat-
ed on the admirable hostess,
the way she attended to her
guests’ cups and plates and
listened to their talk. Aroon
and the other young man
were in white; the two girls wore
bright-coloured saris. The sari
of the old woman was dark-blue,
simple yet dignified.

Aroon loved his mother, still
young and beautiful at 44.
Since his return from- Technical
College in England Aroon fre-
quently escorted her to cinemas,
restaurants and cocktail parties,
whenever his father was too
busy with business or out of
town. On such occasions his
glamorous mother always out-
shone the young girls present in-
beauty and elegance. Then he
had been proud of her, but now
he had the odd feeling that areal
mother should be like Mrs.
Sengupta, who had never had a
child of her own : elderly, benign
and sclf-effacing.

Roy, the other young man,

turned to Aroon after a while :
““ Aroonbhaiji, you may be the
answer to a young girl’s prayer.
We have four tickets to the stage
show in the New Empire tonight,
but my brother could not come.
Now one of the two lovely
creatures is  unaccompanied.
Could you join us and thus fill -
the gap ?”

“ With  pleasure !  Aroon



gave a quick glance at both of
the girls:  Suchitra, with the
ever smiling round cheeks and
Mira, with the lean, serious
face.

““ Which of the two ladies is to
be my partner 2

'THE lean-faced Mira raised her
__hand in an affected school-
girlish manner and a faint smile
Iit up her well-shaped, yet scver-
ely narrow lips: ‘“ Suchitra
“being Roy’s young lady, you
have to put up with mc.”

‘“ Be careful, Aroon,” Roy
boomed. ““ She is a law student.
All you 'say may be used in
evidence!”

“ How did you pick on legal
studies 7  Aroon asked Mira,
while they walked towards the
Theatre on Chowringhee.

_ The faint smile lit up her stern
lips once again, but her voice
was serjous as she replied:
“You scientists go too fast.
You bring about the inter-
planetary age before we know
where we are.  So I came to the
conclusion that I must help law
catch up with you.” She added
‘with a twinkle in her eye: “ Or
else, how can crime meet its just
punishment on a space satellite?”

“Don’t get lost, you two,”
Roy’s voice was from far
ahead, after their amusing con-
versation had slowed them down
and the other two had to wait
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for them at the corner of

Hymayan Place.

By the time they arrived at
the Theatre, Aroon felt more
cheerful than ever. Neverthe-
less, during the first act of the
play, an exciting American mur-
der mystery, dark thoughts

re-entered his mind. He knew
that his sentiments were reflected
on his face and was embarrass-
ed, feeling the scarchlight of
Mira’s sidclong glances.

During the first interval the
four of them went into the bar,
but there they broke up into the
two couples just as before.

Mira’s eyes and lips were un-
mitigatedly earncst while she
scrutinised Aroon’s face.

*“ There is something on your
mind,” she said while they were
sipping their orange juice. Her
eyes caught his as she went on:
“1 don’t ask anything, but I
offer to be a listener, if you
think you want to make a clean
breast of it.”

(CAPTIVATED by her sincere in-

tention to help, he did not
even try to brush the matter off
with a facctious remark.

“To be truthful, I'm some-
what troubled,” hesaid vaguely,
“and a sympathetic audience
might be just the thing for me.
But, look, the interval is almost

over and people are rcturning

to their seats.”

-

* That would not worry me,”
she shrugged lightly. “We
can stay here during the second
act if you like and talk undis
turbed.”

" I FEEL, it is an imposition on my
part to burden you with my

very personal problems on the

day of our first meeting, but....”

“ But...” she urged.

“But,” with an effort he made
himself look up into her calm
and thoughtful face, “I think,
it is too good an opportunity to

"miss.”

“We have something to
discuss,” Mira replied in a matter-
of-fact voice when Roy and
Suchitra, on their way back to
the hall, asked them to go along.

“ Good going,” Roy said, hid-
ing his astonishment behind an
air of flippancy. “Knowing
each other for an hour, and
baving already shmething to
. discuss.”

“ The age of speed we live in,”
_giggled Suchitra.

Aroon embarked upon his
story. At the beginning he talked
with hesitation, later on with
growing eloquence.

Until the age of 14 Aroon
suspected that he was living his
brother’s, Abani’s, life all over
again. For years he was scared
that he would follow Abani into
“the early death, once he reached

the age’ whenr Abani had died.
After he had passed 14, Aroon
came to believe that he was the
reincarnated Abani, charged
with the mission of finding out
how his former life, in Abani’s
body, had come to such a pre-
mature end.

Keeping his eyes and ears
open for new facts he learned
about the trust fund which
Abani’s uncle, Haridas Sengupta, *
had instituted for the benefit of
the young boy, the proceeds of
which the latter was supposed to
receive at the age of 21. Upon
Abani’s death that money went
to his father who had been a
struggling craftsman in a small
workshop up to that date.

It was with the money of his
early deceased firstborn that
Aroon’s father, Hiran Chau-
dhuri, started his factory in
Bombay and began to prosper.
His newly acquired wealth ena-
bled the middle-aged man to
marry one of Bombay’s recog-
pised beauty queens, since his
first wife had died soon after
his son, still back in Caleutta."

WHILE Aroon spoke, Mira list-

ened attentively, yet silently,
She did not interrupt, nor did
she prompt. Her penetrating
eyes were fixed upon his face
and the narrow lips remained
stiff, reserving judgment.

After having said all this,
Aroon was unable to proceed,
although visibly anxious to do :
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80. Miga broke her silence at
last to give him a lead :

“Did you find in Calcutta
what you were looking for 77

Th(_e seemingly  innocuous
question was well calculated,

"D I find it I” Words burst out

of him as from a volcano.
‘I have rounded off my story
" to perfection. My brother was
drowned in the bath-tub when
he was with my father alone at
home, mind you, in a bath-room
that could not be locked from
the inside. He died just in time
for my father to use his money
to set up a factory. A few
months later Abani’s mother
died just in time to emable my
father to marry a younger
woman, When I began to show
interest in my brother’s fate, my
father prevented me from com-
ing to Calcutta and hurriedly
despatched me off to England to
College. In London I was just
about to forget' Abani when I
read a real-life murder story
about a man who killed women
in a buth-tab by lifting their
feet and thus making their heads

sink under the water, Now you.

see, why I had to seize the
opportunity to talk to you! How
could I have lived all alone with
such a terrible truth any longer?”

““ What terrible truth do you
mean?’ Her voice sounded
very cold. *‘ All I could discern
was a passionate indictment
based on selected facts. You
even chalk up against your father
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that he sent you to an English
Technical College...” . '

‘“But don’t you think that
all my facts taken together

_ prove...”

“They certainly prove one
thing.”

“ What ?”

“ That you hate father and
are prepared to marshal all the
facts against him. It is not so
unusual in the case of boys with
pretty young mothers. ° Oedi-
pus Complex’, they call it.”

“ You think all that I have
said was inspired by the malice
of a jealous child?” he asked
indignantly,

© I did not say that. It is,
however, a fact that all through-
out these long years nobody
but you has seen fit to prosecute
your father. And you of all
people are not entitled to sct
yourself up as his judge since,
guided by your emotions, you
are not even suited to act as an:
impartial witness.”

ARroon felt that he had been

transformed from prosecutor
into defendant. His eyes plead-
ed for mercy and she was quick
to grant it.

“I want you to stop wasting

your life,” she said and her voice
was warm, “acting as a self-
appointed avenging angel. You

—Please see page 56

By A.

THE clock struck eight, and
it was dark outside.

Naresh was reading with
very deep interest an Edgar
Wallace novel, conveniently
stretching his limbs on a com-
fortable Dunlop cushion. Though
the suspense in the story had
carried him far away from his
surroundings, he was still
conscious that somebody—
probably a stranger—had en-
tered the house. His sharp
ears caught, without effort,
the soft footsteps of a man
.walking in front of the room,
‘perhaps with the utmost care so
as to make the least possible
noise.

In a second Naresh was on
his feet. He went near the door,
but did not open it., ‘I am get-
ting nervous these days °, he said

RAJ

to himself. €My ears are also
deceiving me, and I must not
give way to such trifle frights.”
Only two minutes ago, he
thought, he saw a face at the
window. When Naresh rushed
and looked through the window,
he saw nobody in the yard.

He was again on the cot with
the novel in his hand. He
thought he heard a sound by the
door and, to his fear, saw the
door being pushed slowly from
the outside.

