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THE MUNDHRA MUDDLE

HE public are now fully aware of the story, thanks
T to the press, of what is sensationally known as the
« Mundhra Deal”’ or Muddle as it may be called. The
Chagla Commission which conducted a public and
judicial enquiry, within the limits of the terms of refer-
ence, into the *“ impropriety of the deal > and to fix the
responsibility of the various officials connected with the '
transaction had came out with a masterpiece report, and
in the words of the Prime Minister Nehru “ the enquiry
has established the dignity and majesty of this parlia-
ment and of the procedures we follow in maintaining
the high standards of public life and administration.”
The parliament of India discussed the ¢ probe ” in all
its aspects and a flood of light was thrown on the
subject.

What is the upshot of the whole episode? Let uS
quote the Prime Minister Nehru again from his speech
when he moved his resolution on the Chagla report :—

“ This, hes bet inful ordeal for some of us
X s have made us sadder,

a little older and perhaps a little wiser. But
the experience or little bit of wisdom has
been purchased at a fairly considerable cost.
For, it has cost us the services of an able and
distinguished Finance Minister at a time
when we most needed him. Butlet me say
that whatever penalties that we or others
have paid or may suffer, this enquiry has
demonstrated to India and to the world the
democratic way in which we function.”

If Sri Nehru feels really that faith in democracy is
vindicated, he need not have shed copious tears on the
terrible “cost” paid by him or the government in main-
taining the best traditions of administration. In every
country in Europe and America there had been in the
past instances of the worst kind of scandals imaginable,
encouraged by responsible governments, and the ablest
and the most gifted of the leaders had to quit the
government. The public willingly paid that price and
acclaimed that the hour of the fall and disgrace of the
mightiest ministers was the proudest hour of national
glory and strength. The assertion of public opinion
against the most powerful individuals or government is
a great victory for democracy and nation, and constitutes
as it were, an ample safeguardagainst the tyranny and
treachery of the ablest of ministers.

We don’t like to be critical of the way in which our
Government is dealing with the problems of nationalis-
ation; for an infant government like ours which is sucess-
fully grappling with giant—like problems is sometimes
likely to go wrong either on account of its own over-
enthusiasm or to the machinations of bureaucratic
officials. Another thing is, that our national government
has not started, like Soviet Russia, with a clean slate
purging the corrupt officialdom of the British Raj. It
is no dishonour to ministers that doubtful deals take
place here and there under their very nose. We had the

- worst possible dealings in the sphere of the Defence
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on our part to maintain and im-
prove the quality and contents of
the journal so as to provide a
sumptuous fare for the money
paid.

THE DREAM OF THE
ARABS

Things are moving at a
tremengous speed in the Middle
East. The Anglo-American diplo-
macy failed miserably to assert
itself with the result that the
age-old Arab dream of a “single
Federated State” torule over the
entire area is taking a definite
shape. During February two
Arab Federations came 1nto exis-
tence very much to the surprise
of people who thought that the
Middle East was under the iron-
heels of mighty foreigners that
it was not practical politics to
think of real freedom for the
Arabs and undiluted autonomy
for the Arab States of this
region. The ‘ United Arab
Republic”” of Egypt and Syria
formed on the first of February,
1958 is an outstanding cvent
which presages hope of an carly
politicaland  economic consoli-
dation of the Middle East.

Following thc birth of this
federation, anothcr onc
called the *“Arab Federal
State” uniting lraq and Jordan
took shape with the blessings ol
America and Britain. Probably
the West belicves that the  latter
federation could be used to
circumvent the former and so it

welcomes it as a counter-blast
to the United Arab Republic.
If this be correct, America and
England have not learnt anything
good or useful from their experi-
ences in the Middle East. The
Arab dream of “one State, one
people and one army ™ has been
partly realised and egged on by
circumstances it is bound to
grow into a mighty force at no
distant date.

THE MAIN ACHIEVEMENT

The United Arab Republic has
achieved what Amecrica was try-
ing through the Eisenhower
doctrine to prevent-namely the
consolidation of the two States
which are the nurseries of the
most awakened and enlightened
Arab nationalism. Egypt is in
possession of the Suez Canal
without which European goods
cannot flow to thc East. The
Iraqi oil pipe line runs through
Syria and if it is blocked oil can-
not flow West. When England
and France invaded the Suez,
Syria set fire to the oil pipeline
with the result that morc havoc
was done to Enrope by the total
stoppage of the supply of oil
than by blockade of Europcan
goods in thc Suez and that
brought the crown of the invad-
ing countries to the dust, defeat
and surrender. A similar thing
might happen  again if Britain
and America again  persist in
their  perversity.  The Arab
Republic has  established Col.
Nasser firmly on the saddle. He,
whom the combined might of
the Western, Bagdad and Nato
Powers wanted to depose and
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defeat, is proudly enthroned on
the throne of glory and success.
His prestige is sky high.

THREE KINGS® CAMP

America’s indefatigable, if also
eggregious, secretary Mr. Dulles
and president Eisenhower wanted
to boost the establishment of the
““three Kings’ camp” namely,
king of Jordon, King of Iraq and
king Saudi of Arabia. Saudi has
backed out for the present and
is sitting on the fence. His lean-
ings are more towards Egypt
than Jordan or Irag. He is
biding his time. Of the two kings
who have formed the Arab
Federation, the king of Jordon
is against the Bagdad pact, while
Iraq is its warmest advocate.
A combination of fire and
water is suicidal to both and if
water (Iraq) predominates, fire
(Jordan) will be extinguished.
The people of Jordan who have
successfully revoled against their
king himself, had driven out the
British Legions from their soil
and brunt the Bagdad pact are
not the men who will tamely
acquicsce in any conspiracy to
agree to the Bagdad alliance in
any shape or form. Indeed, the
king of Iraq has expressly stated
in the agrecment that the Bagdad
pact would be reconsidered.  If
this happens, as it must, all the
tall-talk and tireless exertions of
the Western Block for over a
decade is reduced to the zero
point and Arab nationalism
emerges with a triumph whose
ultimat.: political power and in-
fluence 1t is not difficult to forsee
O A85¢ss.

TUNISIA FLARES UP

_ That France’s statesmanship
is bankrupt is well-known but
few expected it to commit the
gravest of military muddles in a
Tunisian village and give an
ultimatum to its president that
France was ready for war. Pre-
sident Bourguiba is not a coward.
He boldly took up the challenge
and warned France that any at-
tempt by French troops “to
force their way out of their
barracks in Tunisia would be
countered by force.”  The
president lost no time in assert-
ing himself and putting a ban
to French ships and goods, and
effectively prevented France from
rushing supplies to the 15,000
French troops encamped inside
Tunisia. This had the effect of
teaching France a good lesson
and it is now beginning to show
some common sense. It has
agrecd to mediation by America
and Britain. This is a victory
for Tunisia in the first round.
France has further weakened its
held on Algeria. It is a matter
of time for France and other
countries to quit the countries in
Africa and the Middle East
where their political and econo-
mic domination continues. In-
deed, active steps arc being
taken by the Arab States and
Nationalists to cvolve a Federa-
tion of Arab States in North
Africa. [tis a monstrous state
of things where a powerful State
is suffered to impose itself on
another State which is weaker
than itself by force of arms or
dollar and to exploit the natural
resources of the country for the
benetit of the foreigner leaving



the sons of the soil as mere
serfs and hewers of wood. and
drawers of water. This 1s an
Imperialistic anachronism which
will not and cannot be tolerated
in the twentieth century.

THE RAILWAY BUDGET

Like the sales Tax, the Ipdian
Railway is a Kamadenu in the
real sense of the term. It goes
on yielding larger and larger
dividends to General revenues and
to the A Depreciation Reserve
Fund after meeting an ever in-
creasing expenditure of all sorts.
The ordinary working expenses
for 1956-57 were 233.94 crores
of rupees and the revised estimate
rose to 259.16 crores, while
railway users—passengers and
merchants-don’t get more ameni-
ties. Overcrowding and delays
in transit are problems for which
the Ministry has no solutions.
If we look at the income side,
it ts most gratifying to note
that the returns are expanding
beyond the most careful expecta-
tions of experts who frame the

budget. The budget receipts for
1956-57 were 347.57 crores of
rupees, the revised estimte for
57-58 were 384.58 crores and
budget estimate for 58-59 is
407.39 crores of rupees. This is
a wind fall for the Central
Government during the planning
period. Incidentally the in-
creasing returns go to prove there
was absolutely no need to increase
the rates of passenger traffic and
freight charges last year. But
minister after minister goes on
increasing the rates on the plea
the Government are in need of
larger funds. That may be but
if the Railways are vicwed as an
autonomous administration, it
should not be allowed to be
exploited beyond measure for
purposes of Central revenue.
The railways are public utility
concerns. they are not mono-
polistic. The passenger and the
general buyer of goods should
not be made to pay morec money
for less bencfits. This is a
consideration which the Railway
Board will do well to remember
and deal out justicc to the
pubilic.

TO OUR READERS AND WRITERS

We invite contributions on a variety of topics: Short
stories, Stories for Juniors, humorous articles, articles
of historical importance, features written in simple
English understandable to the layman, etc. Mss. should
be brief and typed as far as possible. We pay at our
usual rates for contributions accepted and published.
Contributions not accepted will be returned provided the
contributor encloses suflicient stamps to cover postage.

Please send your contributions to :

Editor, INDIA MAGAZINE,
460465, Pycrofts Road, Triplicane, Madras-5.

WAR STORY

They Defied

Separation

By RATTAN LAL KHOSA

T ecircled over the top of
the hospital building with a
roaring sound and next

moment the building was enve-
loped in fire-—walls crashed.
All this happened in the war
zone of El Arish; the war
initiated by Great Britain against
Egypt when the latter nationali-
zea the Suez Canal.

Zohoor, a handsome college
student was well built. tall with
broad shoulders, shining eyes
which gleamed below his broad
rectangular forehead and dry
hair.

He was alone sitting in @ pin-
sive mood. Hc heaved a sigh.
He picked up small stones and
threw them in different direc-
tions. Soon he saw a girl com-

‘ing from a distance in the
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same direction and towards
him.

“Oh! you have come
Thahira,” murmured Zohoor.

‘Thahira, well shaped and slim
with sparkling eyes, round and
expressive face and black hair

was nearly of Zohoor's age.

"(OF course I have come—but

why are you so sad and in a
different mood today ?° asked
Thahira with a break in her
voice. The smile over her face
evaporated.

* Nothing, it s

nothing
about.”

“You are telling me a lie.”

*No, Thahira, [ am not sad.”



‘“Zohoor, I can’t believe you.
I can understand that there is
something bad—why won’t you
tell me, why should I not share
your trouble 7° said she as her
round eyes turned into lakes.

“I am not going to keep it
from you. [ will tell you,” said
Zohoor. as he took her hand in
his hand. “You know that you
are my only love. T am fully
devoted to you, Ilove you but
I...I never wanted to be scpa-
rated from you for a second but
...but...”” He broke down.

“ What...what has happencd
Zohoor?”’ cried she.

“You know the dangerous
conditions due to Suez Canal
nationalization. This may give
rise to war for which recruit-
ment has already started. 1 will
be separated from you and I
will have to go” cricd Zohoor.

“But is it an imperative thing
for you to recruit yoursclf,”
asked she in suspense.

"WELL, you know that 1 am one

of the cadets in our college
cadet corps batch. I have recei-
ved nearly complete training and
we cadets will be surcly taken to
the fighting line—no one can
save us from going.™

b “B:i\t, pray dom’t go,” she
egped.

“We will be taken, more or
less by force for the pressing
need of the nation™ said he.

“That means separation—"
said she as her voice broke with

a shriek and tears trickled down
her eyes.

“Thahira, dont lose heart,
We may receive further training
but wio knows whether the war
starts - or not,” said Zohoor
soothingly s he patted her
back.

“ Well, let us now g0 to our
homes and we will talk about it
tomorrow.  But for my sake
don’t lose heart and let us leave
everything to God,” gid
Zohoor. Both of them went to
their respective homes,

IT was carly next morning.
They met again. The talks
continued.

““Thahira, within a few days we
will  be taken for further
training.”

*Zohoor, ncver mind, T have
a plan.”

“What is i asked he
cagerly,

“Ypu know 1hat girls  are
recruited who learn gun firing
along with nursing meant I‘o?
mjured soldiers.  In case of war
they will move with (he army

hospital, as an ambulance bateh
Thus T will be with vou and 1
will ask my father to give me
permission for this training.”
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“No! No! I won’t allow you
to do so. Oh! I thought it
was some good plan. But I
won't allow you. You won’t be
safe Thahira. War is not mere
stone throwing and do you think
that we will be together in one
place?—this is impossible.™

/T HAVE full faith in God that
He will keep wus always
together.”

“Qur remaining together,
while fighting, is not possible,
said Zohoor in a loud voice.

« Zohoor, 1 can't remain here
without you. Let anything happen
to me that happens to you.

«But | tell you not to take
such a step which will affect
your safety. Why are vou so
adamant ?”

“1tis love which makes me
do so.”

«well, if your father does
not agree, what are you going to
do next 77

“1 will try my best to get his
permission” said she confidently.

< Alrisht, inform mc tomorrow
about it,” said hc with a heavy

heart.

Zohoor returned home in a
depressed mood.  He could not
sleep that night.

= Oh! God what will happen
to me if the war starts and what
about Thahira’s fate? 1 am
afraid that our bright idcas may
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be thrashed to the ground--are
they castles in the air ?”’ said he.

He passed the whole night
miserably. He went to the col-
lege a bit earlier the next day.
Thahirg was already waiting for’
him. As she saw him she
exclaimed, “Zohoor, my father
has agreed!”

“ How !

“ But—oh! he agreed <T\!)tcr
puiting me to a great difficulty.”

“How has he agreed to give
his consent 77

“I told him that a citizen
should die for his nation especi-
ally at a time when her security
was at stake.”

“But did he give permission
on saving so littie,” interrupted
zohoor.

As Zohoor was talking, one of
his fricnds went to him, and said
‘“ Zohoor, come on, we have to
go to training camps— orders
have heen received by the prin-
cipal.”

NOW, not only Zohoor but also

Thahira went in for train-
ing. Both of them, along with
other students, boys and girls of
all ages. were going through
their respective military training.
Egvpt was makine preparations
for war.



The final moment came. Egypt
was attacked by Britain and
France and [srael.

There was brisk mobilisation.
.All men and women, who had
received military training, were
awaiting orders to go to the
front. They were all camped
in acrodrome. Among them
were also Zohoor and Thahira.
Thev. prayed for remaining
tog: ner,

THE announcement came that only
the army was moving, not the
medical aid camp. Among them,
who had go to El Arish, was
Zohoor. This separation senta
shock through Thahira’s body.

«“Qh! I should meet Thahira
before leaving. But how can I—
I am in line—what should 1 do?”
thought Zohoor as he was turn-
ing his head towards aerodrome
buildings. Nearthe buildings was
the medical aid camp. Thahira
was there and she decided to go
to the acrodrome to meet
Zohoor. She started in that
direction. Zohoor was already

restless and as he saw Thahira
from a distance, hc broke oft
from the line, after running for
some distance, he met Thahira
and took her hands.

“So 1..I' am leaving. We
can't remain together,” mur-
mured he with a grim face.

“Zo...o...hoor"...l did not
expect this so early” said she as
her weeping eycs sent down

pearls  which
Zohoor’s hand.

dropped on

“Tha-ha-hira, try to be bold...
I will be alright—so...so let me
bid goodbye and sec you smil-
ing” said Zohoor blockading his
tears and bringing an apparent
smile on his face.

*“1 can’t smile—please go—
my—my heart will break.”

They kissed each other and
parted.

¢ Zo—. hoor...Zohoor!” cried
Thahira.

“Tha...hira—good byc—have
heart,” cried Zohoor as he
weaved his hand and saw Thahira
also waving her hand.

In no time the plane took off
and Zohoor was in El Arish.

T ELArish bitter fighting broke
out. Egyptians were fight-
ing at their best but that was no
resistance to the enemy.  Many
Egyptians were killed and others
were injured.  Among them was
also Zohoor who was fighting
with full spirit.

Now, medical aid was rushed
to El Arish. Thahira too was
in this camp. On reaching

12

El Arish they occupied a little
hospital building and attended
to the wounded soldiers. Many
of the soldiers were already dead,
some were seriously injured and
others had received minor in-
juries.

FTER  finishing her  meal,

Thahira returned to her duty.
She entered the big hall and
walked up and down the hall
where injured were on beds.
Something caught her attention.
Her name was uttered repeatedly
by someonc, “Oh! my name,
who says it?" said she to her-

self.

She could fecl that the person
in the bed on her right side
uttered her name.

«“Zo...hoor...Zohoor 1 am
Thahira,” cried she repeatedly.

Zohoor half opened his eyes
which 'were dusty, his forehead
was scarred, the jaws bleeding,
head injured and the hair was
no longer dry but clotted with
blood. He was inagony as he ha.d
received many wounds. His
tongue had blackened with
thirst, his voice.had become
husky and his mind was mad
with pain and despair.

« Zohoor, what hag become of
you 7’ cried Thahira.

¢« Tha...hee...ra...Tha —you
are here— do I fecl you? mur-
mured Zohoor as hc  saw the
blurred image of Thahira
through his painful eyes.
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“Yes—yes [ am Thahira—T
am with you.”

She dressed his wounds and
provided him w:th good com-
fort. She forgot her duty and
her whole duty was con-
centrated on Zohoor only.

‘““We are again together—I can
see you—l am happy. [ am
feeling well aud alright,” mur-
mured Zohoor as he tried to
raise his head but Thahira kgealt
her head and kissed him. \Yhe
presence of others in the 1l
did not daunt them. Yet the
faces were in contact. Thahiri
could feci Zohoor’s hard breath-
ing and shivering.

Just then a roaring ,sound was
heard.

