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THANK YOU, READERS!

NDIA MAGAZINE is entering on its sixth year of publication
with this Annual Number. We have brought out this Bumper
Story Issue in response to the suggestions of numerous readers. The
stories have crowded out some of the regular features. We assure
them that they will continue te appear rggl_l!a;' iy Caoil our mext
issue, dated April, 1961. . .

We apologize to our readers and subscribers for notIntimating
earlier about the Annual Number. In consequcnce of -tuis sudlien
decision, the February issue was not brought out.

We are sure that our readers will not grudge the special prices
of Rupee One for the Annual which provides excellent fare in the

form of varied fiction.

Our future issues, priced each at 50 nP. only, will come out regu
larly as usual. We hope our readers as well as our subscribers who
overwhelmed us with their enquries, will bear with us in the light
of this explanation. They can look forward to the next issue dated
April, 1961, in the first week of that month as usual.

It is happily acknowledged that our readers with their excellent v

suggestions are giving pew shape and new look to INDIA

MAGAZINE every time. To all of them and to our advertisers we
I‘ndcl‘ our srateful thanks and look forward to their increasced

co-operation and support.
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(a question pat to the world)

You that stand and walk and fly
Are you all sheer dreams ?

APPEARANCE OR REALITY ?

Mere multiplicities of illusory appearances ?

You that learn and listen and think

Are you all trifling delusions ?

Is there no deeper meaning in you ?

O sky, young sun, lush jungles !
Are you all mere mirages !
Empty hallucinations ?

If all the past is buried and destroyed

Like a dream,

",T.i.f“ am 1 a dream ?
It world a lie?

Are tae memory of Time

.And "the thoughts of Distance

All lies ?
Are qualities lies ?
If the trees from a garden spring

Is then the garden a Ije ®
If what we see will disappear

Will not the disappeared then he seen ?

Will Fate follow us in vain utter

What we see s Shakti
And this seeing is being.

—Subramania Bharati

(Translated from Tamil by R. S. Murti)

rom the seced,

falsehood ?

BBy s s By B B B s BB
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Short Story —

By G. Ramakant

MEMORY NEVER FAILS

She went to the countryside to open negotiations for her
.daughter’s marriage. But there was a Wrong tUrf......

’SUSHEELA was sad and cheerless
of late. She had been very

-gay and bright like a butterfly

despite her fifty-five years. She
'had a son by name Narendar

who had just then set up practice

.as a doctor. Shehada daughter,

Nalini, who was fair like a
flower. She was twenty-nine but
few would believe that she was
past twenty-three. She had
graduated with distinction and
had been courted by a number

-of admirers.

But Nalini was in love with

Dhar, a fine young sportsman,
the son of a zamindar whose

glory had faded but whose
weaith still remained.

He did
-not sport his riches and he reci-
procated Nalini’s feelings in full.
‘They found many things in com-

amon between them since both o

Ahom studicd in the same college-
Detective thrillers interested them

both though they did -not dislike
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poetry.  They boujht  their
favourite books from the -ailway
stalls and exchanged them.

Both liked rasagollas and
almond cakes in plenty. Whep
they entered any hotel or restau-
rant they would be gorging
platefuls and discuss miscellane-
ous matters with their mouths
full. To them Hollywood slap-
stick comedies had a great appeal
and they would never miss them
when they were on show. Slow-
ly, step by step, love brought them
closer and more intimate.

Since he was living in bachelor

quarters, she would invite him

to her palatial residence. He

was always welcomed there with

cordiality by both her mother .

and her brother if he happened
to be in town and at home. Her
mother had _accepted Dhar as her
future son-in-law. Nalini had

made jt plain in so many words

that she -had surrendered: ‘her .



her heart to him. She was full
of disdain for her other admirers
who besieged her at all
times but whom she scorned.
Susheela assured her daughter
that her happiness and prosperity
were her main aim. She had
had her day and she lived only
to see her son and daughter well
settled in life.  Luckily she had
wealth enough and she was ready
to share it between them on
Nalini’s marriage.

She was eager now to
contact Dhar’s parents and
place the proposal of marriage
formally before them. It was
only then that she learnt of
Dhar’s high position in life.
Brijilal, his father, was a zamin-
dar with fabulous riches.
Although the zamindari system
and all the feudal relics of prin-
cely India were slowly being
buried in the limbo of oblivion,
Brijilal had still several estates,
sCrvants and jars of gold and
precious stones hidden in the
vaults of his grand mansion-
People in the neighbourhood
still looked upon him with awe
and respect. He was generous
with his purse but he was a
terror to those who opposed him
or crossed his path.

Dhar, his only son, was study-
ing in college like any other
young man. He never told his
friends that he was the son of a
zamindar who was rolling in
wealth. He was, however, known
to be very rich. He used to be
lavish with his money and threw

parties for his friends who inclu-

ded Nalini. To such of thos¢
who. were needy or. who approa-

ched him for help he gave libete
»

ally and never asked them back
for the loans. He was generous.
enough to forget them. When
he did a favour he did it in a
spirit of humility as if he
was the recipient and not the
giver.