UsT at that moment, the tele-

phone by his bed rang sharply,
and before it could complete its
couplet, Naresh grabbed the
receiver. Hardly had he taken
itto his ear when Naresh was
interrupted by a gruff command,
“Put it down, “or I’ll shoot!”
Naresh obeyed because the
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He wanted to get rid of the woman who

was frustrating his nefarious plans. And he
imposed on her a sentence of death. ‘
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stranger, a tall man with an ugly
mask covering his face, had a
pistol pointing at him. Being
startled at the sudden appear-

ance of a man with a dangerous e

weapon in hand, Naresh forgot
he should keep the receiver
on the rest; he dropped it on
the cot.

When the receiver was close
to his ear, Naresh heard only one
word through the wire, and it
was his own name, ‘‘Nareesh ?7”’
It was an enquiry if the speaker
was connected to the proper
person. A woman’s voice it
was, and Naresh did not know
what connections she could have
with the stranger in the mask.

HE masked intruder took up
the receiver which Naresh had
dropped on the cot.

“ Hello !
Naresh here.”

A pause. ¢ Yes.

The stranger then listened on
the ‘’phone for nearly five
minutes punctuating the infor-
mation conveyed by the woman
with a variety of exclamations.

“Don’t you worry,” he assur-
ed her: “I am always here to
help people when they are in
distress. I will be in your room
in another fifteen minutes.”

After keeping the receiver on
the rest, the stranger said, ‘“The
person who wanted you on the
telephone is to die in an hour’s
time.”

“ Who’s she ?” asked Naresh
without a thought.

QURPRISED, the man asked,
“How do you know it’s a
woman 7" 1

“I heard her voice, that is,
she called my name, before I

dropped the receiver.” Naresh
waited to hear the woman's
name.

“You will not know her

name, because she will not con-
tact you again.”

‘“ How did you know she will}
ring me up ?” ‘

*1 obtruded upon you not to
prevent you from talking on the
‘phone ; 1 thought she had
already telephoned you and I
came here to stop you from
going to her. The unfortunate
woman suffers from heart dis-
ease and it is possible she may
get a fatal attack tonight.”

“If it is just a heart disease,
why did you prevent her frou,
speaking to me ?”

“You shall not know the
secret, Mr. Naresh.”

“ And how do you know she
will get a fatal attack tonight 7

“1 have already spoken more
than is necessary. If youn
interfere in this matter, I warn
you, you will be dealt with mer-
cilessly. Take this warning and
be a sensible man.”

52

So saying, the intruder went
out of Naresh’s bedroom, closed
the door behind him and bolted
it from the outside. Naresh

. banged the door and cursed the

masked man, but he received no
reply.

HeE contacted the Telephone

House and enquired from
which number came the last call
to him. The girl was apologetic,
‘I am sorry, sir ; many girls are
on leave today, and I am so
busy. I shall find out and ring
you in five minutes.”

{ Already ten minutes had been
wasted and Naresh was restless.
He did not worry much about
opening the door which the
stranger had closed on him.
The dominant question in his

mind was, ‘who could that
woman be? He met a lot of
persons everyday, men and

women,—soue new, some friends
and some recent acquaintances.
¢ She called me Nareesh,” he said
to himself. He strained his
Jnemory to recollect who usually
“called his name with that pecu-
liar pronunciation. After re-
collecting the hundred names
that came to his mind,
Naresh thought (he was not
quite surc) that Mrs. Shanthi
Ramgopal, should be the
woman in distress. He had
talked with her often, but he
‘could not remember for certain
Jf she called his name with that
peculiar pronunciation,

Naresh seized the telephone
directory, picked up the number
and dialled. The bell was ring-
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ing impatiently at the other end,
but none answeged the call.

A woman slightly fair of skin,
but obviously pale, was walking
restlessly in her little bedroom
in the first floor. Her face was
drawn and her hair slightly dis-
hevelled: Though she was just
twentysix years of age, fear and
helplessness made her look as if
she were above thirty-five. Just
as the face of a man who had
lost all hopes, being condemned
to death, this woman’s face dis-
played misery and fear. She
knew she was to meet death that
night and her face showed how
much afraid she was to keep up
the appointment.  Such a fore-
knowledge always keeps a person
in continuous torture until death
itself comes and benumbs the
limbs. And this was the torture
the woman was undergoing.

NLY that evening she came to

know of the intended plot to
murder her, From 7 o’clock
she had been trying to ’phone
up her friend, but she did not
have any excuse nor an oppor-
tunity to go into her husband’s
office room where the telephone
was installed. At last, at about
8 o’clock she had entered her
husband’s office room without
being noticed, and dialled the
number. At the other end some-
body lifted the receiver, but
without answering, threw it on
the table, or so she thought, for
the sound it made had nearly
broken her ear-drum. There
was a pause during which she
went on galling, “ Hello ! Hello !”
The man picked up the receiver



once again, and spoke. He
listened to what she had had
to say. His voicc was complete-
ly different and she thought it
- must be owing to speaking

throuigh the wire to which she
was pot accustomed. He said
he would come to her rescue in
another fifteen minutes. While
she was coming out of the room
after making the call, somebody
seized her by the shoulders;
another person plugged a hand-
kerchief in her mouth. She was
carried to her room and after
throwing her recklessly, the two
men closed the door, bolted it
from the outside and went away.
She did not see any of them.

Her own room was thus turned
into a prison for her! Half an
hour had since passed and there
was no sign of Naresh | She was
now doubtful if she had spoken
to the right person. Was it
really Naresh who answered the
call, or as she had suspected,
, was it somebody else?

HOUGH Mrs. Shanthi Ram-

gopal knew well that the door
was locked from the outside,
the stupid hope of an escape
which the sentenced criminals
purse on their last journey to the
gallows, urged her to try the
door once more and run away
somewhere,—somewhere beyond
the reach of the murderers. She
tried, but the door did not open.

There was a sound at h.er
window. Eight fingers in white
gloves were clutching at the
Jower frame of the window. A

smile involuntarily appeared on,
her lips and she wanted to run
and give a hand to the man. But
the next moment she blanched

white to the lips. It was a man

with an ugly mask over his face. -

Perhaps, this was the chap who
bhad been engaged to murder
ber, she thought. Pressing her
hands against her cheeks and
closing the eyes, the woman
screamed.

“SHHHH...” cautioned the man,

forefinger across his mouth.
He took.off the mask and
Shanthi nearly fell on the man
in joy, surprise and relief. She
clung to him so tightly and fond-|
ly as a woman would do when
shemet her lover after a long
break.

Shanthi narrated to him
quickly the details of the plot: to
murder her as far as she knew,
and the circumstances that had
led to the same.

“ Where’s the telephone 7
asked Naresh in a whisper.

{
“ In my husband’s office room

downstairs,” she replied.

When he reached for the door,
‘Shanthi said that the door was
bolted from the outside. ¢ They
locked me up here to prevent

me from speaking on the tele-.

phone.”

“J see,” he said, “don’t be
afraid, Mrs. Ramgopal,” Naresh
encouraged. “I will see that
nobody touches you to-pight;
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.and moreover thé persons who
have plotted to murder you shall
be taken into safe custody ta-
night.” So saying, Naresh
jumped on the window and
'descended down the way he
clambered up.

AT about 9 o’clock that night,

Shanthi Ramgopal heard some-
body open the door. The door
slowly opened and like a thief
her husband, Mr.J. Ramgopal,
sneaked his neck and entered.
The tall, handsome Ramgopal,
nice and smart, wore
a villain’s chuckle.
;@essly closed the door and came
near his wife. This was the
intended last interview with
her husband, she thought.
The murderer would, perhaps,
follow.

Ramgopal pulled from his
pocket a red scarf and was
swinging it in front of him,
.What a surprise! Ramgopal
himself was to do the killing !
Shanthi screamed and Ramgopal
‘;:hucklcd.

“Shanthi, my dear, do you
think I am going to do this in
pleasure 7 I have arrived at this
inevitable decision because you
are so very adamant and obstin-
ate, Look how I  shiver.
I am afraid as much as I grieve.
During the last five years you
have given me all the pleasures
a woman—a wife—can give to
*her husband, and now...... »”

Shanthi wept, She fell down
onher knees and begged her
husband to have mercy on her,

He noise-
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She promised she would be
sensible thereafter and would not
threaten to tell the police or
anybody that he was the chief of
the contraband gold and opjum
traffic in the city. She promised
him she would not interfere with
any of his rackets but that she
would be a dutiful wife,

“Yam so sorry, my dear,”
apologised Ramgopal.  Once
you have formed an idea to
betray me—to hand me over to
the police—I don’t think, I am
safe, Shanthi. Any time there
may be a quarrel between us
and you may straightaway go
to the telephone and ring up
your favourite friend, Naresh,
who pokes his nose most un-
necessarily into other people’s
business.”