‘“ What is—that Tha—hira ?”
murmured Zohoor in pain.

“A bomber. | don’t know
whose ...”" and she broke while
her head was on his.

The bomber circled over the
top of the hospital building and
poured down a hell of bombs.
The next moment the building
was ablaze, walls collided, cries
were heard, huge flames were
rising to kiss the sky, the earth
shook and everything
was enveloped in flames and
smoke.

Zohoor and Thahira, the true
lovers that they were, never
again were seen and they went to
eternal sleep with cheek on
cheek. It



THE BLUE GARDEN
AT JUHU BEACH

F you have ever been to Juhu
during the first prohibition
era in Bombay, you will

doubtless remember the Blue
Garden tucked away behind the
imposing palm tress. It was
exactly the place that T.B.M.
(short for ““tired bussiness man”’)
left the land of prohibition to
find.

It was run by a fat comely
native woman with an eye for
Rupees and the finest liquor to
be found, and she had sense
enough to keep the native atmos-
phere intact, and even served
her liquor in polished coconut
shells, which also kept it intact
far longer than glass.

The result was that husbands
left their wives on the surf-
washed beaeh and furtively slunk
away to the mysterious atmos-
phere of the Blue Garden in the
raw. Now, Mother Noble (who
ran the place) had a first-class
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“box-office” appeal in her
daughter Mira, who could wecar
a smile, a tight-skirt, and pony-
tail hair style as well as, or better
than, any other girl who visited
Juhu.

Mira was a girl of ambition,
and although her mouth was as
red as the scarlet flower tucked
behind her ear, she reserved it
for “looking at” only—and
.hereby was unique and
know it.

It wasn’t modesty that made
Mira withold herself from the
tables of her mother’s patrons,
but a knowledge that she was
too sought after to consct to cat
sweets and drink  with clients

anyway. As a result, money
tinkled 1into her mother’s
register from the pockets of

eager patrons who were touched
by Mira’s cute smile—and
maybe, the sun as well!

One day, however, the hopes
of the worshipping males were
dashed to the ground by seeing
Mira talking away to a fair-
haired tpy and flashing her
liquid c¢yes at him above the
nectarine she was cating.  When
the word went around that she
was talking to the son of Munshi
Hiram, the millionaire, all their
hopes rose again, as the fair-boy
had a shrew of a wife that only
death could take from him.
Also, as the lady refused to be
far away from her spouse, trouble
could be expected almost any
moment—at any rate, certainly

within the next few da,\'s.k%

Sure enough, as cach succeed-
ing night found young Hiram
gazing with shecp-eyes at Mira,
Mrs. Hiram began to miss her
husband. Now, shc was a
strong-minded woman, and check-
ed up her husband’s movements.
As young Hiram was cvincing a
craving for the Blue Garden,
Fate and a second-rate detective

presently led her there.

Imagine the feeling of antici-
pation, thercfore, that rippled
over the audience as they saw
Mrs. Hiram framed in the
door—way, her hard blue eyes
fixed upon her husband, who
was leening forward and tasten-
ing a diamond bracelet around
Mira’s dusky wrist. Mira’s eves
met the blue of the other’s, and
she rose to her fect as Mrs,
Hiram bore down upon them.
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Of course everyone expected a
scene ;s and, as a  newspaper
gossip—writer was sitting up
with his ears wagging, she deter-
mined there would not be one.
There wasn't cither, for she
sntiled  sweetly at Mira and
whispered in her car, and a
delighted  smile  curved the
lips  and the dark head
nodded vigorously, and the two
women withdraw to a dressing
room, leaving flaxen—haired
Hiram looking like a fig that
had a juicy tempting \
snaffled before his nose. '}{

Lo

The crowded room buzzed‘g".
hummed with rumours and®
conjectures, and the newspaper
columnist looked longingly at
the beed—curtained door which
hid from his gaze one of the
scasons most delectable scandals.
Presently the two women
emerged, and Mira was clutching
i paper in her hand, and the
look upon her face implied that
she had been offered the world
upon a salver. At Mrs. Hiram’s
orders she shook hands with
Hiram, and accompanied the
two to the car, waving good—
bye ecstatically. As soon as
she rcturned, the newspaper
man dashed at her and demanded
the news. ‘

Mira drew herself up, and
answered that she had exchanged
voung Hiram for a contract in a
motion picture, which Mrs.
Hiram was a director of ; and as
she, Mira, was henceforth going
“* to live for her art,” the matter
was concluded!

—DOUGLAS MANUEL.
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SERIAL NOVEL -

FADED ROSE—2

GOES UNDERGROUND

RAM KRISHNA

FTER parting company with
Santa Kumari, Arvind had

~ plenty of time in silence
and solitude to recapitulate the
events that led to the dramatic
parting of ways of the two lovers
and to reconsider the means
whereby he could if possible win
her back to his bosom. It was
not an casy thing to disentangle
the mind so involved and apply
it to some thing new without
being oppressed by preposses-
sions.  Several cross thoughts
passed through his mind which
was highly strung with emotions,
not all of them of the permissible

i

In one Dbreath he said,
«1 am prepared to sacrifice
everything I hade for the sake of
my lady love ” and in another
breath he argued per contra, “If
Santa sits on the fence and does
not wholeheartedly . decide to

follow me and be my partner in
life even in circumstances which
might not be entirely congenial
or satisfactory to her tempera-
ment, why should I force myself
on her or beg her favour and
thus demean myself ? There is
enough consolation in the
thought that it.is far better to
have loved and lost than never
to have loved at all.”

UMAN nature is generally good
and noble so long as it has
the ordering of things in its pos-

“session but the moment it loses its

fulcrum of power, it gets not a
little desperate and behavesin a
mgost ruthless and incredible way.
Specially in this case when ardent
love met with stern rebuff instead
of the expected compliance and
obedience to the imperious will.

- It does not stop to think that the

other party to the proposed con-
tract of love has as much right
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and freedom to think and act
according to its light and reason.
It does not willingly concede,
until repentance sets in, that
real happiness is the fruit of
willing and conjoint labour ot the
two hearts united by the silken
bonds of pure love and the
ability to pull well, pull with alf
their strength and pull in the
same direction without any men-
tal reservation.

./ 1 fact, aggressive love is
"1 virtually one way traffic and
4 begins to assert and rule
where ordinary tact and a
sympathetic understanding
would choose the golden mean
and display a genius for com-
promise so as to rub off angu-
larities. and to evolve unity of
heart in diversity of seemingly
hostile: temperaments and situa-

But Arvind who richly
inherited a worst kind of domi-
ne¢ring temperament from his
aristocratic father was no excep-
tion to the general rule. His
untamed ego got uncontrollably
wild and wanted to inflict a fit
retribution to Santa—a middle
class girl defying an aristocrat—
for the moral courage she dis-
played, though in her heart of
hearts she longed for that pristine
love of the dream—land where
caste or wealth does not inter-
vene to spoil the game.

Arvind soon got over his men-
tal agitation and was deeply
considering alternative  plans.
- Sants was not the only girl who

seduced hisheart. There were.

others who, though not so very:

beautiful and cultured as the one -
that slipped out of his net- a”
little while ago, were yet voluptu

ously hand-some and prayed for

his love because, it was thought,

he was a man of means and

besides he was surely an  attrac-
tive personality.

“Sometime it isa better

and more entertaining pro-
position to go in for a new
house rather than reparing the
old and dilapidated building. It
may lack the historical back-
ground and environmental
panorama but as a business

proposition, it has everything to :

commend itself to a man of

adventure” thus thought he and .

plumped in for a new alliance.

HE was a man of quick action

and would not allow the
grass to grow under his feet.
Once he made up his mind,
thinking was acting with him.

He took the receiver and phoned

to Suchila, the younger daughter
of the celebrated barrister Sinha
of the Calcutta bar.

“Hullo, am I speaking to -

Miss Suchila?
here.”

I am Arvind

“Yes, my dear, how very nice
of you to honour me with a call!

It is a real pleasure and privilege i

to talk to you” said Suchila.
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"4lright 7 enquired Arvind in a
‘casual way. :
o

© ¢ My father is still suffering
:from gout and confined to bed.
.He is always asking for you.
‘Have we in anyway offend-
-ed you and failed in showing you
"the respect and courtecy which
‘your eminent ‘position certainly
‘demands? If so, I shall be
‘ready to make amends for any

“remissness on our part unwittingly

committed.” said Suchila.

-* Nothing of the sort. Don’t
idealise me and make me a super
man. I want to be entirely human
and if possible to enjoy your love
and confidence. I am really
guilty of not paying you regular
visits. If you are free, I think
of taking you to a good picture.
Are you ready 7"’ asked Arvind.

-« T suggest you do come over
to my house. We shall have a
‘ree and frank talk™ requested
Suchila.

- % That is the best way to offend
your elder sister Kamala and
displease your father.”

""No, not at all. My sister has

"~ gone with a friend to witness
4 dramatic performance and may
not be coming soon. We shall
sit in the garden and spend a nice
houtr as we please” entreated
Suchila.

5% Are you free there? How is -
vour father, and is your sister 2
- mity.

from Suchila was' oniy too ilad
to avail himself of the opportu-"

| QUCHILA and Arvind bad onc,

full hour left to themselves.
In perfect secrecy and unseen by
malignant eyes they enjoyed each
other’s company as they never di
before. They were saturated i
love and more things were un-
consciously settled- within that
short period than any formal
talk could have achieved in sixty
hours. She abandoned herself to
his will, casting to the winds all
her shame and shyness.

That was because she wanted
to clinch the issue. “ This is
my last chance to win him’ over
to me and this must be done be-
fore my sister returns. She is
also mad after him. Who can
divine the heart of Arvind who is
equally bestowing his attentions’
on me and my elder sister
Kamala ?”°—this was the domin-
ant motive which impelled her to
be a toy in the hands of her
capricious lover.

"« Shall we go to my father and
announce our decision to marry 7’
asked Suchila.

*“ Not at this,stage,,iny dear I".Q
see some obstacles in our path.
What cannot be done smoothly

. and overboard, can and must.-be

Arvind, who was just waiting ,

for such an endearing gesture

'
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done only by going undergréund”
sugptgted Arvind. - o



*“ I don’t catch you, my dear.
Are we thieves or murderers to
go underground ?  If the worse
comes to the worst, we can face
our parents with a fait accompli.
I am in your hands. Pray don’t
be afraid of anything. Let us
go forward with our plans in
broad daylight and be above
board > urged Suchila.

/"You must trust me, my dear, to

do things in the best and most
uccessful manner possible. We
;an marry in no time and set up
‘a family. We want money. My
father will not give me a naya
pisa, if I marry a girl whom he
does not approve. You know
that my mother wants me to
marry her niece Lila. Your
father plainly told me that until
I set up medical practice and
earn a decent sum, he will not
allow his daughter to be my
partner. They are hard nuts to
crack. There is no use in pret-
ending that we can get over all
these objections within a reason-
able time. We have already
become today man and wife in
practice.  Only the theoritical
formality of marriange—a legal
technicality—remains to be ful-
filled. So, my advice to vou is
that you support mc in all
actions I am compelled lo take™
answered Arvind.

*“ You say that all things
should be done secretly ?* asked
Suchila, her face turning pale. |

« Exactly. Wc shall assume
new pames, drive to a new place
and go through the formality of

marriage in @ Church. 1 shall
set up my practice in a district
town far away from Calcutta,
We will live happily thereafter”
explained Arvind.

“How long are we to be
in the under—world and be
cut off from our parents and
relations 7’ asked she with
evident terror.

“Aslong as it may be necessary
for the execution of our plan.
Our period of disguise will not
be long nor will it be prolonged
a minute longer than it is absol-
utely necessary,”” assured he.

SUCHILA was between the two

horns of a tantalising dilemma.
She was afraid to go under-
ground with  Arvind. What
horrors might be in store for them
she did not know and naturally
she was reluctant to commit her-
self to things and situations which
she couldn’t actually forsee. Nor
was she prepared to lose Arvind
cven though he was a mystery
man. Her only fear was that if
she said “ No ™ to him, her clder
sister Kamala was ready to say
™ Yes " and be his rubber stamp.
*“Am1 to lose Arvind to her,
after uniting with him an hour
ago?" she asked herself. She
was literally at a losy as to what
to do, whether to swim with her
lover or postpone the final
decision.
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" thoroughly well.

-virtue of necessity.

read her mind

“I am no ad-
venturer or cheat. I am honest
and sincere. I will make you
perfectly happy and safe. Your
father will ultimately congratu-
late you and me on adopting
some such tricks as I proposed to
adopt. I mean business but it is
not a black-market business. It
is small drama that we enact by
My father
will yield to me much sooner than
I expect, because egged on by
my mother he will seek recon-
ciliation with me-his only son
and heir to his vast property. So,
take heart and follow me ™ ex-
horted he.

‘Hcr lover

Mesmerised as she was Suchila
had no option but to say “Yes”’.
But she amply demonstrated her
fears and pessimism to her lover.

<« Arvind, can you assure me
that no harm would come to
us ? It should not be said of us
that I am your mistress and that
you are a libertine. I don’t seek
a bed of roses. 1 would marry
you even if you are in grovelling
povety. But let honesty and
decent living be our watch words
and guiding principles of life ™
entreated Suchila, and  got
profuse promises to assuage her
mind.

HE same night Arvind went to
-the barrister’s bungalow,
had a sweet chat with him and
got his permission to take Suchila
for a sort drive. Then he drove
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her to a district town caught hold
of a priest by paying him a lump
sum, went through a secret
marriage and got a marriage
certificate to satisfy his wife,
After enjoying their honey-moon
at several places in Bengal, they
finally took wup residence in
Chittagong.

RVIND carried on his practice

under the name and style
of ¢ Bharatamatha Medi
Stores”. He got his medi
supplies for credit and sold therdd
cheap at his dispensary. As hi
charges were very moderate com-
pared to the high rates which his
brother doctors charged, his
dispensary became very popular
and for some months he was
actually minting money. Suchila
was glad beyond measure, she
was in heavenly bliss.

On a fine full moon night
Suchila said, ‘“ My dear, how
foolish I was in distrusting your
underground plans! Kindly
excuse my weakness. I shall
implicitly obey you in future”,

“ 1 know your gentle heart, my
darling. More happiness is in
store for you” predicted Arvind.

“ That is so. When a son is
born to you, he will make both
of us happy. We may then go
to our parents and try to get re-
conciled to them ™ suggested
Suchila.

“Allin good time, my love.
We shall dance in happiness and
wealth” assured Arvind. i1
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i HEN Lady Nicotine was
3 first introduced by Sir
Walter Raleigh to the
then civilised world, little did he
know that he was introducing a
murderess to humanity at large.
Smoking is a universal habit and
the tobacco industry is one of the
most flourishing industries in the
world. To smoke or not to
smoke is a question posed by
many a modern Hamlet and the
answer is still veiled in the misty
distance. A negligent minority
has made attempts to give it up
but only a fraction of it has
overcome the habit. Instead of
being the slave, it has become the
ruler itself.

We all know the so-called effect
of tobacco on nerves. When the
nerves go all to pieces and the
excitement is pitch high, smoking
soothes the man and quictens the
nerves. Nervousness and fear
are dispelled, despondency is
removed and drooping spirits are
revived. Many a man has sought
solace in My Lady Nicotine
whenever he was in a tight cor-
ner and was overwhelmed with
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difficulties. The author smokes
to get ideas, the artist to get ins-
piration, the philosopher to
brood and think and the business
man to calm down his nerves.
But what are the after-cffects?
The craving grows intense and
almost drives you crazy. You
not only become an addict but
also you cannot live without it.
It becomes your other self and it

parasites on your life till the very
end.

Its deleterious effect on health
is manifold. It causes palpitation
of the heart and the heart-beat is
irregular. It causes breath-
lessness and many an athlete has
suffered from tiring soon because
of it. Cancer is one of the dead-
ly diseases it causes and the lung
cancer has become a byword in
world literature. You get a
tightening feeling in your chest
and you feel as if you are being
strangled. You losc your ap-
petite and there are chances of
developing peptic and duodenal
ulcers. It also forms one of the
many causes of thrombo angitis
obliterons, a diseage of the veins

and arteries. Sympathectomy is
an operation that is done for the
relief of this dread disease. The
late King George VI was an in-
veterate smoker and he had to
undergo this operation. I know
of two cases, both doctors, who
had to be so operated, and have
now given up smoking for smok-
ing would definitely kill them.
The teeth are stained and the
lips grow black and even form
cancerous growth. There is
bleeding of the gums and there is
every possibility of the decay of
teeth. The fingers are stained and
usually there are tremors. The
catarrh of the throat and wind-
pipe is famous as the  Smoker’s
Cough.” Toxic amblyopia is
caused in the eyes. Amblyopia
means partial loss of sight in on¢
or both eyes. It produces de-
fective vision, a fogginess of
sight. Day-blindness may also
occur, where one can se¢ better

in dull than in bright Jight. The
sense of smell is lost and the

breath is tobacco-ish.

In medico-legal matters, itis
classified under cardiac poisons.

Nt to gmolze?

Three or four drops of nicotfa
can be fatal and death can
in five to fifteen minutes. Chil§
dren have been  poisoned“
accidently by sucking the juice
of a tobacco pipe or by drinking
hookah water. Mere rubbing of
nicotine on the skin can cause
death. It was used as a common
agent for infanticide in the dis-
tricts of Agra and Gwalior.
Tobacco smoke emanating from
cigarettes, cigars and pipe to-
bacco, contains nicotine, carbon
dioxide, carbon monoxide,
hydrocyanic acid, hydrogen sul-
phide, ammonia and pyridine,
which are resposible for all the
troubles the body winds up with.
The symptoms of the poison are
vividly described in medico-legal
books.