“I won’t do any such stupid
things hereafter. Please, for
God’s sake, leave me alive. It
is so horrible to thisk that I
must dic, and that too, strangled
...... by you: At least shooting
will bring instantaneous death.
But strangling....0 God, it is so
horrible. Please forgive me and
spare my life.”

] AM sorry, my dear. In

case you squeal, what will
happen to all the nuggets of
gold I have at present? What
will happen to the busy trafficking
in opium which yields in lakhs
to me every year, free of income
tax? What will happen to all’
the efforts and risks I have taken
all these years to bring this
traffic to a perfection? And
what will happen to my name



which I have been able to keep
with respect and.regard all these
years? When I begged you last
week to be one of my partners
in the business, not only did you
refuse such a handsome offer,
but even went to the extent of
threatening to hand me over to
the police...... I have been watch-
ing your movements since then,
Shanthi, and I am convinced
that you must be silenced.”

Ramgopal came near Shanthi
holding the two opposite ends of
the scarf in each of his hands.
“Ihope you will yield quietly,
my dear.”

She made a last attempt.
“ Have mercy on me, please.”

¢¢T'HAT is too great a risk to take,

Shanti...... And now, don’t
make noise. If you do, my
friend outside will make the
job easy for me.”

When Ramgopal coolly threw
the scarf around her neck, Shanti
cried aloud, and the door
opened.

“You see, the man is com-
ing,” said Romgopal with a
murderer’s smile on his lips.
And the next moment, Ram-
gopal’s friend who was to assist
him in strangling Shanthi feil
in front of Ramgopal with a
heavy thud and rolled. Startl-
ed, Ramgopal turned to see who
the assailant was. To his
consternation, he saw Detective
Inspector Gajaraj with a
triumphant smile on his face.
A pistol was pointing at Ram-
gopal’s heart.

Before the Inspector said,
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* Hands up,” Ramgopal "raised
both his hands, followed by his
friend who was slowly trying to
stand on his legs.

The steel almirah in the roomy
slowly shook, and opening the
doors, out came Naresh, laughing
—laughing as if nothing unusual
had happened.

“You® asked Ramgopal
addressing his wife, ‘‘have
trapped me ?”’

““Yes, my dear husband,” she
said simulating the bent of his
voice. * This was made inevit-
able as a self-defence . *

Shadows Of The Past
—Continued from page 50

are Aroon, Abani was Abani.
He had his karma, you have
yours. Make the best use of
your opportunities for the future
instead of harking back.”

Aroon sensed her genuine
concern for him and that was
a good fecling. A new human
contact tearing up the cobweb
invisibly woven around him by
the members of his own familyf
alive and dead. '

“I_think you are right,”
Aroon conceded aloud, yet
added under the same breath:
“But I've been right, too, in 2
sense.”

“Oh ?” She looked up at him
whimsically.

“ Don’t you realise?” He
smiled again. ‘ Had it not been
for my hunting after the shadows
of the past, [ would never have
met you.” 1t
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Mystery Story Serial—4

Soul

Changed Jts Body!

Our Shastras tell us that the soul can hop from
one body to another and then return to its
original shell. The following story, written by
an English woman, confirms this amazing truth,

¢¢ T TELL you,” Jackson said,
clinching his argument,
“J know that the thing
has actually been done.”

His two companions received
the statement with stolid in-
credulity.

“Sorry, but I don’t believe
it,” Lynn said flatly.

“ You mean to tell us thatyou
have known an instance in which
the soul—the ego—of one man
entered into and took possession
of the body of another, whose

soul was absent during sleep ?”
Faraday demanded, 1 should
want some proof to make me
swallow that yarn, old man!”

RN M N RN
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Mrs. J. O. Arnold
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¢¢You can believe it or pot. The

evidence in favour of its
having happened is, to my mind,
beyond question,”  Jacksom
asserted, sticking to his guns.
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nut to crack,

$“WELL, goon. Tell us all about

) it.” Faraday lit a fresh
pipe. - That suavely tolerant air
of his, suggesting an open mind
and willingness to hear the case
through,  however doubtful it
might appear to be, was one of
Faraday’s strong points. He
was always open to conviction—
and merciless when not con-
vinced.

* Fire away,” Lynn joined in,
encouragingly.

“ First of all, we’ll discuss the
main point at issue—namely that
it is possible for the soul—that’s
as good a word as any—of a
man to vacate his body during
sleep, leaving the carthly house
S0 to speak, without a spiritual
tenant. Well, we have all met
or heard of people who declare
that they have wandered in un-
known yet perfectly recognisable
places during the hours of sleep.

- They can describe their journey-
ings quite definitely upon awak-
ening.

““ There are others who declare
they have spent the hours of
sleep in the company of absent
ones whom they love—some dead,
some alive but far away : and,
upon awakening, have had the
most clear and vivid recollection
of all that passed.”’

“Both examples can be
accounted for,” Faraday said
with calm conviction, * and both
refer only to the departure of
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AP ‘ («(
Faraday was, he knew, a hard

the ego elsewhere during sleep
If we grant so much, the entrance
of.a new temporary tenant into
the vacated premises, so to
speak, is in no way proved,”

“Wait a bit, what’s the old
tag ? “ Nature abhors a vacuum °.
Well, [ assert that I have person-
ally known such a case,” Jackson
persisted.

_““A most unpleasant sugges-
tion,” Lynn said. “I don’t like
the notion of a game of Genleral
Post going on whilst I am sup-
posed to be sleeping the sleep of
the just. 'Who knows what sort
of an undesirable tramp ego
might not take possession of me
whilst [ wandered in distant
lands, or went to rejoin a lost
pal? No—I'm all against it
old fellow,” '

_*“ Nevertheless you’d be con-
vinced there was something in
it if you’d had my experience. It
was...horrible I”

ACKSON hesitated before speak-

ing the last word, as though
he paused to find an adequate
expression. He had lowered his
voice, and something in his
manner, some gesture of horror,
communicated itself to his
hearers. .

*“ Go on.”

It was Faraday who spoke.
His grave eyes were fixed on
Jackson’s face. Plainly he was
all attention.

* « It happened a few years ago.

I had gone for a fortnight’s
tramp with another fellow in a
remote hilly part of Yorkshire,
as far from civilization, motor
buses, petrol pumps and human-
ity as it was possible to go. We
had put up at a remote farm-
house, miles from every other
kind of habitation: But, lopely
as it was, it suited us exactly, and
we lived the simple life with a
vengeance, without a frill or
convention to worry us. Outin
the open all day—tramping,
climbing, exploring—"

“ That’s the right sort of holi-
day,” Lynn putin with a nod-
ding hcad, “and dog-tired at
night—"’

¢WE - thought we were the

only visitors at the farm,”
Jackson went on, ‘ but after a
couple of days we discovered
there was another man staying
there. However, he didn’t
interfere with us—a most re-
tiring, not to say secretive,
person he turned out to be. He
lived in a bed-sitting room, and
never left it during the day-time,
only creeping downstairs in the
dusk, avoiding us in the most
pointed way, and never going
for a walk until it was dark: If
he’d been a criminal in hiding
he could scarcely have kept
himself more to the back-

ground.”

«Perhaps he was,” hazarded
Lynn. “Didthe farmer’s wife
explain him in any way P

«She said he was a Professor

4
of something, suffering from
overstrain and under doctor’s
orders to see no one and do
nothing: That’s all we know.”

* Then you never really saw ..
him ?” Faraday asked.

¢¢yes—once. I was going up the
narrow, rickety staircase one

night with a torch in my hand,
there being no light whatever up
there, when I came full upon
him. [ flashed the bull’s eye
upon him almost involuntarily
and saw him clearly.” A

“ Which did his appearance
suggest? The overworked Pro-
fessor or the criminal in hiding?”
Faraday asked.

« Hard to say—except for his
eyes. He was a big man with
black hair and a black beard—
not the elderly, stooping indivi-
dual I had pictured him as being. *
He wore horn-rimmed spectacles,
but I saw that his eyes, remark-
ably close together, were cruel—
mean and furtive, too. I dis-
trusted the man at once because
of them.