Thomas A. Edison forbiade his
employees to smoke cigarettes.
All employees who were known
to be cigarette smokers were dis-
missed from the staff. Edison,
why did his own research, said
that distillation of cigarette paper
gave rise to a highly dangerous
substance called Acrolein whis is
a virulent poison.
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Many believe that tobacco is
aprodisiac but recent researches
have shown that it is quite the

" opposite. It is said to decrease

sexual potency. In his “ Memo-
ries of a Sexologist””, Dr. Ludwig
L. Lentz asserts: *“ The person
who smokes too much becomes
nervous, and the more he smokes,
the more his impotence becomes
accentuated, following the initial
slight decrease in potency. His
nerves become more frazzled ;
he' Yes to calm down by smoking
& It is a vicious circle.”

7

\f ‘e
© ,As far as female sexual life is

Joncerned, it is one of the causes
of frigidity. Its effect on pre-
gnancy ds well known. It causes
high pre-natal mortality and
abortions. It interferes with
reproductive  forces.  Sucking
children vomit and even sicken
by drinking mother’s milk if the

mother is a habitual smoker.
Cases of “ nicotinsed milk > have
been recorded. Dr. Paul Bernard,
writing in Medizinische in 1949
says that menstrual disorders in
women who smoked were almost
three times as great as in non-
smokers.

Even though the disturbances
in sexual function induced by use
of tobacco are not spectacular,
these disturbances are neverthe-
less not inconsiderable.

There have been several cases
of arson due to lighted cigarette
or cigar butts being thrown abou
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carelessly. The common fires are
where the haystacks are stocked
or petroleum products are found.
Clothes, bedsheets, carpets are
usually found burnt and the
danger is always there of burning
other objects in the house or
elsewhere. 1In the early British
days, cases are recorded where
cigarette butts were used to
torture the insurgents of national
freedom, and in America, it is a
common type of torment amongst
the characters of the under-
world.

Tobacco is usually smoked but
it is also chewed and inhaled.
Chewing is common amongst
certain classes of people and
scented tobacco in South India is
a major industry. Inhalation is
usually by snuff which has to-
bacco as one of the ingredients.
But smoking is common. Nearly
500 billion cigarettes are smoked
every day the world over and the
average man smokes anywhere
from twenty to fifty cigarettes a
day. The indigent type of smok-
ing in India is by ‘* beedies *’ or
khaki cigarettes ; hookah and
chillum or clay-pipe ; or rolling
tobacco and making it into a
cigar. This last is both smoked
and chewed by the villagers
where it is very common. In the
so-called civilised places pipe
smoking is common.

)

We know some of the famous
people who are known by their
smoking habits:  Churchill with
his cigar ; C.E.M. Joad with his

—Please see page 27
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Who Fooled Whom?

By SOMESWAR

(I AJEN’ has become quite
R an author now. Editors,

of course, have looked
down their noses when, at the
age of 18 he entered newspaper
offices with dirty untyped manus-
cripts. “ Written it yourself 2
one of them asked suspiciously.
But he has built his way up.
Now he receives a moderately
bulky mail from his fans every
week. On his 25th birthday all
the local magazines pu})lished
his photographs with birthday
greetings.

What pleased him more, how-
ever, was a nice letter from an
unknown source. Miss Kashyap
is a nice, modern name he
thought, and the letter too was
beautiful. She wrote taat she
had been reading his beautiful
stories for long and liked them
very very much. She wanted to
write before, but put it off.
Now she has seen his photograph
in the papers and was glad to be
able to greet him on his 25th
birthday. And—she wrote at the
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end—she would like very mucm
to meet him. They would then
be able to exchange their views
on many points. Can he arrange
some place where it would be
possible for them to meet?

Can he ?

o writer ever wrote his life-
work with greater care and
eagerness than Rajen did them,
Of course he did his best to make
his reply sound, formal court-
eous and to the point. He did
not want to show off. He would
be able to meet her at ‘——
restaurent where he has a
certain place fixed for him every
day. He thanked her for the
letter and the good wishes. As
he posted this careful composition
of his, he felt elated and distin-
guished. He is a real author
now, certified and testified. He
is a man too, now, no longer
the boy that used to write too
elderly for his age. He was 25
yesterday.



N the appointed date and
time he was at the appoin-
ted place. No doubt it was half
an hour before that he went there.
Tt was always like that. An idle
half hour’s thoughts, and those
of a story writer were always
interesting. More so when there
was such an interesting subject
to think about. She must be
- beautiful, well mannered, with
the inexplicable magnetism of a
short story herotne. She must
be, ™ ...beause...... well—she must
b o after all.
i
/; At was from this dreamy state
£ .nat he was jerkily awakened by
£4somebody calling his name.
In spite of his eloquence of
expression in the English language
he thought it would be necesary
to refer to a dictionary of
antonyms, and he don’t have
one nearby. For th® voice was
a feminine one, no doubt—but
was originating from a figure
which woud be the exact
opposite in every respect of the
girl of this dreams-—whom, some-
how, he was expecting there.

A 45 year old, blackish woman
that looked like an Aya (nurse)
dragged her none too small bulk
towards him and in tones that
weren’t exactly musical, asked
“Are you Rajen Babu?’ So,
that was that. He has, for once,
completely failed in his estimate
of personalities. This elderly
spinster might as well have given
him a certificate of merit on
gilt-edged paper-he didn’t care.
That beautiful letter—it made a
fool of him. On what founda-
tions did he build his day

dreams ?—he asked himself. This
gust of wind coarsely, mercilessly
blew down all his baseless
castles of sand.

“Rajen Babu? No. I'm not
that. AsfarasI know there is
no one here of that name...” he
said—acting natural in spite of
the surge of feeling in him,
Bluntly she left him and perhaps
having finished her futile search
left the place. With one long
step that reflected all his feelings,
he too left the place.

S he dashed not of the
restaurent at running pace
—he stopped suddenly, as if an
invisible controller has jammed
the brakes on. A beautiful light,
blue Plymouth w as standing a
few feet from the restaurent.
And reclining against it was the
figure he dreamed of a while ago.
Just that dreamlike beauty he
pictured to himself with all his
poetic.talent.

While his heart beat wildly he
moved himself, as if casually,
to the pan shop just near by.
While buying a packet of cigar-
ettes he could see her in the full
length  mirror in the shop.
Though so near to her he could
not look directly at her. And
then to his surprise the fat lady
he saw before came to her,
breathing heavily  with the
exhaustion of a futile search. A
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look of disappointment clouded
the beautiful face of the girl even
before the old lady ejaculated :
« | have searched all over the
place but couldn’t find any one of
that name. He (pointing to
Rajen) was sitting in  the place
you told me about, but he said
that no one of that name was

there.”

Miss Kashyap, the real one,
threw a casual glance at him,
look that gave him a sensation he
has never experienced before-and
said <“ O! Rajen fooled me. It
was my fault to have wanted to
meet him. So, today’s trip to
the beach is cancelled...” Now
the tone was musical, though
disgusted and a bit angry.

«Didn’t | tell you that before ?
These young men of today...”
the preaching, harsh, older,
voice was drowned in the noise
of the car starting.

The panwala had to wake him
up as he stood there, staring

blankly at the image of the
disappearing !car, open mouthed

. and swallowing the trail of dust

left behind by the car. i1

Te Smoke or Not to Smoke ? )
—Continued from page 24

pipe; Nehru with his cigarette.
Actors, editors, reporters, writers,
artists, doctors, engineers, law-
yers and people of every profes-
sion and class smoke ang'3
negligent minority that d\y
smoke or use tobacca gy
Men smoke in majority and
women are following closely. {ag
it is a commendable thing tha&®
in two great religions of the
world, smoking is taboo : Sikhism
and Zorastrianism. The Sikhs
and the Parsis are completely free
of the habit, though lately, the
ultra-modern outlook onlife has
killed most of these innovations
and some of the Sikhs and Parsis
also smoke.—E. T. KiNG

LONDON’S TASTE!

A « banned " nude film is now being shown

publicly in London.

Just a year ago, the L.C.C. specially licensed
the public screening of a film made in an American
nudist colony after the film censor had refused it a

certificate.

Another French nudist film is being prepared
for London’s screens.—NEWS ITEM.
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CRIME STORY

YOUNG BACHELOR
TRAPPED

By P. VENKATESAN

UDHIR was a gay young
bachelor and given to
dreaming about girls. In-

variably he spent his evenings
on the sands of Marina, dream-
ing that one day a girl glitter-
ing as an angle, would surely
dance into his life and turn the
pang in his heart into a song.

The cause for his idle fancy
was not far to seek. No parent
as yet had ventured to offer his
daughter to him in marriage!

One evening as he was lolling
around the fisherman’s hutments,
he saw a girl, lingering here
and there, all alonc coming to-
wards him. The sun had just
set, leaving behind him, a world
of ruby-red glory. The soft
crimson rays fell on her face,
and her skin fair as ivory, shone
through the thin muslin saree
she wore. At sight of her,
Sudhir’s heart began to beat
wildly.
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Thinly built, sable-haired and
bright-eyed, she looked just the
girl he had been dreaming about.

She came and stood by his
side, blushing. He made bold
to speak to her.

“Darling, my da ...... . his
tongue failed him. She again
blushed and returned a brief
timorous look.

“The night has fallen and
I'm afraid to go home alone.”
She informed him piteously.

““Why, I am here to help you™
our hero said.

‘““Really,” she heaved a sigh
of relief.

As they turned to go, sudden-
ly she felt a painin her shins
and she was about to faint.

The next moment his hands
went round her slim waist to
shield her and held her in close
embrace. He first reckoned she
was embarrassed but soon learnt
she had accepted his courteous
help demurely.

And then slowly they sank on
the shimmering sands. A cold
blast of wind blew and they
nestled closer still.  Presently
the pain left her and they were
whispering away animatedly,
restraint and bashfulness too
having gone to the winds !

N the warmth of his embrace,
she lapsed into a reminiscent
mood and began to speak in a
voice thick with melancholy that
moved him not a little.

Her mother, a devil of an
orthodox woman, despite her
being educated, was bent on
marying her to a caste man who
was a boor! Her heart was
about to burst that day and to
fill her lungs with breeze she
had comc to the beach and
stayed rather long.

He, on his part, ranted against
caste and creed, and offered
her his unstinted sympathy.

Then stealthily, almost inper-
ceptibly she used her ~humid
lips against his, hungering for
bliss.

They grew sentimental.
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“We've met perhaps only to
part!” he exclaimed, “and our
love will be forgotten.”

She chided him that it was
only the malady of the men-
folk. Women were more true
and constant. She heaved a soft
sigh. Then with an impulsive
hurry, she slipped her ring on
his finger.

“This will serve you ipf
and always remind me,’%
laughed ironically. -

In return he looked at k:'
but it was only a rolled-gold one
and so unworthy of her finger.
So he hastily undid his Rolex
watch and slipped it over her
slender wrist.

“Oh, no, such a costly thing
for keepsake,” she objected.

* Eh, for a mere watch! I'm
prepared to lay bare my very
life before thy feet”” he persinsted
waxing lyrical.

* * %=

THF thing being over, there
was a pause.

Next the rattlc of her bangles
was heard and trom behind the
fishermen’s hutments there
emerged some ruflians.

Seeing them Sudhir and his
dream-gir! got up to leave.

—Please see page 31



HEALTH

WHAT ARE PILES?

.

R{L'ES are a problem that we
Z discuss from time to time,
e ~hey occur fairly frequently in
' Z.ne population, and are a painful

and distressing condition until

treated. What are piles ?

Piles are swellings due to
enlargemet of the veins around
the opening of the back passage.
At first they are just tender swell-
ings which may give a little pain
when the daily motion is passed—
or perhaps less frequently as
sometimes they go along with
constipation. This, however, is
by no means the rule, just as it is
not necessarily true that they go
along with too much of drink. If
they are not treated, and get
worse, they may start to bleed ;
this is sometimes a very little
amount, no more than a slight
stain on the toilet paper, or again,
it may amount to a serious loss
of blood, and patients have some-
times reported to the doctor with
quite severe anaemia, following
on heavy bleeding from neglected
piles.

Ip very eariy cases, it may be
sufficicnt to regufate the bowed

action by the use of liquid
parapin, and the inclusion of
more bulky foods in the dijet.
Hard, constipated stools do not

cause piles, but they make the
condition worse, and if this side
of things is put right, very often
the piles will clear up almost at
once.

INJECTIONS

Once they are established, piles
need more direct treatment
however. The wusual thing is
injection. The solution used is
an oily one, which is injected
around the veins—not into them
—and, by pressing on them, obli-
terates them so that they collapse
temporarily. At the same time
the oil acts as an irritant in thc’:
tissues round about the vein, so
that they closc up and bec,omc
firmer, thus giving more support
to the veins when the latter re-
open.. Somctimes a course of
injections may bc necessary.
Following injectlon, it is best to
walk home, as this provides a
certain amount  of  muscular
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massage and ensures that the oil
does its work effectively.

Prolapsed piles are when the
pile is pushed out and comes to
the outer surface. At first this is
usually only with the passing of
a stool, and the pile returns
within the bowel quite easily.
Later, it may prolapse at other
times, for instance, when the
person is tired after walking or
after other excrecise, and later
still, it may be gripped by the
muscle ring at the opening and
be upable to return. All these
cases are best ireated by oper-
ation. The operation is quite a
simple one, and though it involves
some local discomfort, it is not
an operation that need be feared.

COMPLICATIONS

Some of the minor compli-
cations that arise with piles can
also be an indication for their
surgical removal. For example,
they may give rise to a constant
slight discharge’ of mucus, before
there is ever any question of
bleeding, or the surrounding skin
may become moist and dermatitis
may arise. Operation leads to
speedy recovery from these side-
effects, which, although they are
not dangerous, are often extreme-
ly uncomfortable and can make
the patient’s life quite miserable.

It is always important to go to
the doctor for a propef cxamin-
ation if you develop piles. Very
often they are duc to some guite
simple cause; for instance, they
often come on during pregnancy,
and if carefully treated, will often
subside again after the baby is

born; or they may be due to
either chronic constipation or
diarrhoea. But just occasionally
they can be due to something
going wrong further up the ali-
mentary tract, and so it is always
wise to have a full examination
so that any internal disease can
be treated right at the start, when
there is the best chance of good
results. If you go to your doctor
at once. vou arc taking a ?gge
precaution, If there is notky
seriously wrong, he will be atg
to reassure you, and it will usfe \
ally be possible to put t e
trouble right by one of thes
methods described above.

—A PHYSICIAN

Young Bacheler Trapped
—Continued from page 29

But as they neared the road
she suddenly disappeared. He
became suspicious, he looked at
the ring she gave him.

It was a basc brass one with
the word “FOOL” engraved
on 1t.

He was about to shout.

But the ruffians whom he had
encountered carlier on the beach
appeared on the scene and
gagaed his mouth, threatening
to stab him if be shouted for
the police. !

The charmer, into whose clever
trap Sudhir had fallen, belonged
to their gang'! it
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HOW MUCH ARE
YOU WORTH?

typist she’s worthless, he

fl-' HEN the boss tells his new

§

v -

RE

S is speaking no more than
~ fe truth. Indeed, we arc all
worthless creatures judged from
the standpoint of a saleable
commodity.

Scientists have worked it all
out. The human body is worth
less than ten bob. It is composed
of calcium, sodium, sulphur,
carbon and water—most water.
Even then, its value in chemicals
depreciates with age.

Take our calcium content, for
instance. Do vou know that we
are born with 270 bones, but as
we grow up we lose 64 of them,
and finish up with a mere 206.
What happens is that 64 of our
body bones join with others as we
age.

But if we are only worth ten
bob in chemicals we¢ have a
tremendous amount of power
inside us. There is enough elec-
tricity in thc human body to
light a 25-watt bulb, cnough
efectricity to boil four big kettles
full of water, or drive a steam
model engine round the dining
room floor.

Those muscles we hear so
much about take some feeding.
There are 527 of them, and 83
are in the head alone. The
strongest muscles are not the
biceps beloved of heavy-weight
boxers, but those tiny ones
around the heart. They never
stop working night or day, and
keep the old ticker beating
regularly over a hundred
thousand times every 24 hours.

All this tremendous power
inside us needs fuelling on a big
scale. For instance, the average
person consumes 52 tons of food
in his life time, and pours
nineteen thousand gallons of
liquid. refreshment down his
throat.

Now what about time off for
the human machine ? Well, of
our three score years and ten we
sleep off 21 years of them, while
we use another fourteen in re-
laxation, as follows—seven years
in cinema, theatre or concert
going, including television watch-
ing, three sitting at the table
consuming food and drink, three
in waiting for buses, trains, and
for unpunctual pcople with
whom we have appointments,
and a whole year hanging on to
the end of a telephone.

This totals up to 35 years out
of 70, spent in sleep and relax-
ation of one kind or another.

So vou see, when anyone tells
you that you're only half alive,
don’t jump down their throats.
They’re probably right.

—HOWARD YOUNG
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HORT STORY

The eauples Narrate

ANKARAN’S wife Girija was
very busy that morning,
very much enthusiastic to wel-

come the newly-wedded couple,
who were going to be their guests
that day. Balu, an intimate
friend and officemate of Sankaran
had promised to pay a visit to
their house, with his recently-
married wife Santa by 10 a. m.,
that day being Sunday, and to
have lunch with them to celebrate
the occasion. Though Girija
had not had any chance to meet
Sankaran’s friend before, she
had been told about their close
connections by her husband, who
was having stories to tell about
their friendship.

Balu was noted for hjs punc-
tuality in keeping appointments,
and as such Sankaran was hurry-
ing Girija to make all the pre-
parations ready before they
came.,

Theix gto'zfiw

Exactly at 9-45 a. m. there was
a tap on the door, and both of
them hurried to open the door.
The door was opened, crossviews
ensured just out of curiosity, to
result in complete silence out of
sheer astonishment. It took a
few seconds for all of them to
recover from the sudden and
unexpected experienge.

By ROHINI

ANKARAN put on an artificial
smile and welcomed Balu and
his wife into the house. Santa
joined Girija in the inner apart.
ment. o

Contrary to what Sankaran
and Balu had thought, it was the
moment of utmost gloom and
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thorough testing. They wanted
to spend that Sunday joyfully in
the company of their wives, to
spend the day-time at Sankaran’s
house and to attend a film that
evening all together’ at Metro.
But something in their hearts as
also in the hearts of their female-
counterparts was standing in the
way. Each one of them knew
it for his or her own part, but
did not dare to break the sus-

pef .
F)
+ somehow they had the Lun-

.~ Jon. Balutold he was fecling
~stightly indisposed due to head-
ache and wanted to take rest.
Sankaran thought that was a
blessing in disguise and he too
retired.  Girija expressed that
due to her having got up very
early that morning she was feel-
ing drowsy and Santa welcomed
it as a boon in her heart of
hearts.

AS far Girija, though she pre-
tended to sleep by closing
her eyelids, sleep was altogether
an impossibility. She rolled left
and right and tried to try to
control the strcams of her me-
mories. Having found all efforts
futile, she let her mind-waves
loose. She remembered the
good old days when she was
a student in the Interclass in
one of the city colleges in
Madras. It was very interesting
to recall the incident which
paved the way for her friend-
ship with Balu, which later
developed into love.
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One evening after her class,
Girija went to the college library
to have a book on Electricity for
reference. Immediately she en-
tered into the Hall, she noticed
Balu, a young and robust man,
having a winning smile on his
face, holding the very same book
she wanted in his hands and was
then signing the card. That was
the only book written by the same
author available in the college
library: She could not avoid
having that book for some very
urgent reference. She thought
for a while, and immediately
came to a decision. Why not
she approach that young man to
oblige her with the book for one
day ? His pleasing appearance
emboldened her. She kept out
of the library hall and waited
for Balu’s arrival. She started
by wishing him good evening and
then introduced herself to him.
Balu was really surpised when he
found a lovely young girl, un-
known to him come and wish
him as she did.

He asked whether he could do
anything for her: She requested
him whether it would be possible
for him to spare that book for
a day or two. She added she
was very badly in need of that
book for a reference. Balu said
that he could not spare the book
that day, as he too wanted it
urgently. But if she could meet
him the next evening, he
would give it to her, provided she
would return it the day after.
She agreed and took it from
him.

On the third day when she met
Balu to return the book to him,
she found him not in a hurry as
on the previous day. He was
quite free and as such they cquld
find time to talk something.
They came out of the callege
together, walked along the road,
till they reached the public-
square from where she had to
take a turn to her residence.
That was a remarkable day for
both of them. From that day
onwards, their friendship
developed, and the days that
followed witnessed their regular
meeting after college hours.
Their acquaintance blossomed
into natural love and longing.

* * *

AFTER the examinations were

over, they parted reluctantly
hoping meet when the college re-
opened. The college reopened
and she joined Senior Inter. To
her utter surprise she could not
find Balu. Later she came to
understand that under instruc-
tions from his father, he was
studying for Engineering course
at Poona. After that for the
next three years, she had not had
any news about him. She be-
came graduated, and in conso-
ance with the desire of her
parents, married Sankaran a year
back, and was then happily lead-
ing the family life at Ghatkoper,
in the suburbs of Bombay.

The same thought currents re-
flected on the mental canvas of
Balu, who was in the meanwhile
immersed in a fond reverie.

Santa found a different picture
on her mental canvas. She could
recollect the happy days she and
Sankaran had at Trichy ; how
they spent the days at the local
parks, on the banks of the
Cauvery and again on the Hill,
presided over by Lord Ganesha
at the top. Her father was a
railway servant in the then
South Indian Railways, and the
railways though they provided
security of employment, Wgy
creating a sort of nomadic raig
ready to shift from one place &

another. Wy
%
While one day she was stand-
ing on the outer balcony, she
noticed a young man, very-brisk
and intelligent-looking, on the
balcony of the building opposite
to her house. She felt shy and
withdrew herself inside the
apartments, The next day the
incident was repeated. Later
she came to know that his name
was Sankaran, studying in the
B.A.: class, and his father was an
advocate. Casual throw of
glances to and fro gave way to
constant speaking of the eyes,
and soon they felt 2 longing for
personal talk and acquaintance.

. A

(OnNe day when she was returning

back from the temple, she
noticed Sankaran coming a few
yards behind. Though it was
only accidental for Santa, it was
pot so for our Sankaran. He
had noticed her going to the
temple and had intentionally
Sollowed her. He did not want
to disclose it to her. She stop-
ped and waited for him to come
up. Even on the very first
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occasion, they started with
very familiar gestures, and the
ways and manners of each
appealed to the other very much.
It was not long before this ac-
quaintance developed into a
longing for each other, so much
so that they used to meet every
evening, spent sometime in joy-
ful company and returned home
together.

‘aminations approached. San-
', aran was successful and got the
. B8.A. degree. She too passed
vher S.S.L:C. examination.

Sankaran left for Bombay in
search of employment. She
discontinued her studies due to
some domestic reasons. Now
and then she was having news
about Sankaran, from out of the
conversations between her mother
and Sankaran’s. Another trans-
fer. Her father was transferred
to Dindigul and that closed the
medium through which she -was
getting news about Sankaran.
Time, as usual, did not wait and
changes took place. Her parents
married her to Balu, a son of
one of her father’s friends, about
a couple of months back, and
they were now residing happily,
enjoying the family-life, at Santa
Cruz, another suburban place
of Bombay. She was wondering
how Sankaran became a friend
of Balu. Had Sankaran told
about her to Balu? Was it for
this that she came very joyfully
that morning ?

/.- 5ays rolled on and the annual

AVES of more or less the same
velocity agitated the men-
tal ocean of our Sankaran too.
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He was deeply pondering over

how he could come out of the
perplexity. He even thought that
had he known this fact, he would
not have invited Balu at all.

As if her movements were
controlled by mechanical devices,
Girija got up, much against her
sweet will, for it was already
3p.m. and she had to make
preparations for evening coffee.
Santa pretended to assist Girija
in the kitchen.

HEN happened the unexpected
thing, but which was most
welcome. Balu started breaking
the day long silent atmosphere.
Much to the astonishment of
Sankaran and Santa, Balu called
Girija and Santa by their names,
and wanted that they all would
have coffee together.

While having their coffee, Balu

narrated to Sankaran and Santa
how Girija and himself were al-
ready acquainted. He gave a
small picture of the details minus
the matters of love; he added
that he was very happy to know
that Sankaran was not only his
friend, but also his brother-in-

law. A wave of appreciation

and thanks rose from Girija’s
face and swept over that of Balu.

All the while Balu and Girija
were not aware of the story
which Sankaran and Santa had
to narrate. When they heard
what Balu told, they were very
much astonished of the coinci-
dence. With smiling face, Sanka-

—Please see page 42

SKIT

THE MORNING DREAM

By T. NARAYANAN

HEN the clock struck six
disturbing  the early
morning peace, Sujatha

got up abruptly from her bed
screaming aloud. She was trem-
bling as if she had heard a
wartime siren. Her father Mr.
Prakash, who was in the adjoin-
ing room, on hearing her shreik,
rushed in.

«“ What happened Suja 2 he
enquired anxiously.

« The train by which my hus-
band Mr. Ravi was travelling has
met with an accident. I saw the
entire train falling in a flooded
river.” She answered and

sobbed.

Mr. Prakash laughed at what
his daughter narrated. °‘ Suja,
you are still a child. When you
went to bed yesterday you were
perhaps thinking of Ravi and
his coming. The accident was
after all a dream > he remarked
and consoled her.
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Sujatha now realised that the
accident was merely a dream.
Yet something still daunted in
her mind.

She said, “ Father, people say
that the morning dream will
come true.” Mr. Prakash
laughed mockingly.

“ Don’t worry yourself, Suja.
That is all mere superstition * he
said and went away.

* * *
WHEN Sujatha finished her

morning duties and came
to the centre hall Mr. Prakash
was turning the radio. It was
time for the announcement of

news. Just a minute passed.
Pat came the announcement :

“This is All India Radio,
Trichinopoly.  You will now
hear the news.”

Shortly followed : “ The
Express train bound for Tuti met
with a serious accident near



Ariyalur this morning at about
five. It is understood that all
the compartments except the
last two ¢ bogies,” including the
engine have fallen in the flooded
river. There was heavy rain in
that region yesterday night and
the railway bridge has been
washed away by the sweeping

’

current “...... .

Mr. Prakash heard this much
only. He turned to his daughter,
wro by that time had already

>joned. He  immediately
+ joned to the doctor. Now, he
socollected what Sujatha  told
“oiim about the dream. He also
i remembered Ravi was coming
only by that train. “ So, the
morning dream has come true
he muttered. The doctor attend-
ed to Sujatha. She opened her
eyelids. The doctor gave some
pills to Mr. Prakash with instruc-
tions to give the same to Sujatha
and took leave. Mr. Prakash

lost his usual wits. He consider-.

ed the situation as serious. He
hurried to the railway station.
But he soon returned home, with
no more details than what he
already knew.

Sujatha enquired whether he
had any information about Ravi.
Mr. Prakash did not answer.
She however understood from
his face that he was also equally
worried as herself.

“ Why not we go to the place
of accident, father, and see what
- has happened to Ravi?” she
asked.

Mr. Prakash thought for a
while. “Yes, Suja. That might
be of some use’ hc replied.
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“ But can you also accompany
me 7" he added hesitatingly.

“Ican. [Iam alright now"”.
Then with a pause she continued,
“Iam prepared even for the
worst.” So saying she turned
her head to wipe out the tears
from her eyes.

* * *
R. Prakash busied himself

in making necessary arrange-
ments for the journey. It was

just half past two. “ Barely an

hour more for the train to start >’
he said to himself and called the
servant.

At that time he heard the ring
of the cycle bell. The servant
opened the door. There stood
a man in khaki uniform with his
departmental cycle saying,  An
Express cover, please™.

Mr. Prakash with a beating
heart opened the envelope and
read the letter. It was from
Ravi. He had written that he
had cancelled his journey. He
had also stated that he had fixed
a house in Matunga. He had
requested his father-in-law to
pay a visit to Bombay with
Sujatha.

He immediately passed the
letter to Sujatha, who was keenly
watching her father, leaning in
the easy chair.

After reading it, she exclaimed
“Good news, thank God. What
about the morning dream,
father 7

“Oh! Mere superstition !
answered Mr. Prakash and
laughed.: it

SHORT STORY

N the quiet of a gloomy
December afternoon Manie-
kam distinctly heard the

wall-clock in the Colonel’s room
strike four. It was time he must
get up and go to the garden.

The willingness with which he
had been carrying out his duties
without being reminded by any-
body, now seemed to have
declined into a  perceptible

“ Maneekam !”. That was
his master's voice, stress being
laid on the second syilable
instead of on the first. The tone
betrayed impatience and anger:
It was too stern and commanding
to be justifiable. .

)

Leaving his wife with whi¥
he was talking all the while, ...
entered the Colonel’s room with
ostensible respect. :

The Boss and
The Cobra

By J. E.

lethargy. This was not because
of his inclination to talk with
his young wife, Valli, whom he
had brought to thc Colonel’s
house the previous month to
assist him in his work. It was
because Manickam detected a
queer change in the tone of his
master since the coming of Valli
into the house.

DAVID

"(OF late, Maneekam, 1 find you
_ spending time in idle talk
with your wife, or dallying about
herc and there in pretence of
doing work. I want you to be
once again brisk and attentive
to your work as you had been
before your marriage. Go, and
water the garden. and...... send
your wife to sweep my room”’,
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Manickam murmured assent
and hurried out.

* % x

ATERING the garden did
not warrant so much of
concentration as to keep Manic-
kam’s mind away from his wife.
He recalled to his memory the
unforgettable incident that had
happened a week ago when Valli
® laid in bed with fever.
“amediately when Manickam
‘#formed the Colonel that day
f his wife’s affliction, the Colonel
+had almost rushed to the place
where the fair Valli was lying
warmly ensconsed in her bed
sheet, her round furrowless face,
even in her sickness, shining out
like the full moon on a cloudless
sky. He had dropped himself
on his knees by her side and
touched the girl’s cheek with the
back of his right palm. Though
Manickam had known that the
Colonel was trying to find out
the extent of her fever, he could
not but help experiencing agony
at seeing another man touch his
young wife and that too, on the
cheek. The white man must
have felt her forehead, Manic-
kam had stupidly thought. The
Colonel had then raised Valli’s
right hand with that of his left
and with his right fingers he had
felt for the pulse. For a mo-
ment, in realization of his
helplessness before an English
boss, Manickam had closed his
eyes, unable to bear the sight.

This recollection brought fresh
fear to his heart. He knew that
his wife must be safe, but still
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he could not completely eradi-
cate the suspicion he had formed
in his mind the day the Colonel
attended on his wife when she
was sick. He had heard people
in the neighbourhood say that in
the City of Madras there were
cases where ayahs who had
worked in European houses, had
given birth to alarmingly white
babies. This thought eclipsed
what little confidence he had in
his master. Englishmen were up
to anything, he thought, for they
had power more than that of a
ruling  Maharaja’s. They
appointed their servants of their
own free will and according to
that same free will they dispensed
with their services without taking
efforts to justify their action. He
had beard that some of these
discharges were involved in the

birth of an alarmingly white baby

to a black country woman after
a few months. This new entry
into his mind, besides causing a
feeling of repulsion towards his
master, prompted him to run
and see if Valli was safe.

* * Y

UST at this moment, he heard

a distinct shriek. There could
be no mistaking the voice. It
was an ejaculation from the
throat of his wife, crying in
sudden pain.or in complete
helplessness.  Imstinctively  he
ran inside the house and to
the office room of the Colonel.
The door of the Colonel’s room
was wide open and through the
doorway he saw what he had
visualized a minute ago : Valli,
as if she might fall if nobody

!

supported her, leaned on the
broad chest of the Englishman.
Her face was turned to the left
and her right cheek was pressed
against his breast. She did not
scem to have noticed the
approach of her husband.

ANICKAM’s mind seemed to be

circling and circling as in a
whirlpool. Confusion was the
result. He seemed to have lost
all courage and celerity of action
when actually he was facing a
situation which he had not
failed to anticipate. Anger
reached its height and he
developed a sort of sbivering,
the like of which he had not
experienced in all his life. But
he found his mouth twitching in
anger and when he opened it
with a great effort, words died
down in his throat itself. He
walked close to the Colonel the
expression on whose face reveal-

ed intense fright.

When the Colonel saw Manic-
kam coming near him he put his
hand into his pocket, holding
the girl all the while with the
other, brought it out with a ten
rupee note and produced it to
Manickam saying, “ Get a......
. Manickam, now the
embodiment of anger and hatred,

lucked the currency note from
the Colonel angrily and without
giving any chance for the master
to complete his statement he
said, “ You scoundrel ! Born of
bitch! How darc you pay mc
len rupees as a cgmp_ensutxon
for kecping my wifc mn your
arms......and that too, m my
presence When he spoke,
murder was manifest in his face.
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His eyes emitted rays of bold-
ness and decisiveness. A low
bestial groan seemed to escape
his throat and it sent a shudder
through the Colonel’s nerves.
But before the master could
think of doing anything, the
angered man seized a paper
dagger that was glittering on the
neatly polished rosewood table
and springing forward thrust it
into the right sidef of the
Colonel’s throat.

When the dagger went hoﬁ"e,

Manickam observed, to his greks,
astonishment, his wife falling ¥
the ground first in a lump.
gave him a shock to see his:
wife lying on the ground un-
conscious. He dropped himself
on his knees beside Valli and
tried to find out her ailment. He
wondered what the unscrupulous
tI;anlishmam could have done to
er.

Manickam caught hold of
Valli and tried to lift her bodily.
Unconsciousness seemed to have
given more weight to her body.
He raised her shoulders and
allowed her head to rest on his
lap. * Valli! Valli!”, he called,
but Valli was far away to hear
her husband’s anxious call. He
shook her body ; held her tightly
to him ; kissed her violently on
the lips and cheeks. She did not
stir a bit ; neither did she open
her eyes. And then the cruel
truth was here. His Valli was
dead ! ’

* *

*
MANICKAM was now weep-
' ing in helplessness. His
wife to whom he was married



only two months ago was mys-
teriously dead ; his boss was
also dead, murdered by him.
But when he observed the
Colonel turn his head slightly,
he felt relieved, at least for the
moment. The Colonel opened
his mouth to say something and
Manickam bent his head close
to his master’s face anxious to
hear what he was going to say.

Amidst great pain the English-
man said, ¢ Maneckam, you
ere too hasty and your haste is
Z40ing to cost the lives of two
Jpeople—one your dear charming
swife, the other, the man who
was paying and fe‘eding you™.

Though Manickam could not
comprehend what the Colonel
was trying to express, yet the
mere idea of his having caused
an almost fatal injury to his
master brought tears to his eyes.

HE Colonel continued, “Go and
get a country doctor imme-
diately. The ten rupee note I
gave you was for any medicine
or anything else your doctor
might ask you to buy. Vallj,
while she was sweeping the room
was bitten by a cobra. In pain
she yelled. Out of the shock
she swooned and was about to
fall down when 1 caught her.
Just at that moment you rushed
in and thought I was indulging
in illicit lovemaking. 1 hope
you understand me now, Manee-
kam, and that you and Valli
will, in the future, think of me
as a gentleman’.

“ Valli 7’ querried Manickam
and he told his master, ‘“She is

like a child wiih his face covered
by both the hands.

“Dead ! cried the Colonel
as if he was smitten on the face.
There was a long silence except
the sound of Manickam’s sobs.
The silence was at large broken
softly by the Colonel.