“Sorry,” I said, *“it’s so con-
foundedly dark on these stairs.”

“ He made no clear reply, but
mumbling something in  his
beard, passed me and went out.
~ ¢« We were too much occupied
during the day, and too tired in
the evening to bother about him,
From what the farmer’s wife
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said, he plainly preferred to be
alone. And there was no reason
for us to force our society upon
him. So he went his way, and
we went ours—until one day
when something happened.

““ We had started off early in
the morning on a longer tramp
than usualand it was dusk before
we turned into thc lonely lane
that led to the farm-house. On
one side was a fir plantation and
a stiffish stone wall of that un-
cemented kind that looks as if
a high wind would blow it down,
but is, nevertheless, a nasty pro-
position to climb over, We were
half way along the lane when a
sound of groaning pulled us
both up suddenly.

‘““What’s that ? Sounds like
somebody hurt !’ Jaffray said.

““ We stood still, listening.

“The groans came from a
spot beneath the high wall on
our left. And going towards it
we were not long in discovering
the cause.

¢¢ A MAN Jay there in a huddled

heap, his head, as we could
see even in the growing darkness,
upon a great sharp-edged
boulder upon which we guessed
- he had fallen from the top of the
wall. We could not see the
nature of his injuries, but his
groans plainly indicated he was
damaged somewhere.

* Jaffray stooped over him.

“Hullo! What’s happened ?
Had a fall?** he asked, and
striking a match looked into the
man’s face. 1 was standing

close by, and recognized him
unsociable

instantly as our
fellow-lodger at the farm.

¢¢THE man opened his eyes that

had been closed, and, seeing
us, made an effort to rise. He
murmured something incoher-
ently.

“ Doesn’t know what he’s say-

ing. He’s had a nasty knock
on the head. Look!”

“Jaffray pointed to a red
wound over the temple, and to
the staincd shirt front wupon
which it had dripped.

“ We were still some distance
from the farm, and it was
obvious the man required help
as quickly as possible.

“I'll carry him on my back
Jaffray said. ‘ You go on in
front and warn Mrs. Bland. See
there’s hot water and so on. Just
give me a hand first to get him
hoisted.”

“If the man had been half
dazed he seemed to come to his
senses when Jaffray laid hold of
him. Feebly, yet in a manner
desperately, he resisted.

“Come now—we've got you
all safe and sound,” I said, as
Jaffray stopped for his burden.
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* “*Got me ? Aye, so you have,
d—n you! A string of blas-
phemous oaths followed.

‘“His voice was deep and
sounded like a snarl, a voice not
easily to be forgotten by reason
of its quality of suppressed fier-
ceness,

‘“‘But the flash of rage lasted

only for an instant—in the pext
he had become unconscious.

“ We did all we could for him

_amongst us, and then I went off,

instructed by Mrs. Bland, to
fetch the nearest doctor.

“ When I returned, bringing
him with me, Jaffray told me how
matters had gone during my
absence.”

“1 sat by him, trying to soot-
he him,” he said. ‘ But the
poor chap’s mind wandered the
whole time. He talked non-
sense—sheer rubbijsh.”

“ ‘What sort of nonsense? 1
asked. For those fierce words
uttered in the lane stayed in my
mind.

€ ¢CHIEFLY, he wanted to get

away. His idea of prefer-
ring to be alone came out pretty
strongly, I assure you. And he
used a considerable amount of
language that was not in the

Jeast academic—ill-befitting a

Professor, even one suffering
from overwork—so that at last
Ibegan to wonder if he were
quitc all he made himself out

61

to be, or something rather
different I

¢“THE doctor, coming in at the

moment, put an end to our
talk. He explained the patient’s
condition to us briefly, promised
to send a2 nurse and to call in .
the morning. Then he left.

‘““ The nurse duly arrived, and
our assistances being no longer
required, we shut ourselves into
eur little parlour. With slipper-
ed feet we set by the wood fire,
for the evening had grown
chilly after the sun set, lit our
pipes and fell to talking.

I forget whether I have or
have not told you that Jaffray,
although the best of fellows, was
a bit of a crank on some sub-
jects. I mnever pretended to
follow his views on psychic
affairs, mind transference, mental
telepathy and occult matters in
general. I wasn’t really much
interested in them, being a mere
materialist with my living to
earn, and no time to waste on
side shows. But I grant that
old Jaffray—he was about 50 at
the time—got some remarkable
results occasionally. And, any-
way, this sort of investigation -
was his pet hobby.

“Well, we somehow began
discussing the very subject we've
been speaking of tonight ; the
absence of a man’s ego, soul,
spirit—call it by what name you
ltke, so long as you mean that
part of him which is not
physical, but which expressed
his personality—during sleep or



unconsciousness, and the possi-
bility of another ego temporarily
becoming tenant, so to speak,
of the vacated premises,

“I told Jaffray I couldn’t
argue the point, having neither
data nor experience to go upon.

¢¢ ¢Bur from your point of view
listening to our friend up-

stairs when we came on him in
the lane with a broken skull, I
-shouldn’t mind admitting that
a devil of some sort had got
possession of his brain-pan. I
- never heard a man speak more
fiendishly,” I said.

“Presently we smoked in
silence, both tired out with fresh
air and exercise. It must have
been late, and we had probably
been dozing in front of the wood
- fire, when a soft tapping at the
door roused us. It was the nurse,
whom so far I had not seen.

“*MayIcome in for a mo-
ment 7 she said quietly, “ My
patient is still unconscious, but
_ I felt I should like to speak to
you for a moment. Everyone
_ 8gems to have gone to bed.”

“I drew a chair up to the
dying fire.

“ ‘No—I mustn’t stay, thank
you. But I thought you should
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know that the man upstairs is.
‘not what he pretends to be. He
wears a false beard and is obvi-
ously disguised. Also, when I
first saw him, his ravings con-
vinced him of—well, perhaps, 1
had better say no more...And
for the present, please consider
this as confidential. But I thought
it wise to have witnesses.” »

“¢< Do you think he will re-
cover 7 Jaffray asked.

< ¢ Possibly not. 'Well, I have
one Or two matters to see to |
before. 1 settle for the night.
A place like this is naturally not
well equipped for nursing,” She
smiled, and nodding good-night
to us, went out as quietly as she
had entered. We heard her go
into the farm kitchen.

¢ couLpN'T help watching

Jaffray. He was as white as
paper instead of looking like a
man who had walked the moors ;
all day. And he was plainly
thinking hard....My instinct was
to talk about commonplace
things and avoid anything
psychic. So I said how good
the cheese had been at supper.

“But it was no use. Jaffray °

wasn’t interested in cheese.

“‘It seems to me,’” he said,
ignoring my remark, ‘that this
is a unique opportunity for
testing my theory.’

-« ¢ Rubbish P I said.

¢ ¢THs man will probably re-
main unconscious for some
time. Ted— he turped to me,
his eyes shining, ‘I am pre-
pared to wager what you like
that I will transfer my ego and
by exercise of .concentrated will-
power take possession of—"’

«“But I would not let him
finish.

“Don’t be an ass!’ 1 broke
in. ForI bated what he pro-
® posed, though I did not believe
in its possibility. ““I won’t take
any such wager !’

- “““Then I shall do it without.
Good-night, old chap. P'm
dog-tired ; I shan’t need rock-
ing tonight.’

“ And with that he went right
off to bed.

«“]1 walked about the little
parlour much disturbed in mind.
1 did not believe for one mo-
. ment that Jaffray could succeed
"in carrying out his intention.
But I knew him for a determin-
ed fellow; and that he had
profound faith in his extra-
ordinary theories. What could
I do? Certainly not prevent
him from making this strange
attempt. I would go up present-
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ly and see if he was ail right. "

As for me, slegp was by now far
from me. I was wide awake,
every nerve tightened to strain-
ing point, awaiting I knew not
what...

“Then suddenly, without
warning, the awful thing hap-
pened...someone came tearing
down the stairs in headlong
haste—then the door was flung
violently open—and a man

almost fell into the room. It,-

was the patient from upstairs !
His eyes were wide with terror;
his features contorted with fear ;
sweat stood upon his forehead,
his arms were stretched out to
be in agonized entreaty...

«<Helpme! Save me! Ted,
for the love of Heaven, help me!
I'm caught...I can’t get away...’

¢ It was the voice of Jaffray!

¢« Even as I realised it he fell
forward and lay gasping upon
the ground.

«J rusHED past him to Jaff-
ray’sroom. He lay upon the
bed—dead.”

The silence was broken by
Faraday.

« A verdict of heart failure
was returned, I suppose ?”
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I nodded.

‘ And the other man 7’

““ He recovered. An amazing
revival, the nurse said. But
when later on the police arrived
to arrest him for a murder com-
mitted months earlier, they found
he had escaped them, having
taken poison, kept in rcadiness,
no doubt for such an emer-
gency—"

*“Or because the new tenant
did not like his quarters,”” Fara-
day hazarded grimly. 11

The Dream Honse _
—Continued from page 42

choosing this path for us. This
was the most easy to find of all
professions, she said. She had
tried all channels to gain us a
footing in the film world, but all
‘her efforts proved futite. Dishear-

tened and with no pie left, sife.

threw open the door of this
detestable life before us! Inno-
cent so far and ignorant at first
of this horrid experience, we be-
came used to it as time passed

»

on,

She stopped abruptly. Her
bosom was heaving. She did
not sob or weep, but in
her eyes there glistened a tear
treambling, and threatening to
roll down at the least provoc-
ation, She was silently enduring
the bitter experiences of life—
alone! Though the cup be filled
with poison, one needs must
drink of it! She may not per-
haps be aware of that rule of
life !

“ Enough food for thought for
a sleepless night,” I thought.
Bidding farewell to the melancho-
ly house and its still more melan-
choly occupants, I hastened
toward home. And even as I
opened the door of my apartment.
my heart yearned to hear those

two golden lines of the song. .
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DIFFERENCE ?

Juanito, a ten-year-old news-
boy in a South American resort
town, had mastered some English
for the tourist trade, but not
enough of the North Americans’
baffling sense of immediacy.

One day, he sold a paper to
a northern visitor and, pocket-
ing his centavos, was well up the
street when he was overtaken by
an angry roar.

“ Come back here!” shouted

‘the customer. “Today is Friday

and this is last Tuesday’s
paper !”

Unruffled, the lad returned
and asked confidentially,
- Sepor, haf you read eet ?”

“ W-well, no,” the tourist

" admitted.

“So!”  said Juanito,  his
shoulders expressive;  “ then
wot’s the deeference 7”*
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STARTLED !

Passengers on a crowded
London bus were thrown into a
panic the other morning when—
just as the ©bus started—a
woman’s voice shouted : “Wait !
Wait till I get my clothes off !’}

Startled, the driver stopped
the bus dead. When he dared
turn around, he saw a woman
making her way down the bus
steps—carrying a large basket of
laundry.

* * .

WIDE BEACH

A traveller in the middle of
the Sahara Desert was amazed
to come upon a man in a bathing
suit. ““ Where on earth are you
going 7’ he demanded.

*“ Swimming,” replied the man.

. “B’ut,” said the traveller,
you're a hundred miles from
the sea.””

“Yes,” replied the other ;
““ wide beach, isn’t it 77
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‘Excessegpayt -

The old countryman sént his
young son to the village shop
for an ounce of tobacco, giving
him sixpence. He waited. Years
passed—and more years. Then
one day a magnificent motor-car
pulled up beside his humble
cottage door, and out stepped a
prosperous-looking man.

“ Well, Dad,” he boomed, I
went to America, worked hard,
and so I guess I'm rich now.”

- ““Maybe,” retorted the old

chap curtly, “but where’s my
. baccy

The son produced a packet

from his pocket. “ Here it is,
Dad,” he said “* but it’s dearer
now. You owe me threce-and-
sixpence.”

GOOD PLACE

‘The railway porter looked
searchingly at a group of girls
waiting on the platform.
‘“ Aren’t you the crooners who
sang on the radio tonight ?”’

“That’s right,”” one of them
told him. *‘We were making
our debut on the air.”

““And where are you bound for
now 7”’

“We're just off to South
Africa.”

(i /Thﬁponef | Sﬁiﬁeds “ H’mr”‘

he remarked. I suppose. that’s
as good a place to hide as any. \

* » *

FIRM REPLY

“Johp,” said the nervous
woman nudging her husband,
“ did you hear anything 9"

“Yes, dear, it must be bur-
glars.” As he spoke he began
to get out of bed.

*Oh, John, do be careful!
Don’t take any risks. What are
you going to do ?”’ ¥

“Lock the bedroom door,"y
was the firm reply.

* - .
ORANGE AND WILLIAM !

Conversation at breakfast in an
Oxford hotel. First American,
diving into a pot of marmalade :
“It’s a vurrry remarkable thing
how the British have always
excelled in the production of
orange marmalade.” Second
American, grabbing the pot g
 Waal, didn’t one of their kings"
come from there—William the
something, was it 7"’

* » *

GOT TIME

A tourist driving along through
the country noticed a farmer and
his little daughter sitting undeg;
a trce. The tourist pulled wp®
alongside and admired the little
girl,
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* What do you call her?” he

“asked the farmer.

“ Ar.ﬁalasyinta,” the farmer
replied.

“Isn’t that a rather long
name ?

‘“The farmer looked at the
tourist with contempt. *‘ Listen,
son, we’re not city folks—we’ve
got time.”

» - *

SENSIBLE !

A colonel was transferring to a
new command. On reaching
his depot, he found stacks of old
documents accumulated in the
archives of his predecessors, so
he wired headquarters for
permission to burn them. The
answer came back : “ Yes, but
make copies first.”

* * »

AMBITION

On the first day of school, the
teacher was asking each of the
first-formers to tell his name and
what he wanted to be when he
grew up.

One little tow-head spoke up
importantly.

~“I'm Jimmy. When I grow
up I'm going to be a lion tamer.
T'll have lots of fierce lions and
tigers, and I’ll walk in the cage
and”’—he  hesitated for a
moment, then continued—* but,
of course, 'l have my mother
with me.”
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A 7 LUCK
Old friends met again after
many years.,

“ Have you heard about Bill 7
asked one referring to an acqua-
intance,

‘““No,” said the . othet;
* What happened to him 7

‘ He dropped dead oﬁtside a
public house.”

““ Going in or coming out ?”’

“ Going in.”

“ What bad luck !’
* ® *
FRANK

“Doctor, if there is anything
the matter with me, don’t frigh- -
ten me half to death by giving
it a long, scientific name. Just
tell me what it is in plain
English.”

“Well, to be frank—you are
lazy !” ,

“Thank you, doctor. Now
tell me the scientific name for it.
Fve got to let my wife know
what’s the matter with me!”

* * B
HAD SIX

“My Mother will be surprised
when she gets my letter.

“% Harold,” she used to say,
‘you are so stupid that you will
never get a job,” and in the last
month I have had six I” s



Questions & Answers

(All types of questions from our readers are welcome. Answers may be
diverting, informative or instructive as the case may be but under
no circumstances is any offence meant to anyone.)

M. N. Sidhwa, Poona.

Q.—Democracy is crumbling all about India. Burma and Pakistan
are under military rule, What do you prefer for India ?

A.—Should we burn our house simply because there are bugsin

neighbouring buildings ? Gandhiji’s Ramrajya is stilt our
ideal though we would like the franchise to be restricted only

to educated persons above 25 years of age.

H. Kaul, Amritsar.
Q.—What do young men approve of about thc modern miss ?

A.—About her all too transparent dress, of course! They app-
reciate also her art in leaving nothing to the imagination !

R. S. Rau, Bombay-1.

O.—Supposing a wise man finds himself in a gathering of fools how
should he behave ?

A.—To pretend that he is a fool likc them !

Miss K. Kamini, Madras.

©0.—I want to marry a man here who already has a wife. What -

will happen if I seduce him into marriage ?

A.—He will then be  seduced ” into jail by his first wife.. In the

eye of the law bigamy is rummy, and the court has a sentence
tolevy! No escape, dearie!
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Y. V. Visveswaran, Coimbatore.

Q.— India >’ (our country) i§ viewed as & * Maéazine ” representing
different States with different people with different customs
and traditions in its different pages. Which page would you
like to read first ? . ‘

.4.—A curious question ! Would a man like to have any part of
his body cut off separately and look at it? Al pages are of .
equal importance and can be read with equal interest at any
time. Even as life animates the human body, a silken thread
of unity binds all the people of India whether in the North,
South, East or West. *India Magazine ” belongs to one
and all, and we are proud to make that claim. ‘

K. V. Krishnan, Seydunganallur.

Q.—Why do men grow moustaches?

A.—Because women like the ¢ feel’ of such bristles against their
soft cheeks !