‘1 like you much, Maneekam.
From the time you came to work
for me, I have always liked you
and I don’t want you to be put
to trouble. Now that your wife
also is dead, hurry out of the
house and try to escape the law.
No excuse of anger or doubt can
help you to escape the law when
the victim happens to be an
Englishman™. But Manickam
had already decided to run to
the Police Station and surrender
himself. That was all he could
do as a retribution for his haste
and mad rage which had resulted
in the death of two dear lives. {

The Couples Narrate Their Story
—Continued from page 36

ran briefly explained the position
to Balu and Girija, of how him-
self and Santa were already
friends, of course suppressing
the fact that they loved each
other.

All of them were wonder-
stricken at the development of
the drama. When two of them
thought only they had a story with
them, the other two had the same
sort of story to narrate. A merc
coincidence !

As scheduled, they attended a
film at Metro that evening, and
reached their respective residences

dead”. Manickam was weepingfull o peace and joy. it
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SHORT STORY

IT PAID OFF

HEN Robert Attucks was
young he read the
Horatio Alger books—

and believed in them. They
dealt with poor but proud boys
who carried travelling bags for
crusty old gentlemen, or pulled
crusty old gentlemen or their
daughters away from runaway
horses. Such deeds never failed
to remove the crust from crusty
old gentlemen, who were always
wealthy, and who alway_s reward-
ed the doers by making them
their own office boys, epcourag-
ing them to know their daughters
better, and giving them a good
shove along the road to fame and
fortune. So young Robert
decided that Haratio was worth

following.

Robert also made another
decision—that it would be better
to carry bags than pull anybody
from beneath the feet” of on-
rushing rupaway horses.

For a number of months
therefore Robert (along with
most of the population of Fair-
ville) met the 5 o’clock train
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from the North, picked som®

elderly gentleman, and offered t4.:

carry his bag. But as the elderl

gentlemen either said, * No

thanks, bud,” and threw their
bags on the Palace Hotel bus, or
merely favoured him with an odd
look, Robert finally grew dis-
couraged.

Once, and once only, he got
his hands on a bag. Mr. Bales,
Fairville’s richest citizen, stepped
off the train and accepted
Robert’s offer. However, when
they reached his front gate Mr.
Bales only thanked him, said
abruptly : “ Tell your father I'll
drop nto his office in the
morning,” and carried the bag
up the walk to his house.

FTER full  consideration,

Robert understood Mr. Bales
could not in good conscience
have employed Robert as his
office boy. Robert’s father was
Mr. Bale’s lawyer, neighbour and
best friend ; and it was no secret
that Mr. Attucks intended
Robert to finish grammar school,
high school, college and law

-



school before entering anybody’s
office. Also, there was no reason
for Mr. Bales to encourage him
to know his daughter better.
Robert and Clarissa had made
mud pies together.

The incident had one result,
however, Robert concluded that,
while Horatio’s stuff could un-
doubtedly bring success in New
York, it simply wasn’t for Fair-
ville. By the time he entered
high school, he'd almost for-
gotten Horatio.
fc
¥ * * *

IN high school, Robert and

Clarissa, though now knowing
each other better, perhaps
became sweethearts. In fact, had
Robert not gone east to college
and become interested in the
advertising business and smart
women, he’d have probably
married Clarissa. At home he
would probably have gone to
law school and eventually not
only run Clarissa’s mills, but
have been his own lawyer be-
sides, thus achieving fortune and
some measure of fame rather
early in life.

But he did go east to college
and afterward into the advertise-
ment business in New York.

By energy and some native
ability, his rise in the firm of
Trigg, Trapp, Truscott and Tope
was meteoric. He climbed to
the position of junior partner
faster than anyone ecver had
before, or since. He also re-
mained junior partner longer
than anyone before, or since.
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As he neared 40, Robert - had
been the junior partner for a
long, long time, and was pretty
discouraged. In other firms, the
big shoots sometimes called in
th.elr l?right young men to confer
with important clients ; not so
Trigg, Trapp, Truscott and Tope.
Mr. Trigg harboured an unalter-
able belief that, given an outside
chance, a bright young man
would steal a big account and
open his own agency.

“Not that Frances would let me
get enough money ahead to open
an agency” Robert thought bit-
terly. For he had married a
smart woman, and learned that

- preserving the smart appearance

Is an expensive process. In
brief, Frances kept a good income
spent to the limit.

He was worrying over all this,
and checking next year’s layouts
for the Blevins Candy Mint
Company, the firm’s most pra-
fitable client, when Miss Fergu-
son, Mr. Trigg's secretary, burst
into his little cubbyhole. She
wore a harried expression.,

“Old Battle-axe Blevins s
here, and all the big shots are
out. She says she must see
some one. so I guess it’s now up
to you, Mr. Attucks—I'm sorry.”

"(OKAY,” said Robert, beginning

~ to swecat. He knecw Mr.
Trigg feared that Mrs. Blevias’
oft-repeated threat to move the
account elsewhere might come
off this year.

Mrs. Blevins, a woman of the
size, shape and features of a
longshoreman, marched in and
slammed an enormous handbag
down on his desk.

“J] pay you bloodsuckers
enough to get a little service,
but when I come in I find neither
Trigg, Trapp, Truscott nor
Tope !” she announced.

“Y'm sure they didn’t know—"

¢ They never know anything,”
said Mrs. Blevins. ¢ Now, Iam
ready to know something about
plans for Blevins Candy Mints
for next year—or else.”

«] was checking over three
T "
tentative programmes when—

« Let me see ‘em,” she said,
grabbing them with one hand
while she adjusted her glasses
with the other.

* * *

HE examined all three at
length, and her comments were
short and jarring. Of the first,
she said : « Humph!” Robert

squirmed:  After the second :
«Rotten!” He turned pale.
Slamming the third down she

said : * Tell that fat fool, Trigg,
I'll see him tomorrow moraoing,
probably for the last time'!
Robert shook. -

Still shaking, he rose to his
feet. Mrs. Blevins reached for
her hand bag; but Robert, not

seeing anything very clearly,
picked it up and shoved it under
his arm. Showed her to the
elevator, out of the building, and
to a waiting taxi. Only when
handing her into the taxi did he
notice that he still held the bag.
He gave it back to her. .

“ Thank you, young man—
Attucks, isn’t it ?”

“ Yes, ma’am,” returned Ro-
bert miserably. Mr. Trigg wis

1

not long in getting back now the;:
damage was done ; nor in finding

out what had happened. Nor
was he long in reading Robert
the riot act, which Robert took
lying down, from habit.

He spent most of the after-
noon emptying his desk. In the
morning, he guessed, he’d get
the axe immediately after Mrs.
Blevins’ conference with Mr.
Trigg.

The summons came along on
schedule. He walked into Mr.
Trigg’s office as though travelling
the last mile. However, he found,
Mr. Trigg smiling broadly.

« Sit down, my boy, sit down,”
said Mr. Trigg. * That old—
that. old oh, Mrs. Blevins has
placed her account with us for
another year, and it all seems to
be due to your carrying her bag
downstairs. Gave her a geat idea,
she thinks, Courtesy.”

"y ou know ‘It’s courteous to
offer a Blevins Candy Mint,’
with a picture of Sir Walter
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Raleigh throwing his coat in the
mud for, you know, the Queen,
and stuff like that. Wants you
to drop everything else and work
exclusively for Blevin; says you
know the meaning of courtesy—
though where that old witch ever
heard the word, I don’t know.
But it’s fine we got the account
again. It’ll mean a substantial
advance to you, my boy,” he
added.

y A full partnership, I should
think,”” Robert suggested, de-
monstrating a fine native ability
for recovering.

A chilliness crept into Mr.
Trigg’s eyes, though both knew
Robert had him.

‘ We’ll go into that later,” he
said. “ But just how the devil
did you happen to carry that
handbag for her ?”

“I'm sure I don’t know, Sir,”
Robert answered.

But Robert did know. He
knew it was old Horatio, finally
paying off!

—KING THORN

THE GLORIOUS CHILDHOOD

*“ We compare innocent babes with God and there is a saying
that a little child is looked upon as divine. That is because children
are not affected by kama (lust) and the other passions krodha, bhaya
and soka (anger, fear and grief) are not deep-rooted in them.”

““ Children are the objects of the greatest affection in our

ordinary life.

Our religious literature abounds in instances of the

Divine Being assuming the form of a child and gladdening the hearts

of all with childwood plays (leela

).

One of the names of Sri Mahha-

lakshmi is Bhargavl, the reference being that she incarnated as the
child of Sage Brigu. Similarly Katyayaniis one of the names of Sri
Parvati, because she was born as the daughter of Sage Katyayana.

““ These Sages, who had realised God, desired to have the good
Jortune of bringing up the Divine Mother as their child so that they
The Lord appeared as the child of
Yasoda and by His divine sports bathed the entire Gokulam in joy
(ananda).”” ~HIS HOLINESS SRI SANKARACHARYA,

could offer this Sakti to Isvara.
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FOOL PROOF »
FINGER PRINTS

OUR fingerprints are unique,
and if ever they are used
in evidence against you it

is almost certain that there is not
the slightest chance of a mistake.
For the likelihood of two persons
possessing identical prints is so
remote that the chances are
estimated at sixty-four thousand
millions to one.

Scotland Yard holds over half
a million different prints and
almost a million convictions have
been registered on fingerprints.
This is an astounding number,
for it was not until 1902 that
British Courts of Justice officially
accepted identification by finger-
prints or ‘ dabs.”

The police are the only finger-
print experts in this country, and
every man employed in the
department is an expert super-
vising a recording system that is
so efficient that a given set of
prints can be matched in five
minutes.
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The developing of prints is a
science. Clear prints can be
photographed at once—a special
camera being used, and much
depends on the surface of the
material. Dry powdered grap-
hite is usually sprayed over the
surface or dusted on, the excess
powder is then carefully removed
and the exposure made.

* * *

Criminals have on many occa-
sions tried to destroy their prints
by burning the fingers, but, when
the skin has re-formed, the pat-
tern is restored. Even the
grafting of skin over the finger
tips does not destroy the natural
markings.

In all, there are seven patterns
of fingerprints, known respective-
ly as Loops, Arches, Tented
Arches, Whorls, Central Pocket
Loops, Dual Loops and Acciden-
tals. The last are simply
combinations of two or more
patterns.



In criminal .procecedings the
defence is always handicapped
because expert evidence cannot
be called in opposition to the
fingerprint experts, as it can, for
example, in a poisoning case.

The distinctive pattern on each
finger is formed five months
before birth, and does not change
throughout a person’s lifetime.
Resemblances, of course, are
possible, and characteristics can
be inherited, but these do not
cause confusion in identification.

In the case of twins, finger-
prints are similar. Yét the
expert can readily distinguish
them, for the markings show up
quite differently under the
magnifying glass:

" Nature has provided us with
positive and unmistakable means
of identification, for we leave
our signature on almost every-
thing we touch.

L 4 * *

A more recent development is
the claim that fingerprints give
more than a clue to a person’s
identity. It is now believed that

A nation can afford

they also give a clue {0 a person’s
character. It is said that people
.with the loop type of print are
capable of a high degree of
mental and emotional elasticity,
and that they are responsible,
versatile and assimilative. There
is a weakness, however, in lack
of concentration which destroys
individual efficiency.

Those possessing tent-shaped
prints are more sensitive, but
the are nervous, although they
appreciate art and music. Those
who have the whorl type have
independence of thought and
action. They think a lot and
talk little. Those with compos-
ite prints are said to be good in
business and clever with their
hands, but they are difficult
companions.

In any case, have a look at
your finger tips. The markings
may inform others as to where
you have been and what you
have touched. What is more
important, they might tell you
just what qualities you possess
and lack. In fact, whilst they
will tell others who you are, they
might tell you what you are.

—FRANCIS FELLOWS.

the luxury of compromise

when it has decided upon the goal at which it aims.
It cannot afford that luxury when it is fearful of
choosing the goal.—HAROLD LASKI.
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SHORT STORY

HE day had dawned in a

T tiny hamlet in Bihar. The

rustics who set an example

of their laborious labour from

dawn to dusk, bustled out to

the fields with spades and
scythes.

A hundred yards away from the
village Chavadi there stood a
four-storied magnificent mansion
where dwelt Raja Kiran whose

" ancestors were renowned for

By D. J. IUDSON

polished furniture that centred
round a cushioned chair on the
dias from where the Raja com-
manded his two dozen serfs,

It was only a year ago Kiran
died, leaving behind Komala, his
entrancingly beautiful daughter.
Her mother Rani was much
worried about komala’s growing
age.

A gig stood ready at the gate-
way. No sooner did she take

: }‘

Young Pair

By

their dignified lineage, pomp
and pageantry. Innumerable
fascinating coconut palms that
encircled the mansion doubly
enhanced, the existing charm of
its surroundings. The ante—
chamber was subduingly adorned
with various curious skins of
wild beasts which depicted a
fond hunter. A narrow passage
led into an ivory hall with well
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The Pond

her seat comfortably in
than the gig made fast into the
broadway leading up to the
mountain ranges to her brother’s
residence at the foot of the
mountains to talk and settle
Komala’s matrimonial affairs,

AMBU, Rani’s servant. espied
the Revenue Inspector’s black
car stopping at his cottage.

4—March *58



Happiness cures all diseases !
What made Sambu’s joy
shoot up to ecstacy was the very
sight of his son Madu, upon
whom he built the castle of his
aspirations.

The tears welled out and trick-
led down his cheeks as he em-
braced his son.  Madhu’s
mother’s heart was also filled
with overwhelming joy.

“ Whose car is that 7’ Sambu
asked, ¢ Kumar’s, a friend of
mine who gave me a lift,” rang
the voice of Madu. After dinner,
he went to bed.

RANI was just back to the
mansion after consulting
the purohit about the
“ Muhorut.” Hemant, being as
young as forty was to wed the
teen-aged fairy Komala ! Mona
Lisa would have envied her
moon-like-face,  petal-like-lips,
lusty eyes and graceful steps like
a peahen. The bees mistook her
cheeks to be flower bulbs full of
nectar and boney.

Much against the will of her
mother, Komala slipped into the
neighbouring enchanting garden
where Kokilas tuned melodious
lays as she lay on the green grass
by the pond. Her slim and
slender figure clad in milk-white
saree revealed the unsophisti-

cated charm like Shakuntala in
the hermitage of the Sage
Kanwa.

ADHU woke up and dressed

neatly as a hunter. Never

was he so happy as he was then.

Sambu stole a sight at his gigantic

son and proceeded towards the
mansion.

Rani was mad with rage.

“ Go and search for her ™
yelled out Rani at submissive
Sambu who even heard her say
“ My sweet Komala.”

With a rough staff in his hand
he hastened towards the nearby
hills.

By now Madhu reached the
garden while Komala was lying
on the bed of daisies recollecting
the reminiscences in her deep
reverie. The picturesquesly
dressed and fully equipped
Madhu pointed his gun at a
rabbit but his bullet went wide
of the mark. Again there
sprang a deer out of thickly inter-
laced vineyard at which he turned
the point of his gun with great

agility but his gun refused to do
its job !

Komala having rushed to the
spot understood the hunter to be

!

“Lovely lass!” exclaimed
Madhu as his gun slipped down
to the ground. Both exchanged
a few quick glances.

* * *

" ARE you a ghost or an
angel?”” Madhu broke
the embarrassing silence.

Komala took him for a mons-
ter in the garb of a hunter. So
she ran and ran but was trapped
like the fly in the spider’s web
for her saree caught stuck in a
thorny bush. This ° Shikari’
started his rescuing task.

« Thanks * rose her innocent
voice above the hum of insects.
Then she took to her heels with
a complacent look and a charm-
ing smile.

- * *

SAMBU searched and searchgd
but returned with a grief
stricken face which Rani read
and sank into the soft b_ed sob-
bing. But he was astonished to
find Komala in the beq room as
he entered with a burning taper.

« Where were you, Komi?”’
enquired Rani.

«“Jn my bed room mummy
dear ”’ quibbed away Komala.

Komala dreamt of the happy
incident. Likewise a train of
thoughts invaded Madhu’s mind
the whole night. Earsly in the

L oL g AR

S TS S

- vy,

|-
morning he sat at his mother’s
feet and she blessed him.

 Mother dear,” said Madhu,”
I dreamt of a merry couple last
night in a flower garden but the
gentleman was in rags while the
lady was richly attired.” .

¢ How could a poor man who
looks almost a beggar win the
noble lady’s hand in marriage ?”
he asked.

« Dear lad,” his mother said,
* True Love is the Cream of Life
which blinds those who taste it
for it kmows no difference
between the rich and the poor,
the ugly and the beautiful, the
strong and the weak and...... »

v
Madhu’s face blushed at this.
He made his way as fast as he
could towards that garden.

The preventive measures taken
by Rani proved futile for
Komala stole into the garden
again in disguise. She picked up
there a handkerchief on which
““ Madhu” was embroidered
with saffron thread *““ Ah! I
remember ”* she cried,” he is
Sambu’s son.”

ADHU neared the pond where

he found Komala engrossed

in going through a book reclining
under the shade of a tree.

«“ Gogod morning >  greeted
Madhu.
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quite a novice in his art. 51
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CONFESSIONS OF

HE world of the Non-Vege-

tarians has always held
. a fascination for me.

Brought up on brinjals and drum-
sticks, I have tried many times
to gain glimpses of the Fish and
Fowl eater’s paradise. When-
ever I read of the Carpenter and
the Walrus eating the oysters
my mouth waters profusely. “If
your greed to gorge flesh is so
great, why don’t you eat 1t, you
fool,” friends may pertinently
ask. You may even pass
through a needle’s eye and seek
salvation. But to one brought
up in an orthodox vegetarian
family, tasting flesh is verily a
feat. It may sound amusing.
But like many amusing things,
it contains much truth.