T. Malbiotra, Patna.

Q.—What is the best method of silencing a quarrelsome wife ?

A.—To be silent but firm.

L. Mitter, Calcutza.

'@.—1 often dream that I am marryingan angel in Heaven. What -

should I"do ?

A.—Will away your property on the earth and await the call from
Heaven ! -

P. Ram Dixit, Lucknow.

Q.—Don’t you agree with me that “ India Magazine > is the lead-
ing short story magazine in India? What is the principle
behind your selection of the stories from contributors ?

A.—Any story that is neatly written, covers some aspect of life and
carries the human touch is accepted at once. Stories may
come from any part of India or even from abroad. But
fiction based on Indian life is given first preference.

J. K. Sahu, Mathura.

Q.—If all colipges are converted info co-educational institutions
what will be the result ?

A.—More secret romances and headaches for the parents!

This month’s prize of five rupees for the best question has been
: awarded to: R. S. Rau, Bombay-1.
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PLANETS & YOUR FORTUNE!
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The following predictions are based on the movement of the Nine Planets
in the 12 Rasis according to Gockara. The positions of the planets from
Janma Rasi (Moon’s Place) are taken into aceount in forecasting -the
effects. Those running a favourable Dasa or Bhukthi will experience the
evil effects in a lesser degree and those running malefic Dasa or - Bhukthi
will experience the evil effects in a greater measure.

[Astrological Forecasts for November 1958T

By T. V. RAMAN

MESHA
(Aswini 4, Bharani 4, Krithigail.)

Mars, Lord of the Lagna, is

placed in the 2nd house, un--

aspected by geod planets. Your
health will, therefore, undergo
. & setback. The important
feature of this month is that
Saturn, who was hitherto in
~the 8th house, causing great
distress, has moved to the
9th house, This apart, Rahu
and Kethu have changed to
Kanya and Meena, respectively.
As a result, Jupiter in the 7th
" house is free to bestow beneficial
effects. 1 have noticed people
belonging to this Rasi experienc-
ing very beneficial effects on
account of Rahu in the 6th

house, Jupiter in the 7th house -

and Saturn in the Sth house.
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The only planet that can cause

evil effects is Sun, who is Lord
of the Sth house, having been
placed in the 7th house as
Neecha. But he attains Neecha-
banga. The effect will, therefore,
be a journey or transfer.

Those in services will thrive
remarkably. Some may get
promotions. Some may have a
change of career for the better.
Rahu in the 6th house indicates
gains. Persons who are sickly
will gradually regain their
original health in a few months.

Jupiter in the 7th house in-
dicates happiness in family and
auspicious functions. Some
unmarried young men will get
married. Those in business will

make surprising progress from

A S

i now onwards. Lucky Days:
7th, 17th and 21st. .

"Household women will find
+ the month splendid. The finances
"will be pouring. There will be
rejoicings in the houschold.
Their health will be good. Some
unmarried women will get marri-
ed, Birth of a baby is indicated
in the case of married women.

Women in jobs or studying
will do well. Some may under-
take a journey. The finances
will be steady. Lucky Days:
6th, 11th and 238th.

VRISHABHA
(Krithigai 3, Rohini 4, Mrigasirsha 2.)

_Venus, Lord of the Lagna, is
hidden in the 6th house but
occupies his own house. But as
he is in conjunction with Sun,
your health may undergo a
serious setback unless proper
preliminary measures are taken,
Jupiter in the 6th house and
Saturn in the 8th house worsen
the situation. Neither is Rahu
4in the 5tb house good. The
‘only beneficial planet is Kethu
in the 11th house. The people
-belonging to this Rasi will have
to put up with grave misfortune.
There may be misunderstandings
with superiors, loss of money,
of ptestige and of near relatives
in some cases.

- Businessmen should tempor-
‘arily suspend their expansion
activities as great loss is indicat-
ed. I can say the time is very
bad from all points of view. The
finances will be very bad. There
are no lucky days during this
month for them, ’

Household women will find
tgue month very tniserable. Their
nances will be very poor. Their
health may be affected. There
may be sad news. Meditation

‘and prayer will mitigate them.

Women in jobs and those
studying may not find the month
very bad. They will be able to
manage with some difficulty here
and there. Patience and per-
severance will save the situation.
Lucky Days: 2nd and 22nd.

MITHUNA

(Mrigasirsha 2, Arudra 4, Punarvasu 3)

Mercury, Lord of the Lagna,
may cause a setback to one’s
health. Blood pressure, excess
of heat, itches, scabies, ring-
worm and other such diseases
are indicated. Your finances
will be well maintained on
account of the combination of
4 planets in the 5th house. Some
may meet with unexpected for-
tune. Those in jobs will thrive
very well. Mars in the 12th
house will cause some waste and
danger through accident. Prayer
will arrest all this trouble.

Rahu in the 4th house will
create unpleasantness in the
household. Saturn in the 7tth
house will drive you to under-
take futile journeys either
imposed or otherwise. Business-
men will carry on' as usual.
Lucky Days : 2ad, 4th and 27th.

Household women will find
the month very tough. Some
women may have painful
delivery. There will be wun-
pleasantness in the household.



Their health will be affected.
Their finances wiil be static.

Women in jobs and those
studying will do well. Recogni-
tion _in_ job and success in
examinations are  indicated.
Lucky Days : 8th, 11th and 28th.

KATAKA
(Punarvasu 1, Pushya 4, Aslesha 4.)

Your health will be very good.
Rahu in the 3rd house, Saturn
in the 6th house and Mars in
the 11th house all promise great
unexpected gains and recognition.
Those in jobs will thrive remark-
ably. Businessmen will meet

with a boom. The month is

good for new ventures. The
congregation of 4 planets in the
4th house indicates luxuries and
happiness in the household.
Some may purchase a new
vehicle. The month is excellent

in all respects. Lucky Days :
9th, 19th and 29th. y d

Household women will find
the month splendid.  Their
finances will be very good.
- The children will be happy and
prosperous.

Women in jobs and those
studying will find the month
very fine. They will do very
well. This is the time for getting
higher posts and employment
for those unemployed. Lucky
Days: 2rd, 11th, and 22nd

SIMHA
(Makara 4, Pooram 4, Uthara 1.)
Sun, Lord of the Lagna, is
ngecha in the 3rd house, This
will upset your health. Rahu
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in the 2nd house will keep you
disturbed at home. Saturn in
the 5th house will cause mental
uneasiness and physical unrest. .
Jupiter in the 3rd house will not *
bring any benefit. Skin diseases
are indicated, Those in jobs
will get on well as Mars occupies
the 10th house. Businessmen
will meet with loss. Avoid new
investments. The month i
generally not good.  Lucky
Days : 2nd, 22nd and 23rd.

Household women will find
the month very miserable. Their
health will be gravely affected.
The household will be unbappy-.
Their finances will be very poor.’
Therefore it is advisable to
mitigate the evil with prayer.

Women in jobs and those
studying will pull through with
some handicaps here and there.
Lucky Days : 8th and 18th.

KANYA
(Uthira 3, Hastha 4, Chitra 2.)

Mercury, Lord of the Lagna,
though placed in the 2nd house,
becomes weak due to Artharas.
githa and, therefore, your health’
will be affected. Diseases per-
taining to the eye, mnervous
complaints and blood pressure
are indicated. Rahu in Janma
will worsen your health. Kethu
in the 7th house will drive you
to undertake futile journeys.
Saturn in the d4th house will
cause unpleasantness at home.
Those in services will fares
ordinarily. Avoid cycle riding
etc. as far as possible. Business
men will get on as usual on
account of combination ©
planets in the 2nd house.

The month is a trying one and
you should be cautious in-all
respects. Lucky Days: 9th and
19th.

Household women will do
remarkably well. Their finances

‘will be good. But their

health will be affected due to
Rahu in Janma and Saturn in
the 4th house. Great care should

' be taken in diet.

Women in jobs and those

studying will do very well. |

Success in examinations s in-
dicated. Those unemployed will

. get employed. Those already in

jobs will get  recognition.
Lucky Days : 8th and 22nd.

THULA
(Chitra 2, Swathi 4, Visaka 3.)

You are free from the evil
effects of 73 years Saturn. You

'will do remarkably well for 16

years to come. Saturn in the
3rd house, Kethu in the 1lth

- house will keep you very cheerful.

There will be unexpected sgains.

. Those who are sickly will
" improve in their health from

now onwards. Those in jobs
will get promoted. Unemployed

.young men Wwill get employed.