I come from a family where
even a hairless egg is equated
with drink and similar un-
washable sins. My cousin, who
was guilty of eating with Non-
Vegetarians in a far off country
called England, had to take nine
holy dips in the Ganges before
he was allowed to enter the
house. But my friends have
been patrons of Pulav. In fact
I have. ‘Cl?u' féw friends among

UL Ll TIPS
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the Bhaktas of Brinjals. T need
not add that I am a vegetarian
by birth, but a non-vegetarian
by instinct.

There used to be a Kaka hotel
near my house in Vizag. Pratap,
the valiant, was the proprietor
of that small coffee house. The
local tailor, bus conductor and
the barber were the wits who
used to assemble there and tear
to pieces men, women and dogs.
Whenever I passed that way, [
used to inhale the pleasant smell
of Biriyani and the many un-
known delicacies dished out
there. Once or twice I entered
the sanctum under the pretext of
changing a rupee, but never had
the courage to taste a chicken
soup. What a chicken hearted
fellow I was! This suppressed
love for Biriyani and mutton
chops told seriously on my per-
sonality. 1 became allergic
to Lady’s Fingers and other
vegetables.

* * »
TIME passed without my tast-

ing Pratap’s ambrosia. I left
Vizag and came toa small town,
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By V. MOHAN RAO

A VEGETARIAN

Guntur, for my college educa-
tion. My father entrusted me
to the care of an old hotel
keeper who not only supplied
me with earthly vegetables but
even provided me with spiritual
food, Both were colourless,
odourless and tasteless: He had
a prejudice against the eaters of
corpses. He used to call them
Asuras. One day I shocked his
susceptibilities by reminding him
that Ravana, the Brahmin Asura,
was a strict vegetarian while
Rama, the God, was a lover

- of mutton chops. Was not

Sita busy with mutton chops
when Kakasura came to do
mischief ? My guardian became
furious and silenced me by
threatehing to write a letter to
my father.

We had in our college a
moustached Romeo called Geera,
who had served in the army,
One day he shook me like any-
thing and remarked, “What is
the earthly use of these skeletons?

You are all liabilities to mother
India. In five days I can make
you a new man if only you will
follow my advice. Take an egg
in the morning and run five
miles...” That night 1 became
conscious of my health. 1 felt
that I was a miserable weakling)
with life lurking somewhere in
the body. I secretly decided to
take eggs. But how to get them ?
That was the problem. 1 still
remember my entering the mar-
ket stealthily and after looking
this side and that, to ascertain
that any known soul was there,
said in a gruff voice, “An egg.”

I put it inside my shirt pocket
and left the market like a novice
comming out of the Red Ligtht
District. I felt that T had com-
mitted a sin. [ had even a mind
to throw it away. But while in
the act of throwing I might be
caught. Once or twice, while I
removed my handkerchief, the
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egg threatened to show its bald
head. When I managed to
reach my room, I breathed like
Hillary and Tensing after they
reached the top of the Everest.
Next thing was to break
the egg! I had seen an
Anglo-Indian driver friend
hitting the egg gently on
the table and then swallowing it.
1 too decided to perform the
same minor operation. I had
half a mind to mix it with
milk, but bringing milk to the
room might let the cat out of
the bag. At last I hit it...once
...twice...thrice...to no avail. I
added some more force—after
all I was a skeleton and nothing
would happen, I thought. But
the egg broke to pieces and lo'!
my book, table, shirt, every thing
was smeared with the yellow and
the white. There was a knock
at the door! It was the devil
of my guardian. With very
great difficulty I had my crime
and appeared before him. My
nervous behaviour perplexed
him not a little. “There is some-
thing wrong with you. 1 think
you are going to the second
show daily with smoking idiots...
1 shall write to your father...”

This experience was so bitter
that I gave up for some time my
attempts to taste the forbidden
food.

mit to the constitution for

Man should not thihk

TEN years later I once again

decided to ‘sin’. Then I was
employed and as the head of a
family had no reason to fear
anybody. One day I expressed
my desire to a Non-Vegetarian
friend of mine. “There you are”,
he congratulated me and took
me to a palatial hotel in Madras.
He had promised to ‘“‘initiate”
me.

Itook my chair. My friend
lighted a cigar and began to puff
with an extraordinary confidence.
He began ordering every concei-
vable thing available there. 1
I wanted to say, “Let me begin
with one...not so many at a
time...”” But he paid no heed to
my words. I felt all the animals
croaking inside the sjomach of
a skeleton. My head began to
reel. The masses of human
flesh around me enjoying a
delightful supper secemed to per-
form acrobatics. Their chairs
and my chair seemed to stand
topsy-turvy. The figures of the
waiters reflected in the mirror
were like those of ghosts. 1
stood up and made a dramatic
exit before the cooked animals
were brought.

The proprietor wondered
whether somebody didn’t behave
himself, my friend was thunder
struck. 1 quit the place bidding
goodbye to the world of the
Non-Vegetarians.  But still my
dreams are of Pulay, it

it liberty to refuse to sub-
it is their salvation.

—ARISTOTLE.
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MusIC :

By S. SUBRAMONY

TANSEN
| The Musical Maestro Who Moved The Elements

IYAN Tansen, the great
singer from Gwalior and
the ornament of Akbar’s

court, was a unique singer.
Centuries have elapsed since his
death and many singers have
come and gone but Tansen
‘remains the king of Hindustani

Music.

His contemporaries looked
upon him with awe and reverence
and there is no reason to think
that posterity will differ from
them. Tansen was no ordinary
singer; his rich and reasonant
yoice was capable of moving the
elements and working miracles.
Even today stories are being
told about the manner in which
clouds poured out rajn when the
musical maestro sang the Rag
Megh. 1t is said that Rag Deepak
was rendered by him in such an
impassioned manner that lamps
were lit automatically. A con-
temporary poet, in a 'studied
panegyric, described him as a
¢Divine Singer’ and ‘the Lord
of Music.’ '

The magical quality of
Tansen’s music is known to all;
but very little light has been
shed on his life. Only a few
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facts are available and they

make very interesting reading.

This most colourful personality

in the annals of Hindustani

music was a Muslim, but by,
birth he wasa Hindu. He was -
born in a little village of Baher, *
near the city of Gwalior. Pande,

a Brahmin scholar and poet was

his father. Pande was without

children for long and it is said

that in response to his fervent

prayers, a‘fakir blessed him.

Tansen is said to be a gift of the

fakir to the pious Brahmin.

Even as a boy, Tansen was
capable of resproducing any
sound which he chanced to hear.
He had a trained voice and
undoubted talents. The boy
prodigy became the talk of the
village. ~ But curiously enough
it was left to some wanderin
mendicants to bring to light the
boy’s abilities.

* * *

TANSEN proceeded to Brinda-

ban to study music under
the feet of the Great
Haridas, a musician-com-
poser. Itwas Haridas who
shaped Tansen into a singer.
Under his expert guidance, the
young aspirant to musical hon-



ours mastered the art in no time.
He became an accomplished
singer and began to give concerts
which were largely attended.
His fame begun to spread and
he was made the court musician
of Rewa. But Emperor Akbar
great patron of all arts, soon
heard of the great songster and
sent for him. Rewa’s loss was
Delhi’s gain.

Tansen was a singer in the
Imperial court. He made his
mark there and soon carved for
himself a niche in the heart of
the Emperor. His rise was sudden
and dramatic. His rendering of

? the songs were beautiful beyond

- description. People came from
distant parts of the country to
see and hear the great Tansen.
The connoisseur as well as the
commoner, the royal court as
well as the assembly of the
peasants, found themselves, time
and again, transported to the
Seventh Heaven of ecstacy.
Tansen attained phenomenal
popularity and commanded res-
pect and awe from all. Within
a short period he emerged as
the greatest exponent of the
Hindustani Music.

Tansen was also a composer-
His compositions were many
but he loved to work in the field
of Dhrupade—a difficult compo-
sition. He was an expert ins-
trumentalist as well and han-
dled many musical instruments
with dexterity.

* * *

AME and fame did not affect
or alter Tansen who remain-

ed to the last, a simple devotee of
music. His love and respect for

his master knew no bounds. He
took pride in claiming that he
was a disciple of Haridas. He
brought the emperor to
Brindaban and there Akbar
met the great teacher.

Tansen passed away a few
years before the death of Akbar.
His true greatness is that at a
time when giants like Baiju
Bawra and Meera dominated
the scene, he rose up from
obscurity, reached the top and
stayed there. Hindustani Music
reached the zenith of its glory at
the time of Tansen and he was
in no small measure responsible
forit. Ithisa great tribute to
him that Akabar was present
near Tansen’s death bed and
that devotees of music make a
pilgrimatge to his grave. it

Young Pair By The Pond
—Continued from page 51

“ Oh...... Good morning. Not
hunting today 7’ gibed Komala.

“Ihada catch of couple of
rabbits last night” camcrzJ the
mischievous reply but he went
on. “I am sorry to be no more

a hunter for alread
hunted.” v I oam

; rIiomala s;niled and Madhu’s
ortune smiled. The prophe
and philosophy of the olg wgmg

came true. He gently t
book and softly pattefi hgro.k her

The Kokilas sap
flowers danced ip gle§ agnictl’ tltlgs
blessed the union of (he young
pair by the pond. 11
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DETECTIVE SERIAL

Tony Investigates-—2

The Dancing

By LINDSAY

tumbler and gazed admir-
ingly at the sparkling
amber liquid which presently was
destined to quench a well-earned

thirst.

TONY WILMOT raised his.

« Well, here’s success to crime,
Major, old lad. With you feed-
ing the fishes and me feeding the
fijes, it’s a foregone conclusion.
By the same token, Heaven help

the fishes!”

was the end of the first day
of Iz: long deferred holiday 1n the
north country. Major Grlgr l"NaS
a keen fisherman. Tony, clxev-
ing that fishing was mer]ey a
graceful way of enjoying Elysium
idleness, had ne_eded little per-
suasion to join him.

aised his own

- H T h
Major Griet drink immedi-

glass but did not

Skeleton

HAMILTON

ately. His pleasant grey eyes
twinkled expectantly. Tony
took a deep draught and the
next instant gulped, set his glass
down with a thud, and began to
cough and splutter as though he
had swallowed a mouthful of
liquid fire, which, in fact, was
precisely how he felt.

“ Tucker’s Special Whiskey,”
said Grier, when he had had his
laugh out. ““ It wants treating
with respect, Tony, No. 30 U.P.”’
about this. I don’t know where
he gets it. Perhaps it’s best not
to enquire too closely.”

Tony groaned and fingered his

throat tenderly. ‘ You can
drink that liquid brimstone !"
he claimed sadly. ¢ It confirms

my worst fears, old lad. You
must have borrowed one of old
Nick’s patent, asbestos linings.”
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He rang the bell, and jovial-faced
Tucker, mine host of the Angler’s
Arms, came bustling in. ¢ The
local firebrigade, Tucker,” Tony
ordered. ‘ Meanwhile form a
living chain between me and the
brown ale.”

UCKER went off, chuckling

fatly, and returned with a tank-
ard of brown ale. Then—be-
cause he was a convivial host—
he lingered awhile to talk of
anglers and their stories ; of the
best spots and pools along the
boulder-strewn river.

“That pool below Spate Falls
looks promising,””  observed
Grier. “I tried it today, but
they weren’t rising.”

All the hearty goodwill seemed
to die out of Tucker’s face. He
looked like a man confronted
suddenly with things he had half
succeeded in forgetting.

“Ah, there!” There was a
world of hidden meaning in the
word. “ That’s no place to bide
in, even in broad daylight.
Folks about here that know, you
won’t find them go nigh it unless
there’s a need.”

. “ Why not ?” exclaimed Grier
in surprise.  ““ It’s wildly beauti-
ful spot.”

‘“ Aye, - and it's the Devil’s
beauty.” Tucker rolled a defiant
eye at Tony who was about to
make some frivolous interrup-
tion. “ There’s been scoffers
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before and it’s gone hard wi
them. I’m telling you—and I'm
not a man to be feared o’ old-
wives tales—you spot’s the Devil’s
ground. Maybe you saw the
old watermill up on the bapnk
among the trees ?”

“Yes. [ thought it rather
picturesque,” said Grier.

 It’s been standing like that a
hundred years or more, and fal-
ing into ruin. No one goes near
it except them as don’t know.
Miser’s Mill they call it.”

“ What’s up with it?’ asked
Tony. “Is it haunted or some-
thing ?”

TUCKER shut up suddenly like a
clam. But he nodded his head
slowly.

“What, a real ghost?”
demanded Tony in a tone of
delight.

“ Mr. Bellairs up at the
Vicarage can tell you all about
that. Hc knows the history of
it” said Tucker. “ All folks
about here know is what they've
seen—not one, who you might
say had a drop too much, but
four of them together. And
there’s been others. I'm not
likely to forget the night Joe
Postlewaite supped a drop too

much and tried to cross the

river by the stepping  stones.

There’d been 4 most o’ rain in”

the Falls that day, and the river
ris¢s fast and goes down just as
quick. Joe wouldn’t listen to

commonsense and he was drown-
ed. Four of them were out
looking for him. They pulled
him out of the pool under
Miser’s Mill.”

CKER paused to see the effect
of his story.

“ Go on,” said Grier.

“Jf you know Tod and All
Holmes like I do, you’d reckon
there was nothing could fright
the wits out’ of them. But I'm
telling you this. Tod was nearest
the far bank and he was the
first up it and running fast as his
€8 would carry him.”

« What happened?”  asked
Tony with every sign of breath-
less interest.

« Well, they’d just got him
out when a screech that would
have made your blood run cold
rang out from the Mill. Tod
said aferwards it was something
between a scream and a laugh.
A kind of bluish light shone from
the Mill window, and, fra_n3ed in
it, they saw a skeleton—It’s the
stark truth 'm telling you—a
skeleton capering and dancing
and grinning down at tl}em. I
tell you this, poor Joe’s body
wasn't picked up till next day,
and there were marks on his neck
that hadn’t been there the night
before, marks that looked like
they’d beecn made by a bony

hand.”

\ d
« Phew !” breathed Tony, an
fanned himself. ¢« Your yarns

are as nerve—racking as yout
whisky.”

“ Not more than a month
ago,” went on Tucker with
evident satisfaction, ** tramp
lived in there for the night. No
one knows what happened to
him. He was found three miles
away in a field next morning,
and all they could make out
from his ravings was something
about a mill by the river and
a skeleton. He was taken off to
the Asylum.”

“ That settles it,”” averred
Tony softly, but he did not say
what. And mine host, Tucker,
pleasantly aware of the mild
sensation he had created, went
forth to disperse geniality and
beer in the bar-parlour.

* * *

QO you believe in this ghost 2

- Tony had left Major Grier
to his own devices for the after-
noon in order to call on Mr.
Bellairs at the Vicarage. He
was a grey-haired scholarly
gentleman of some reputation
among antiquarians.

“ 1 do not say that,” he pre-
varicated, “ but I think there
can be no denying the fact that
strange influences often linger
amid scenes where deeds of
horror and violence were once
perpetrated. As for Tod Hol-
mes and his companions, the
evil influence may have conjured
up in their minds the vision of the
thing that terrified them. Who
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shall say ? The tramp, I have
heard since, was far gone in
Chronic Alcoholism. One could
blame-his condition upon forced
abstention and a consequent
attack of Delirium Tremdes.”

¢PERHAPS that was it,” said

Tony in mild disappoint-
ment. “ But you were telling me
the history of the mill.”

“ Tt was built three hundred
years ago by Flemish settlers,
and, I believe, prospered until
the introduction of machinery
spread trouble all over the
country. It was abandoned
then, and a villainous old man,
reputed to be a retired buccaneer
and a miser, made it his home.
From all accounts he was a
blasphemous and thoroughly
evil-minded old scamp. One
day, a stranger arrived in the
village and found his way to the
mill. And for some weeks he
stayed there. It was hard to
say which of the two was the
most feared and hated. They
used to quarrel violently. It
was said afterwards that the
miser had tried to do the other
out of their jointly ill-gotten
gains. At all accounts, the
stranger  disappeared suddenly
from the district, and the miser
was no longer seen along the
river bank. They searched the
mill for him and found only
blood-stains. Later, the records
inform us the strangcr was
caught and executed. He ad-
mitted killing the old man with
a cutlass and making off with
his hoard, but would not say
where he had hidden the body,

perhaps in the hope that the law
could not exact the supreme
penalty without producing it.
Though they searched high and
low, pulled up the flooring and
dug all around the vicinity, it
was never found.”

“ Aha ! exclaimed Tony, “so
the poor old Johnny goes on
trailing his skeleton round asking
for decent burial—is that it

The Vicar smiled. * Some
say so. But I hardly think it
likely that a man who had lived
as he had lived would concern
himself much with the bestowal
of his remains.”

“ T've always wanted to see a
ghost,” said Tony thoughtfully.
“ A man’s education is hardly
complete until he has shaken
hands with one, so to speak. |
wonder if your old villain will
oblige me.”

“ You surely don't mean to—
oh, don’t mistake me! I was
thinking of the discomforts. The
place is alive with river rats.”

“Then 1 shan’t be lopely.”
replied Tony with a laugh. Tgén
reflectively, “ Perhaps ifI took
a bottle of Tucker’s special with

me the spirits might be
more
amenable.” & ore

* ® *

WHEN Tony disclosed his

intention to Major Grie
the latter, knowing his Ton;’
’

00

made no effort to dissuade him ;
neither did he offer to sacrifice
the comfort of his own bed in
order to accompany him on this
harebrained adventure.

UCKER, however, was aghast at
the idea. When all his im-
plorings and terrifying prophecies
failed to move Tony, he went
about with a mournful resigned

expression.

« We’ll fetch you in the
morning anyway. That is, if
anyone can be got to go near the
place,” he added dismally.

« Then you really think the
old Cove merchant will rattle his
knees at me?” inquired Tony

Ropefully.

Tucker’s expression left no
doubt of what his opinion on
that score might be. The early
part of the evening Tony spent
in reading a book on hair-raising
ghost stories.

« Nothing like getting the right
atmosphere,” he remarked to
Grier. < 1think I'll take it with
me. This Judge Jeffries’ yarn
looks a likely one. T'll save it.”

“ Are you taking any bpd-
ding?” asked the practical Grier.

"« Good Lord, no !”’ exclaimed
Tony. “ Oncel get to sleep not
all the demons in Hades could
disturb me. Enough to rousc
the spleen of any self-respecting
ghost, that sort of thing. I:Io,
'l be polite and keep awake.’

“ Well, you’ve got a mice

night for it,” observed Grier

dryly. < There’s thunder hang-
ing around and when they get it
up this valley it’s pretty bad.”

At eleven o’clock, equipped
with a doubtful looking lantern,
a few candles, his book of ghost-
stories, and a small tin filled with
a fine brewn powder in his
pocket, Tony set out for the
Miser’s Mill.

TONY, before settling down to
wait for signs and wonders,
made a rapid survey of the
interior of the mill. It was a
very simple matter, for the single
ground-floor room, in which he
stood, was utterly bare. The
floor-boards were rotten. He had
not been there a minute before
the truth of the Vicar’s words
was made manifest in sundry
scufflings, squeals and sounds of
sharp teeth tearing at wood and
mortar. The place was infested
with rats.

The room possessed only one
window, rather a gap in the
wall where a window once had
been. The old door stood haif
open, rusted into immobility.
Above there had once been an
upper story, but all that remained
of its floor was one portion at
the junction of two walls, and
even this sagged downward and
seemed ready to disintegrate on
the slightest provocation. The
dim light from his lantern would
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not penetrate further. In one
corner of the room the upper
paddles of the great mill-wheel
projected.

ToNy took up his position

opposite the door with the win-
dow on his left, and the old
wheel to his right. He could
hear the roar of Spate Falls be-
hind him, and could feel the
old walls at his back trembling
with the thunder of it.

And now there was another
kind of thunder abroad. The
storm which Major Grier had
predicted was sweeping up rapid-
ly. Distant lightning flickered
weirdly in that place of ruin and
desolation. The rumble changed
to the more savage threatening
crash and echoing roll. Already
the trees outside were rustling in
the breeze that heralds nature’s
onset.

Tony sat upon the floor with
legs sprawled out and his back
against the wall. He set the
lantern to his left and the small
tin of brown powder to his right,
open and where he could reach it
in a second. Then he settled
himself down to the full enjoy-
ment of his book, and in a few
moments became deeply absorb-
ed in it.

It was the story of an earnest
student, who, for the sake of
solitude, took an old house re-
puted to have belonged to the
cruel Judge Jefiries, and to be
haunted by the victims of his
savage interpretation of the law.
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Reading far into the night
the student became strangely

fascinated by the daring behavi-

our of a horde of rats. There
was one in particular, a monster
with red eyes, that seemed to be
the leader. They were running
in an endless stream up and down
a bellrope which hung in the
room, said by some to be the very
rope used in the hundreds of hang-
ings executed at the judge
orders. From the rats the students
turned to examine the Judge’s por-
trait hanging on the wall, and
was startled. The eyes of the
monster rat were the cruel leer-
ing eyes of the judge. Even as
he looked the portrait seemed to
live, and in a flash the face and
form faded. The hideous rat
was standing in the middle of
the room facing him fearlessly. -

The story then raced to an
eeire and gruesome end. The
villagers were roused by the
ringing of the bell in the tower
(the constant up-and-down move-
ment of rats on the rope had
set in motion), and the student
was found hanging by his neck
from the end of the rope.

Tony stretched his own neck
and put his finger on his collar
to loosen it. Something stirred
near him. He looked, and there,
facing him, a few yards away,
its eyes flaring red in the lantern
light, skulked a huge rat.

He laughed softly, and it scut-
tled away. By now the storm

was at its height. Flash succeeded"

flash in quick succession. The

- roar of the

thunder was
constant.

"“ Bnough to raise the dead,”
murmured Tony, and then sud-
denly every muscle in his body
went rigid. In a vivid flash of
lightning he had seen something
gleaming white formed in the
window. It was gliding towards
him across the room. His
lantern was useless for the light-
ing was blinding. By its fantastic
flashing and flickering, however,
he made thething out; a thing
of barrel-ribs and white tenuous
arms and legs sprawling and
waving grotesquely; the grinning,
eyl;ci,less skull was unmistake-
able.

TonY’s hand reached for the

open tin. He rose to his feet
took a step forward to meet his
eerie visitor. He was minded to
test an interesting problem by
the simple expedient of treating
this ghost to a dose of cayenne

pepper.

But even as his hand went
back there was blinding flash,
and simultaneously a deafening
stupifying ¢ ra s h immediately
overhead. Dust, slates and
mortar came hurtling down.
Both Tony and the skeleton, of
whose sneezing ability Tony had
been in doubt, gazed upward.

A fearful whimpering and
very human cry came from the
skeleten, a cry of stark unreason-
ing terror, and Tony himself
hardly knew whether he was
more scared or astonished. For,

63

A%

from the roof above, with long
arms outstretched, came swoop-
ing down straight upon them-—a
skeleton.  Apparently held in
its outstretched hand was am
ugly curved sword.

Tony just had time to step
back out of range of the weapon
when the bony thing struck him
and he went down, upsetting the
lantern in his fall. Fora moment -
he was half stunned with the
blow. As soon as his wits fully
returned he disentangled himself
from the grutsome but quite
harmless object, and struck a
light.

It was a strange scene then
that confronted him—the bones
of the genuine skeleton scattered
around; an old-fashioned cut-
lass which had fallen with it
sticking hilt upwards in the
wooden floor; and a yard or
so beyond it the unconscious
figure of the masquerader. He
was in a dead faint. Tony now
inspected his get-up of close-
fitting black painted in white to
resemble a skeleton with great
admiration. Then he pulled
away the head covering and be-
gan to chuckle softly.

The spectre of the mill was
none other than mine host of
the Angler’s Arms—Tucker !

H1TIS own stories must have
got on his nerves,” said
Tony afterwards to the Major.



“When he saw that Cove mer-
chant swooping right at him, he
thought it was the real thing
bent on vengeance.”

* There’ll be another story to
tell after this,” laughed Grier.
Apparently it was the Miser’s
skeleton. No wonder the
couldn’t find the body when it
was plastered up in the rafters
along with the old cutlass. But
what was Tucker’s game? I
can’t understand it; a man like
him playing at ghosts.”

“He wasn’t playing,” obser-
ved Tony with a grain. ‘It was
business—very profitable busi-
ness, too. Call it spirits, not
ghosts, you’d be nearer the
mark.”

“Ah!” exclaimed Grier expec-
tantly. “Tucker’s special, eh ?’

Tony nodded. “He let me
into the secret of it, and I'm not

going to tell anyone but you.
He runs a distilling plant in a
celler below, and the only way
in is through a trap-door in the
wall. You can only find it by
climbing down over the mill
wheel.” :

*“ So that was his little game?—
murmured Grier.

‘“ Was,” said Tony, and
began to laugh wholeheartedly.
“If you’d seen him last night after
I brought him round, white at the
gills and quivering like a jelly,
you would understand why
there’s going to be no more
Tucker’s special. He’ll stick to
good brown ale in future. What
about one now, Major, old
lad....... ”

“Success to crime, Major.
Ghosts are a wash-out.”

[Read the third instalment in
our next April issue.]

HEART OPERATION IN INDIA

What is claimed to be the first heart operation of its kind in
India was performed in the Christain College hospital, Vellore, by
Dr. R. H. Betts, the eminent cardiac surgeon, assisted by Dr. Saini,

an Indian doctor.

This operation, which is held to be an outstanding achievement
in Indian Medical history, was designed to counteract the leaking
aotic valve and it was a delicate operation involving the grafting of a
plastic valve on the hear1. The valve was secured from some foreign

country.

The operation was performed under hypothermia, i.e., by
freezing the patient’s temperature.—~NEWS TTEM.
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SHORT STORY

Elopement

N a certain village
near  Gorukpur
there lived a

Pandit who was as great a
scholar in the ancient religious
lore as he was am adept in
curing all cases of snake bites,
scorpion stings and in fact all
poisonous  effects of imsects
which invariably infect rural
areas. Whether it was cloudy
or rainy he would usually get
up from his cot at 4 a.m,
have a comfortable bath
in the river even in the icyco}d
of the winter and go to the vil-
lage temple where he would sing
at least a thousand and eight
hymns in praise of the Almighty
«who is the giver of food, aad
all the good things of life.” Tt
was a marvel to see bhim go
about his job defying the rigours
of the weather punctually and
regularly at dawn every day.

There was a very clever, if
also mischievous, boy in the

By SABITA

Charge

village who wanted to
put some questions to
the Pandit apd
clear his doubts. One day when
the Pandit was going to the
tiver, the boy stopped him and
begged his permission to put same
questions to him. The noble
Pandit who was ready to do his
best for every-body readily
consented.

“QOk, revered Panditji, you are
alone in the house and continye
to be single in life. May I know.
why you have not married 7
was the boy’s first guestion.

"How is it a problem to you?

Why are you worried about
others? I thought you could
put some useful question”
gently hinted the Pandit.

“ Yes, Paaditji, yvou seem fto
be kappy in your present state.
My father and mother often

45 5—March ’58



quarrel with each other, and
occasionally come to blows.
When I make a comparative
study, 1 feel tempted to imitate
you and become a pucca
sanyasi. What is your advice ?”
the boy asked.

“If no girl is willing to marry
you, you have to remain un-
married > said the pandit indulg-
ing in a bit of fun.

“Am I to take it that because
no girl or old lady was willing
to marry you, you are obliged
to be single ?” parried the boy,
mustering all his resourcefulness
to his aid.

* My life story you need not
know, nor is it of such impor-
tance for anybody to know. I
am not a big man whose auto-
biography millions of people are
ready to read. The life of a
recluse more or less is of no
interest to you” evaded the
Pandit.

But the boy pinned him down
and requested him to answer his
question.

MY advice to youis that what

is heaven to me may not
be heaven to you: one man’s
food is another man’s poison.
I may like to be single. In fact
!an} not single: I am always
in divine company. Singing the
glory of God, and serving people
give me all the pleasure that one
may wish for and absorb all my
time. You are young and imma-
ture and so it is best for you to
get married in time and lead a
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virtuous life. A family man
may have more opportunities of
serving his God and fellow men
than a man who continues
single”—thus the Pandit un-
burdened his thoughts.

* * *

THE boy’s name was Narayan.

He was not impressed by
what the Pandit had said. After
broodl_ng over the subject for
some time he left the village and
went away to an un-known des-
tination. At the same time,
Nirmala, a girl in a rich man’s
house, was found missing. People
put two and two together and
said that the girl should have
eloped with Narayan. The inno-
cent parents of the boy were
tormented by Prem Das, the rich
man, in a variety of ways. His
logic was that the parents who
gave birth to such a son were

really responsible for the sins of
their son also.

Pe;haps Prem Das thought
that if Narayan was not born, his
daughter would have remained
within the four walls of his

fort-like house. The other part of
the logic did not strike him at ail
—that if Nirmala was not born to
him, Narayan and his parents
would not have been to blame—
assuming that Narayan was
guilty of seducing her. The
poor Pandit of village was visited
with some vicarious punishment,
because, forsooth, it was said

that Narayan should have been
advised by him.

REM D AS informed the
police and theyacted with
utmost speed in the matter be-
cause they were sure of getting
enough reward for their pains.
While Narayan was wending his
way to a railway station he was
arrested and taken to the police
station. The sub-inspector in-
terrogated him.

Sub-Inspector : Where is the
girl whom you have kidnapped?

Narayan : 1 have not kid-
napped anybody, boy or girl.

S.I: You will be treated
severely, if you are facetious.

Narayan: Tama very poor
boy. Have you ever heard, Sub-
Inspector sir, that a rich man’s
girl fell in love with a poor boy
and eloped with him? A fair
girl will fall in love with a
Negro, or an old man, provided
he 1s rich.

S. I: Idon’t want your argu-
ment here. That is the charge
which Prem Das has brought
agair;st you. What do you say
to it

Narayan : 1 have not seen or
spoken to Nirmala. If she loved
me, I would have been happy to
remain in the village and be the
son-in-law of Prem Das. I,
heard that she was really in love
with a cousin of hers and that
her father was against the
alliance. So, she must have run
away with him.

S. I: But, she was found
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missing from the house just when
you absconded from the village.
How do you account for it?

Narayan: That is more than
I can say. It may be accidental.
No girl runs after a boy whom
she does not lote.

The Sub-Inspector ordered
404 to take Narayan to the sub-
jail and give him sound beating
till he confessed his guilt.

* * *

WHILE Narayan was taken by

the sub-Inspector and a
couple of constables to Prem
Das, the Pandit of the village
was experiencing fresh trouble
with another set of police. “Give
the clue to the conspiracy or you
will be thrown in jail” threatened
the police officer. The only
answer that the Pandit could give
was, thatthey were molesting a
a wrong man and if it pleased
God that he should suffer, he was
prepared for it.

A case was filed against Nara-
yan and the Pandit by the
police.

It came up for trial before a
stationary magistrate who was
camping at some distance to the
village. The whole village
thronged to the court house to
watch the proceedings.

Magistrate: (To the police)
Where is the girl who is said to
have been kidnapped ?



Sub-Inspector :  She is not yet
arrested, your honour.

Magistrate : The police should
know better. I can’t go on with
the case without the girl being
produced. Probably the police
are acting as per instructions
given to them by the rich man.
The main thing is that we must
have the statement of the missing
girl. Unless that is forthcoming,
I am going to acquit and release
the two accused persons.

The police and Prem Das cut
a sorry figure. The villagers
cheered the Pandit and Narayan.

* * *

A LITTLE before the magistrate

rose for the day, a dramatic
incident took place. A boy and
a girl were produced in the court
by the police of an adjoining
station. She was dressed as a
Muslim and boy looked like a
Fakir. When they were about to
board a railway train together at
Gorukpur, the police on
suspicion arrested them and
brought them to the magistrate
for putting them in remand before
trial.

The Magistrate was an extra-
ordinarily clever man. He saw

CANNIBALISM!

the whole truth in a trice. He

asked the girl to take off her

mask, which she did to the agree-
able surprise of ali. gree

“ She is my daughter” cr;
Prem Das. 8 cried

The magistrate turned to the
Fakir and said “Young Fakir,
you seem to be a Thief of Bagdad.
Take off your disguise”. The
whole court shook with laughter.

Tt need hardly be said that the
F_aku' was none other than the
sister’s son of Prem Das.

The magistrate observed, “Love,
though celestial, finds fulfilment
in ugly ways, when it is thwarted
or when it is not allowed by the
parents of the girl to proceed on
the straight and narrow path.
While love succeeds by means
fair or foul, innocent people like
the poor Pandit of the village
and jobless boys like Narayan
are obliged to face the fury of
the police for no fault of theirs.
T acquit them with pleasure and
pass a vote of censure on the
police for conducting this case

in a thoroughly thoughtless and
irregular way.” it

A 40-year old woman is in Kathmandu jail
awaiting trial on charges of cannibalism and

murder.

According to police, the woman has confessed
to having butchered a 16-year old girl and eaten

parts of her body.
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CINEMA

By N. Rgjashekhar

ROSE TO FAME

HE sequence was: “ The
mother of the hero was in
death bed. She was happy

at the prosperity of her son. She
had no other desire to wish for,
in this world but her son’s wel-
fare. Now, she could die peace-
fully. The end was not far.”

“_The sorrow, worry and the
anxiety of the hero was so
much...”

Shekar could not convincingly
portray the rolc of the son. He
could not somehow portray the
intense sorrowful feeling of a
son near the death bed of his
mother.

There were several retakes. To
be precise, it was the twentieth
but even that was not satis-
factory. The Director aimed at
perfection and it was natural for
him to do so. There was already
a look of disgust looming on the
director’s face.

Suddenly a person rushed on
the sets and gave a telegram to
the hero. He went through it
and silently folded and kept it in
his pocket.

Once again the Director asked
the hero to do his role. To his
utter surprise, he did it wonder-
fully well. The results were
better than he thought of. Tears
were rolling from thc cheeks of

the hero. He shrieked, ‘“‘Mother,
don’t leave me alone.” There
was so much of pain, sorrow and
agony in his words. In all the
the twenty retakes he had not
achieved that perfection.

After one more shot, the
picture was finished, for that was
the final sequence.

In another week the picture
was released. Reviews appeared
in all cine journals of the land.
They all carried the same
message that Shekar’s acting
particularly in the last sequ-
ence was par excellent. And
many said that at least for his
memorable acting the picture
should be seen. Shekar’s fame
recketted high.

* * *

NAREN BABU, the Director,
saw all these reviews. He
was pleased very much. Since
he had not seen Shekar for
several days past, he went to his
house. He was sitting on an
easy chair and was smoking.
With the white smoke he had let
his thoughts go. He scemed not
to notice who was beside
him. Naren Babu wanted to
surprise him, but instead he
was surprised.

—Please see page 71
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THE OMINOUS CASTLES

NGLAND abounds in houses
E reputed to be unlucky. The
unluckiest of all these must
surely be Newstead Abbey,
Byron’s old home, that beautiful
and historic mansion in Notting-
hamsire on the outskirts of
Sherwood Forest.

The bad luck attending New-
stead is due, according to general
belief, to the priory, which stood
here until 1539, being seized and
its lands confiscated. The build-
ing and the broad acres of this
religious house were sold the
following year to Sir John Byron,
of Colwick, who then set about
building himself a residence
there, partly demolishing the
priory church for the sake of the
building materials. He did not
wholly destroy it, for he required,
as a picturesque adjunct to his
residence, a ruined monastory,
an object which gentlemen of
taste greatly appreciated.