Businessmen will have to wait
{ill December this year for big
profits. The monthis generally
a very fortunate onme. Lucky

. Days: 3rd, 11th and 27th.

Household women will find

~ the month very excellent except-

ing from the point of view of
health. Stomach-ache, gastric
and other abdominal complaints
are indicated. Your finances
will be very good. Upmarried

irls %vill have to wait till .

December for getting married.

Women in jobs and those study-

ing will find the montg, very
rd

excellent. Lucky Days : and
27th. = :
VRISCHIKA

(Visakah 1, Anuradha'q, Jyeshta 4.)

Mars, Lord of the Lagna, is
in the 7th kendra, This will .
keep you healthy. 5 years out of
7% years of Saturn are over and
hence the period ahead will"
brmg prosperity. The distress-
ing period is already over, The
combination of 4 planets in the
12th house will cause wasteful
expenses. Rahu in the 11th
house will give sufficient gains to
cover the wasteful expenses.
Those in jobs will have to put up
with the displeasure of superiors
and their blame as Sun, Lord of
the 8th house, is Neecha. Itis
advisable to remain calm and
collected. Businessmen should
exercise great caution. Avoid
new ventures. Avoid cycle riding
‘and journeys as far as possible.
Lucky Days: 8th and 28th.

Household women will get
separated from their husbands.
Their finances will be as usual.
There may be bad news in some
cases. Their health will be.
affected on account of 4 planets
in the 12th house,

Women in jobs and those
studying will meet with failure,
Those in jobs are advised to be
away on leave, Those studying
should put in extra efforts.
Lucky Days: 2nd, 11th and -
22nd.

3



'
»

DHANUS
(Moola 4, Poorada 4, Utharada 1.)

Jupiter, Lord of the Lagna, is
placed in the 11th house.g z{;otils'
healgh will not be good. Great
caution should be exercised in
the case of health. Saturn in the
Janma will further worsen it.

- Kethu in the 4th house will keep

you unhappy at home. Mars i
the 6th house and Rahu inrst!}nrel
lOtp.house will, however, afford
facility for smooth sailing
through this month. Those im

'jobs will do remarkably well on

account of Rahu in the 10th
house.
planets

T_he combination of 4
in the 11th house

indicates gains from several
sources. Businessmen should
€xercise caution as they are

J_llill(cjely to goL wrong in their
gments. Lucky Days:
and 27th, d i ol

. Household women will do very

ngl. Some unmarried women.
will get married. Their finances
at hom;: will be very good.
There will be some unhappiness
at home, on account of Kethu in
the 4th house. Great care shouid
be taken about health as Saturn

. in janma is likely to keephyoa.'

indisposed. s

Women in jobs and those
studying  will find the month
extraordinarily good. Advantage
may be taken of the beneficial
plancts_ in the 10th and 1ith
house in the direction of impray-
ing your lot. Care should be
taken about your health. Lucky
Days: 8th and 27th.

MAKARA
“ (Utharada 3, Sravana 4, Dhanishta 2.)

You have just come under the
spell of the 73 years Saturn.

The effect will be very adverse. °

Your health may be gravel
affected. Jupiter in tht:g IOtK
house will keep you very back-
ward on the professional side.

The only beneficial planet is -

Kethu in the 3rd house. Those

in jobs should remain calm and:

collected. The month is a trying
one for businessmen. Lucky
Days: 8th, 11th and 29th.

Howsehold women will not
find the month good. Their
health may be poor.

health of children will also be

hREE SERVICE a
, FOR OUR READERS

If you have any questions to ask, please address your letters to :
The Astrologer c/o India Magazine, Madras.5.

Each qu.estion must be accompanied by a coupon (cut frem
Page 75 in this issue) along with postage stamps worth 15 P

%

Great care .
should be taken about it. The

bafdot®y. Women in jobs and jOj and%%udying will have an
those studying will pull through.,

Lucky Days:

2nd, 22nd and

,30th.

KUMBHA

{Dhanishta 2, Sathabhisha 4,
‘Pooraltadhi 3)

Saturn, Lord-of the Lagna, is
placed in the 11th house. This
indicates sound health apart
from unexpected gains. he

‘month is a very fortunate one,

on account of the combination
of 4 planets in the 4th house.

ﬁhose in jobs will get promoted

nd win recognition. Those in
business will meet with a boom.
Rahu in the 8th bouse will cause
risk through accident. To
avert it, better spend some time
in prayer. Avoid journeys and
cycle riding. Lucky Day: 8th.

Household women will do very
well. The children will thrive
remarkably. Their health will be
good. There will be auspicious

exteptionadly lucky time.

ucky Days : Almost all dates
of the month! - }f
MEENA

(Poorattadhi {1, Uthirattadhi 4,
Revathi 4.)

This month is not good in
general. You will have to wait
till December when Jupiter
changes over to the 9th house.
The month is not good from the
point of view of health on ac-
count of janma Kethu and com-
bination ~of 4 planets in the
house. But you have to wailt
till next month for better pros-
pects. Businessmen should also
wait till then. Lucky Days : 7th

and 27th.

Women in jobs and those
studying will pull through.
Household women should wait
till. December for better pros-
pects and happiness. Take care
of your heath. Lucky Daysi I

POSE

function at home, Their

finances will be good. Those in 2nd, 22nd and 23rd.

ks :
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This Free Coupon entitles

l, Time, Date and Place of Birth:
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Flashes From F{lmlangg

HOLLYWOOD'S NEWEST HEART-THROB!

MERICA’S National Art
Council is an august body
not given to making loose

statements. Its opinions are
arrived at only after careful con-

_sideration, Its verdicts are
taken seriously. So you can take
it as official that Tina Louise is
the world’s most beautiful red-
head.

The council nominated her for
this challenging position. Others
even boldly claim her as the
world’s most beautiful woman !

Tina makes her film deput in
the soon-to-be-seen  * God’s
Little Acre.” The United Artists
publicity boys, not usually lost
for superlatives, have become all
. tongue-twisted over her. *“Her
figure,” they say, ‘““has to be
seen to be believed. It beggars
* description in  words, though
gasps and whistles have been
known to do the trick.”

Accepted Challenge

The vital statistics of that
figure are 38-25-36. Its owner
has grey-green eyes, high cheek-
bones, a warmly generous mouth.
Her legs are long and graceful.
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Her age is twenty-three, writes
¢John K. Newnham in * Tit-Bits.”

Her figure, strangely enough,
kept her off the screen for somc
time. After making a sizzlinq;
stage impact in *‘Li'l Abner,™"
she was inundated with Holly-
wood offers. She turned them
down because, she says: ¢ They
were only interested in me for
the glamour stakes. I couldn’t

see any future in that. So I
decided to wait until a good part
came my way.”

That’s plain common sense.
She has a lovely figure and knows
it. She makes no mock-modest’
objections to pin-up pictures be-
ing taken, and she joined in the
fray when cameramen challenged
her to a glamour contest with
the blonde Fay Spain, who also
appears in *“ God’s Little Acre.”,

4

The two girls were dipped in
lake-side water in true Italian
film-making style, and entered
into the spirit of the rivalry with
joyous friendliness.

<¥€arthy Drama” *
t. was a time when the
wi film-makers slavishly :
copied Hollyyood styles. No{

" Hollywood copies the world’s
styles, and *“ God’s Little Acre”
is unashamedly in the Italian
school of earthy drama.

The story is so sensationally
torrid that whole chunks of the
picture were filmed with alter-
‘native *‘takes ” so that censor-
ship problems could be overcome
without drastic cuts.

It’'s based on Erskine Cald-
well’s twenty-five-year-old best
«seller, of the same title, which
"had already reached the ten
- million mark before further in-
terest was sparked off by the
film. Since the day it was pub-
lished, it has been the subject
of more consorship attempts
than any other book in Ameri-
can publishing history. It has
_survived to become something
of a classic, but for years it
has been turned down as a
film because it was reckoned
to be too hot to handle.
Primitive Passions

Primitive passions run riot
throughout the long and intense
story, with Tina Louise as a
young farmer’s wife who s
always conscious of her beauty
and 1its effect on men. She has
dreams of glamour and riches.
*Even in the fields, she wears
% high-heeled shoes.

Aldo Ray is one of the men in
her life. He’s her brother-in-

law, and §c%s89ge in love with

higa . befre she’ married Jack -
1, \? hen they meet again,

{ Slons \igme apew. '

as torrid as anything seer\ip an
Italian picture.  That’s #when
they kiss in the hay.