But they had not, all of them,
the advantages at one and the
same time of providing their own
ruined priory and finding their
own building materials out of
the ruins they made.

Of course, the superstitious
looked well with bated breath on
Sir John Byron’s sacrilegious
doings, and predicted a bad end
for him. But nothing happened
to mar his peace and content-
ment. The < Black Friar ”* who
haunts the ruins and whose ap-
pearance every now and then is
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an omen of ill to those who reside
at Newstead, seems at that time
not to have been known. But
Lord Byron, the poet, claimed
to have seen him, and he has
been seen within recent years.

The troubles of the Byron
began with Sir Richard, who
was a Royalist, and was ruined
for his loyalty to King Charles.
His successor was created a
paron, but he died childless and
in poverty. Each successive Lord
Byron was afflicted with mis-
fortunes. The sixth flord, the
poct, was a degenerate, although
a genlus, and he had a club foot.
He followed his great uncle, the
infamous * David Byron”, who
had wilfully wrought as much
ruin at Newstead as he could,
to spite his heirs. He had cut
do»yn all the woods, and almost
entirely unroofed the mansion.
He died in the scullery, the only
part of the house which re-
mained waterproof.

The poet sold Newstead
Cpl. Wildman who lost most ctx(f)'
his fortune. Finally, after the
decease <_)f the next owner, Mr.
Webb, his daughter died suddenly
in 1916, in East Africa. In the
same week Sir Arthur Markham,
M.P. who had rented Newstead
died suddenly. That is the
ominous record of Newstead.

Fyvie Castle, in the neigh-
bourh_ood of Banff, in Swﬂ;gﬁd,
beaunful_ly situated on the River
Ythan, is associated in the un-

lucky way with an ancient pro-
phecy of that prophet of un-
pleasant things, Thomas the
Rhymer. He declared that
because the castle was partly
built of stones from a ruined
abbey, all the ladies of Fyvie
should be unhappy until at least
three missing stones should be
brought to the castle—one to
Preston’s Tower, one in my
lady’s bower, and one below the
water gate. “ And that,” con-
cluded this gloomy Thomas, “Ye
shall never get.”

Fyvie has consistently been an
unlucky possession from the time
of Henry de Preston, who built
““ Prestons Tower  about 1390,
to the present day. It is, how-
ever, one of the most picturesque
old turreted and castellated
residences in Scotland, and never
lacks a tenant.

The romantic park of Chartley,
near Stafford, has a modern
residence and ancient ruined
castle facing it from a height.
No longer a possession of the
Shirley family, Chartley was ex-
tremely unlucky to them so long
as they held it. The tradition
ran that an impending stroke of
bad luck was foretold by the
birth of a black or part-coloured
calf into the herd of the famous
white cattle which long populat-
ed Chartley Park. At one time
the birth of seven successive
black calves and seven subsequent
deaths in the family of the
seventh Earl of Ferrers crcated
great excitement in Staffordshire.
Similar cvents were noted in 1827,

. 1835 and 1842. But the famous

and ominous herd of white
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cattle at Chartley seems now to
be a thing of the past, and the
ill luck of the Ferrers family is
not transferable, it would appear,
with the estate.—JOHN DREWITT

ROSE TO FAME
—Continued from page 69

Naren Babu saw that some-
thing was wrong. He even read
some press cuttings he had
brought with him.  Shekar took
them very lightly. This surprised
the Director who said, ‘you ought
to be happy on this occasion.”
Sheker replied calmly, “ How
could I? Do you know what
made me do that bit so success-
fully? Did you notice the
telegram I received 7 You were
all gay about my performance,
but none of you asked me about
the telegram. It was that which
was responsible for my good
performance.

“ The telegram was from my
brother. It said of my own
mother’s death. What a strange
coincidence ! She was ill for
several days. I had received a
letter that she was improving. So
I did not worry much about it.
But suddenly I received the
telegram.

“ You all acclaimed my acting
and nobody cared to know the
reason. You tell me that I
should be glad to see these re-
views. What do I care for them ?
My mother is now no more. At
the cost of her death I have be-
come famous. Strange are the
ways of nature. Are they not,
Naren Babu 7

Naran Babu was dumbfounded-
Shekar heaved a deep sigh. 3



SHORT STORY

WAR AND

¢¢{JOUR king is unware of
my prowess”. Will |
ever fight shy of meeting
the Moghul Emperor face to face
in battle 7’ shouted the Maha
Rana.

“ And my daughter is safe as
ever. We are Rajputs. We will
fight unto death. I am not a
simpleton to see my daughter
being carried away by kings who
are cowards. Let this be repeated
at the assembly of your emperor”
reiterated the Rana.

“ Prince Salim is mad after
your dear daughter Heera and if
this alliance is settled we unite
entreated the ambassador from
Delhi. '

‘““Hold your tongue. Repeat
my words to your emperor’
shouted the Rana.

* * *

THIS conversation was reported

to Heera by one of her
maids. She was the only daughter
of the Rana and he showered all
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his affection on her. She was
beautiful and enlightened. She
hated war, destruction, murder
an_d arson and all the other
miseries of the world. She was
an embodiment of Ahimsa. She
even entered into heated argu-
ments  with her father and
adv_ocated this  doctrine of
Ahimsa.

Derr hunting was a favourite

past time of the Rana. Heera
wanted to follow her father to
the forest one day.

‘Hear me Heera!, The sum-
mer is hot. The weather is too
cruel for your soft foot,..”

‘Is it not true father, that
groups of deer whose feet are
softer than mine arc to be killed
by vou shortly 7’ asked Heera in
an affectionate tone and sat by
the side of her father. The
father’s consent was reflected in
the broad smile of his bright
face.

_ Rana was as vigorous as ever
in hunting, but Heera could not

LOVE

follow him as she grew tired,
and she stayed behind. The
midday sun was scorching. The
sentinels on guard were fast a
sleep. It was a time when the air
was thick with rumours of war.
Rana and Akbar were hating and
cursing each other. The decla-
ration of war was awaited from
Delhi at any moment. Heera
pleaded with her father to sur-
render but her words only fell on
deaf ears. The brave Rana was
ready to revolt.

* * x*

noise¢ of thunder was

heard. Lo! Dbattle-horses
were seen rushing towards the
abode of the Rana the great . . A
man resembling that of a war
sepoy was seen sealed on the
saddle. The redness on his face
radiated with brilliance.

And the man was proud, seated
on the tall horse casting a warrior-
like look on Heecra who was
standing nearby. Heera_jumpegl
with raimnbow joy on secing this
youth of exquisite beauty and
colour.

By MRS. VIMALA RAMANI

“Y have heard of angels
wandering in the forests at nights,
but at this hour of the day...... ”
faltered the man.

Heera felt proud of her status.
“ Don’t vou know that I am the
daughter of the Maharana?
Know thy boundary. Be within
your limits "’ retorted Heera. -

Suddenly jumping from the
horse he told Heera, “ Here is a
message {rom Akbar Badshah
and 1 am fortunate in meeting
you ” said the messenger.

* What is this message”, anxi-
ously enquired Heera.

“You will know it at the
assembly tomorrow.”

“On! stop this war”, cried
Heera. “ Let not hundreds an
hundreds of people perish on th€
field of battle. If my father is not
on good terms with your father,
let them fight alone. Let not the
poor people be dragged into this
vortex of brutal fight. Let not
the woman folk of our country
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lose their husbands, lose their
bread-winners. My father turns
a deaf ear to my utterances. I
wish at least your emperor will
pay heed to my words. Be you
the messenger of peace at the
assembly. This is my prayer”.
Her speech was full of emotion
and excitement.

 Are you prepared to sacrifice
anything for the cause of your
country 7 asked the strange
man. She said “ Yes .

“I will meet you again in a
few days .

“Then, will you not come
“tomorrow 7’

“I will return with good
news.”

And this was the story months
back. He was not to be found
later.

“Are you prepared to
sacrifice anything for the cause
of the country”,—I understand it
this day, probably Salim might
have assumed this fanciful garb
of a sepoy.” Thus Heera
ﬂl:ought and was gazing at the
sky.

* * *
“ Heera !

The affectionate call of her
father disturbed her heavenly
thoughts about that strange man.

“ Father ”

“To-day’s assembly >’
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. “Yes, father and I am think-
ing about that only.”

““ What is that 7’

“Yes, T am going to mar
Salim ”, s v

“ What 7

“T will stop war and blood-
shed and I will save the people

from the jaws of death and
destruction.”

“Asa Rajp'ut,‘I am not pre-
pared for bringing discredit to
our race ” cried the father.

“ The whole world will praise
you for sacrificing your daughter
for the cause of your country and
for the welfare™ of millions of

your countrymen ** entreated the
daughter.

“ Aren’t you ashamed 1o
marry an alien outside your
religion ?”

Tears rolled down

Heera’s
cheeks.

* * *

HE could not sleep.  Her

. wounded heart was more
painful than she could endure.
A cry of an owl was heard in
the distant darkness of the night.
A star was shooting towards the
carth. And_ yonder one could
sec mighty it up lamps marching
towards the Rana's Empire.

There was that man with the
horse.  She  swooned. Heera

regained her conscious state and
she was leaning on the sepoy.
1 am, Salim, sos of Akbar.
Moved by your pursuasion, I
seturned to my abode, Heera”
“ Indeed thou art blessed with a
mind noble and good. A word
was sent to your father, but he
stubborniy refused to give con-
sent. And here I am 1o take
you fo Dethi and a messenger of
peace will be sent to your fathes,
Are yau enraged at this Heera,
do tell me?" said Salim in a
loving fone.

“It is a painful agony (o me
to leave my palace without bid-
ding good-bye 1o my parents
and # is better fo  commi
suicide ” said she,

Suddenfy a pointed arrow shot
by ther father pierced her
bosom and she collapsed on
the lap of Salim.

* 1 have saved my father from
all shame. His reputation is
spotless but pray I beg you....

“Will T fail to fuifil your last .
desire 2 said Salim who was
moved to {cars.

“Pray! prevest my father
ang your father from cutting the
thraat of each other. And this
is my last wish”" She was breath-~
ing hard.

“You are really an fhonest
man > said Heera im a low
vOICe,

* This j5 my naiive soii and
fet my body be buried here’
according to Hindu customs. 1
now surtender at the feet of
motner carth on whose lap 1
played afl these days " spoke
Heera with emotion  and she
kissed the hunds of Salim.

Heera fhad enterced the
heavenly abode. The flames

were fast swallowing Heera’s -

body. Salim had lost his price-
fess get.

(—Translated)

TIT BITS

The Great Wall of China is thought by psirong-
smers 1o be 2he only work of man that would be visible
ta the human eye from the moon. The shructure is

2,000 mites long.

LR

torse racing, sometines called ** the sport of
kings,” became o favourite pastime ia Greece at
least 80D yowrs befare the Christian Era. ft grew
papuiar in England under the King dethelstan, mare
than a century teéfore the reign of William the

Congueror.
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Recently a grave was opened
in Ceylon by the law authorities
and a dead woman’s body was
exhumed and it was found
headless !

The story runs thus; There
was a man who loved his wife so
much that, after her unexpected
death, he had cut off the head
from the dead body, embalmed
it, put it in a glass box and
was burning incense before it.

* *
LOVE RAN RIOT

From England comes 3
different tale. An English youth
loved his wife and was so
enamoured of her that he wanted
to have her all to himself. He

allowed her no freedom of move-
ment, she could not see friends
or talk to them, she was a virtual
prisoner at home.

The girl did not like that
unenviable position and ran
away. Unable to bear the loss
of separation, the husband went
mad temporarily. But he soon
regained his self. He advertised
in the newspapers that he was
ready to forgive his wife and
give her all the freedom she
wanted if she came back. The
girl was moved, took pity on him
and went back to her husband to
spend the night with him.

The husband received her,
kissed her and made it appear
that there was  absolutcly no
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change in his former love. She
believed him. But he played the
villain. The two cups of whisky
which they drank to celebrate
their  re-union " sent them to
the grave. They fell down dead.
The coroner gave the verdict that
the husband should have put
deadly poison in the cups they
drank.

% x

UNIQUE LOYALTY

A British army doctor had
orders to go to Japan and serve
there for some time. Before he
embarked, he asked a Roman
Catholic priest “to have an
eye” on his wife’s activities.
But when the doctor returned
home from abroad, he found the
position totally changed and he
had to rush to the divorce court.

Judge : Is it true, madam,
that you prefer the company of

the priest to that of your wedded
husband ?

Wife : Oh, my lord, how can
I be disloyal and ungrateful to
my husband? It was my hus-
band who had me hooked to
the bosom of the priest when
he left for Japan. 1 remain true
to his command.

The judge granted the husband

a decree nisi on the ground of
wife’s cruelty to her husband.

SWEETHEART

A certain English man died in
France. His wife got the heart
removed from the dead body of
her husband. She carried the
“ heart * wherever she went for
20 years.

When she died, she left a will
that the < sweetheart” of her
husband should be buried along
with her and a special abbey was
to be raised over her grave. We
are told that this is the origin
of the world ““ Sweetheart”.

* *

REJOICE OVER DEATH

The Chinese and the Irish
rejoice on the death of a loved
one, believing that the departed
soul had gone to a better world.
In Germany a prominent man
left a will directing that £ 450
should be spent on a drinking
party and those who remained
should rejoice over his death.
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SHORT STORY

First Come,

First-served

By A. G.

ITTING quietly in his little
S herb shop on a crooked
street in the shadow of
Notre Dame, Doctor Maximus
did not look like a very remark-
able man. But he was.

Five hundred years before, he
might have busied himself chang-
ing the baser metals into gold.
But in Paris of the 1890’s it is
said, he worked at a more subtle
alchemy.

He changed dreams into reali-
ties—provided, of course, they
could pay.

The man who came into the
gaslit shop, this early October
evening in 1891, was prepared to
pay. He stood just inside the
door, blotting his forehead with

a silk handkerchief although
actually the weather was -rather

cool.

He was holding a heart-shaped
package tightly under one arm.

“You are Monsieur le Docteur
Maximus 7

“T have a problem,” said the
visitor nervously. “1 am told
you might help me with it.”

“ Indeed?” said the doctor
mildly. “ Who told you that 7

* * *

THE newcomer glanced around
uneasily at the dim shelves,
the leathery tortoise dangling
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from a string, the small stuffed
crocodile with its dust-filled
eyes.

"TAST night we had a dinner
. guest. A foreign diplomat.
First Secretary of the...”

‘f Ah, yes, Pechhofl. It is true
I did him a small service.”

“He was not very specific,
you understand. But after a few
glasses of cognac he talked rather
freely. 1 got the impression...”

“Yes 2’

*“ That if it weren’t for your—
er—assistance he would still be
married, most unhappily, to his
first wife.”

Dr. Maximus took off his
glasses and polished the spotless
lenses. “ She died, I believe, poor
woman. Quite suddenly.”

“ My wife,” said the visitor
with a certain agitation, “is a
very beautiful woman. Naturally,
she has many admirers. She has
always ignored them until recent-
ly, but now th:re is one—I don’t
know which one—a younger man,
no doubt.

 She admits it ; she demands
that I make some settlement. I
will not—"".

Dr. Maximus raised his hand.

“The details,” he murmured;
“do not concern me.” ’

The visitor’s face was tight and
dangerous. “ 1 am not a man
to be made a fool of !

“ No,” said the doctor, *“ I can
see that.”

“ Madame,” said the visitor
abruptly, ‘““is very fond of
candy.” He wrapped the heart-
shaped package and placed it on
the counter. It was a box of
chocolates.

“I thought perhaps you might
—ah—improve the candies at
your convenience and then post
them to her. She would be very
pleased. I have prepared a card
to enclose.”

He took out a small rectangle
of cardboard. On it was printed
in neat capitals; From an
admirer.

* * *

DR. Maximus took the card
and sighed. “My fees are
not inconsiderable.”

I did not expect them to be,”
the visitor said stifly. He did
not flinch when the price was
named. He paid it in gold
coins. He blotted his forehead
once more with the silk hand-
kerchief. “ Will you be able to
send the onight 2"’

. v W -Q*
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- “Perhaps,” - said the doctor
poncommittally. “ We shall see,
And where should it be sent ?”

“ Ah, yes,” said the visitor,
« Of course.” And he gave
Madame’s name and address.

Dr. Maximus wrote the infor-
mation on a slip of paper. Then
= he scribbled three digits on
another slip and handed it over.
¢ You, sir, are customer 322. If
there be any difficulties’, kindly
refer to that number. Not,”” he
added, * that there will be

any.”

With one hand on the door-
knob, the visitor hesitated. It
won’t be—"" he wet his lips—*“ It
won’t be painful, will it ?”

“Not at all,” said Dr.
Maximus. He peered over his
spectacles in a benign and
sympathetic fashion. “You
* seem rather upset. Do you want
* me to give you something to make

you sleep 7

"No, thank you ?” said his

visitor nervously. “1 have
my own prescription for in-
somnia; a hot grog just before
going to bed.”

“ Ah, yes,” said Dr. Maximus.
“ An excellent habit.” .

“Good night,” said the visitor,
opening the door into the
narrow-ill-lit street.

“« Goodbye,” murmured Dr,
Maximus.

* * *

TAKING the box of chocolates

in one hand and the slip of
paper in the other, he went into
the little room at the rear of the
shop. From the shelf above his
test tubes and retorts he took a
big black book, opened it, and
looked at the record of the pre-
vious transaction.

There it was, entered only that
afternoon in his spidery hand-
writing : “ Customer 321,
Complaint : the usual. Remedy:
Six drops of the elixir, to be
administered in husband’s hot
grog at bedtime.”

Dr. Maximus sighed. Then,
being a man who honoured his
commitments, he opened the box
of chocolates and went to work.
There was no great rush. He

would post the parcel in the
morning.

On the herb shop, as in life,
you got just about what you paid
for. But his motto wag : First
come, First served.” it
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