¥ hey have one scene w@;{f/ is

Another man in her life is
Lance Fuller, also a brother-in-
law, who tries to steal her from
his brother, promising her silken -
hose and all the high heels she
can ever wear. And she has to
watch a memorable battle when
the two men fight for her.

Makes You Gasp R

Fay Spain’s role is equally
sensational. She portrays a
hot-ecyed, carefree  teenager.
Very early in the production,
she joined the group of Holly-
wood’s bathtub lovelies by
having a wash-down in an old
bath in the open air.

Her most extraordinary scenes,
however, are with Michael
Landon, who plays the part of
an albino. The normally brown-
haired, tanned young man had
to be given white hair, alabaster
skin and pink eyes. The pro-
duction costs in transforming
him were reckoned to be over
ten thousand dollars in material '
and wages, and the process was -
so complicated that the make-up
was carried out behind locked
doors to avoid interruption.

One sequeﬁce calculated to
make filmgoers gasp is when the
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two of them mp.

wooden boat in W—fﬁ old " 1o its tio leading ladies.

Dominating ghe s*iry, l}‘w-' \Mm‘ied Five Times . ¥

cver, is Robert Ryan. He
the 1ule of the tough, easy-goin

Gentiian farmer named Ty Ty

Wala>n. whose religio

votion is such that he gsetgs as?ge
one acre of his land for the
church—God’s little acre. *‘But.”
hq says, easily, ‘“ God won’t
mind if I move it every now and

then if it gets in th
project g e way of a

Search For Gold

The main project is his
for a treasure of gold, whiz;argl;
believes is buried somewhere on
his farm. Flushed with the fever
for treasure, he is for ever dig-
ging great holes in his land
ignoting his farming and his
family in doing so. It is this
neglect of his family that leads
to the unleashing of so many
primitive emotions which cause

the death of one s
For others. on and tra.gedy

It is the meatiest role ever
played by the rugged Ryan, whec;
had to be aged consider-
ably for it. Even the stubble on
his face was greyed hair by hair,

moved whenever her
moved.
five times, and with every new

hpsbgnd moved 10 another pew
district. L

- . u

s Though Tina faocs the cameras

for the first time, she is an ex-
perienced young actress whose
career dates back to the age o )
foqr. The child actress develop- '
ed into a nightclub singer, and
gom nightclubs she stcpped’ into

_ew“Ygrk stage productions
with ““ Li’l Abner * bringing her
stardom and the chance to be-
come a film star.

Obviously, with her 1

f ovel
figure and high cheek-bones shg
has, antxpental blood in ’her
She’s still single, by the way. .
Fay Spain is a pert :
American blonde, with {g;g;;
teyes _and shortcropped hair. She
00, 18 twenty-three, and ;
from Phoenix, Arizona. comes

_ But she has never lived lohg
In any onc town because she

mother
Her mother married

2

Fay always knew that she

and throughout the producti

he had to be in thg ma‘;(cct-lﬁg

chair by six thirty every morning

. 1n order to be ready for the
cameras at nine o’lock.

But, quite apart from its fasci-
nation as a story, . God’s Little
Acre is likely to be remember-
ed as the picture bringing stardom
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wanted (0 become ap
and she was film-mad fr:r‘;";s:
carly age. Her first step towards
Hollywood was when she be-
came a cashier in the one and
only cinema in the little town of
White Salmon. In Frederick
Maryland, she got a job as \
actress with a small company:
Tacted for three days a week,”
she says. ““On the other even-
8

& fiavas babysitter for the
s manager.” Later, st}e
3 drama scholarship iR,
ashing but when she txifd
per luck in New York she had
to take a job as a shop assistant
selling men’s neck-ties.

Next Stop

Later she became a model and
bit-player in television and found
herself a husband. The marriage
collapsed but her carcer pro-
gressed by degrees after working
as a croupier in a Reno casino,
a job she quit after her boss
had been shot by a gang-land

.mob.

=

Next stop : Hollywood. She
modelled and did TV commer-
cials. Then she had small parts
in television productions, some
of which have been scen in
Britain,  including “ Gun-
smoke ** and *“ Dragnet.” With
bigger. TV roles, she also_won
small parts in films, but it re-
mained for *“God’s Little Acre ™
to take her to big feature work.
“Ivsarole I understand quite
well,” she says. ‘‘The girl’s
been around. So have I!”

With its star value and scn-
sational story, “God’s Little
Acre ” is going to be one of the
most widely discussed films of
the year.

WITH THE LOVELORN

Dore Schary is producing
« Lonelyhearts” as his first per-
sonally financed gamble in films
since he was fired as the head of
the M-G-M studio. He deserves

some eTPdmiration  tor AL®
4=~ Donovan . Pedelty in
ictu'{. goer.” ‘
{ The Story toncerns a ngws-
Daper boss (Robert Rygm) ho
forces an idealistic dreporter
(Monty Clift) to run a Z0lumn
for lovelorn corzupdndents.
The play failed on Broadway.

“P'm pot filming the play,”
smiled Schary on the set.
“ We’re doing my adaptation of
jt—which is quite different.”

This is a conflict, he told me,
between the urge to good and
the urge to evil in human beings.
¢Tn one short day Ryan goads
Clift into adultery, drunkenness
and violence, but you're left feel-
ing Clift's lost a battle but won
the war.”

“In the book,” Myrna Loy
told me, * the hero dies. But
in this version he lives on, deter-
mined to heal the wounds he’s
dealt himself and not let them
warp him. In fact, his experi-
ences really reawaken the good
in my husband—that’s the
Robert Ryan part.”

Myrna says she was snared
inta this return to Hollywood
by her role—the idealistic wife
of a cynical husband she keeps
hoping some day to * save from
himself.”

EDUCATIONAL FILNS

Some of the producers and
importers of educational films
met in Bombay and formed an
association with the object of
popularising the use of edu-
cational films as a medium_of
mass communication. e
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This associatio Tt %also serve
as a platform to® voice wnd seck
redress to the various d/ icul, 19y
and handicaps f:;;ed by she trac 2
like allocation of raw stock, res.-
trictivcg on imports of educd(
tional fjims and censorship pro-
cedurey, etc.

The members present express-
ed concern over the fact that the
import quota of 16mm. educa-
tional films, required by our
schools and technical institu-
tions, had been cut down to
10 per cent.

FIVE NEW FACES

Five new faces from India,
Egypt, England, France and
Switzerland are 1o be introduced
in a new Hindi film to be pro-
duced by writer Anand Pal,

The picture, titled “Pilot,” is
featuring Dev Anand in the title
role.

Regular shooting of this film
has alrtady commenced.

Shankar  Mukerji  directs
the picture, for which the music
is being composed by Madan
Mohan.

GOD OF LOVE

Known as Kamdeo in mytho-
logy, poetic imagination has
created many incidents round
this God of love.

Producer A. G. Dhanik has
chosen this subject for the initial

venture of Amarbhanu Pictures’
“ Kamdeg.2

Gopi Krishna plays the tigwjar,

role with’ Kamla Laxmayq
Rati. AL

Sapru and Jayski® Gadker
head the supporting roles.

Dhirubhai Desai wields the
megaphone while musical score
15 by Vasant Desai.

STIRRING SONG

Under the direction of com-
poser Chitragupta, the theme
song of K. Amarnath Produc-
tions’ topical dramatic offering,
*“Kal Hamara Hai,” was record-
ed in Bombay.

Mohamed Rafi and Sudha
Malhotra, backed by a full
chorus provided the voices for
the stirring song, the appro-
priate lyrics for which are the
work of Majrooh Sultanpyri and
Shailendra. .

This song, which will form
the musical backdrop for. this
dramatic saga of our times,
has been much appreciated by
all those who have heard it,
representing as it does one of

music-maker Chitragupta’s finest ,

efforts in recent times. ,

Itis said to integrate itself
very happily into the general
theme and mood of the story of
this film.

On the same day, another
song, a smart and spappy num-
ber, was also recorded, with
Geeta Dutt providing the voice.
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(JysAY DIVALI bring joy and gout cheer cu all our patr
h and poor old and young who travel in thousands
rch a 1
il the year round! Indian Raitways strive (o give
a
re and on business, cheap. quick ana

comfortable service. On this happy

occasion, may we request you (O

help us render our patrons better

cleaner compartments
and platforms? :

Picase keep heavy luggage

S iy lgmsaway from  passenger
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