One night when Dhar and
Nalini were sitting on the terrace
of the former’s house, and enjoy-
ing the moonlight and a spot of
romance, Susheela came up
coughing to attract their atten-
tion. The couple drew apart
blushing and feeling guilty.

_“Dhar,” said Susheela, “please

sit whert; you are. You see, I
am anxious that you should
marry my daughter and make her
happy. T have a feeling that the
marriage should take place early
—say, In two or three months.
May I know vyour parents’
address?”

Dhar smiled. “Ma, that is
easy. My father’s name is Briji-
lal, the zamindar in the district
of T—. All you have to do is to
take your son Narendar and give
him this letter of of mine
discussing the details. Sorry I
have not told you about him
earlier for fear too much of
wealth might be a disqualifica-
tion.” And he gave Susheela a
closely written letter marked
‘confidential.’

Susheela was like one dazed on

hearing the news but she soon -
composed her feelings and looked -

cheerful.

For reasons best known to
herself she undertook the journey

to the zamindar’s village alone.

She sought for an interview and

sent in Dhar’s fletter. At once:-

she was admitted to the augusk:

INDIA. MAGAZDS®:.

presence of the old man. He
rose to receive her and insisted
on her taking some refreshments.
He said after a time that his
son’s choice would not be disap-
proved. His only aim was to
make him happy. He asked
Susheela to wait for a few minu-
tes. His wife who was ailing
would be wheeled into the hall
from her sick bed and she would
have to answer her questions.
But he assured her that his wife
would not dream of opposing her
son’s choice.  Moreover, the
photograph of Nalini was fasci-
nating. He wanted an educated
daughter-in-law to run the house-
hold.

In the wheel-chair was brought
a sick old woman, the mother of
Dhar. But she had sharp eagle
eyes. She asked Susheela to
come close and scanned her face
for more than ten minutes.
Then she called her husband to
her side and whispered a few
words.

The zamindar then spoke 1o
the guest. “Madam, we shall
send you our formal reply within
a week. We shall finalise the
arrangements. Before you go,
will you tell us whether you knew
my late brother Shankerlal? My
wife wants to know.”

Susheela felt hot blood rush-
ing to her cheeks and she turned
red with shame. “No,” she said

and hastily left for the city.

Recollections of Shankerlal
came to her thick and fast as the
tonga took her back to the rail-

way station.. She was alone in

" the carriage and gave free vent to

?r tears tﬂat, scaided her cheeks,
oW shameful ‘that the zamin:

v

dar’s wife had discovered a guilty
chapter of her life some twenty
years ago.

Susheela’s memory traversed
back. Her husband had deser-
ted her and she was leading a
life of misery and semi-starva-
tion, She was about to thraw
herself before a speeding car to
end her life but the man at the
wheel suddenly applied the
brakes. She was unconscious
and when she opened her eyes
she was in a comfortable bed in
a well-furnished room. Her
saviour was Brijlal’'s  brother
Shankerlal. How beautiful you
are!” he said kissing her and
cuddling her. ‘‘Be mine and
live here. I will provide you
with all amenities. I will
surround you with money and

luxury.”

He was handsome too. He
had given back her life to her
and he had a right over her heart
too. And she made an absolute
surrender to him-  Of this illicit
union were born her son Naren-
dar and her daughter Nalini
For ten years they lived together.
Then came Brijlal’s wife and
pleaded with Shanker to come
back to his wife and children
whom he had neglected. Brij-
lal’s wife gave Susheela a lakh of
rupees to release Shankerlal from
all obligations. And now she
had recognized Susheela. Tt
meant the end of all hopes for
Nalini.

When she came home she
found Dhar had mysteriously
been called away by the zamins

dar and Nalini was weeping hex

605 Oy
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“Short Story .
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ASWANTLAL was a business-
man of all sorts. He adver-
tised cosmetic products manu-
factured by some other company
‘and earned commission for book-
ing orders. He sold perfumes of
different varieties. Sometimes he
was daring and original. He
poured the various scents in a
'big jar, mixed them up and bot-
tled them again under a new
name. He fixed a fancy price
-and reaped a fortune. He under-
took agency for any products if
the terms were attractive.

On the upstair portion of a
huge building which had many
groceries and fruit stalls in- the
ground floor, Jaswant had his
office. He managed with two
clerks and two servants. He had
his room behind the office and
led a care-free life.

The new typist girl, Malt}, was
struggling over a letter, She was

12
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— By V. C. Diwakar
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She was incompetent
for the job and the old
~man gave her helpful
advice and warning...

constantly erasing the words with
a rubber. Watching her over the
rims of his spectacles was Bhar-
gava, an old man nearing sixty.
He took a fatherly interest in the
newcomer. She was cheerful and
pretty and she loved to hear him
talk and appreciated his jokes.

“So spelling is your weak point.
Malti. He won’t like so I:nan);
erasures. Why not you consult
me? Iam reading the dictionary
for your sake,” he said with a
merry twinkle in his eyes.

She beamed at him, “Dadaji,
I'am so grateful to you for the
Interest you take in me. Do you

spell the word ‘embarrass’ with '

one ‘r’ and double ‘s’ or ‘double
r’ and one ‘s’?”’ she asked.
Bhargava passed his right hand

over hisbald head. He thought
he

for a minute then. “But,*

warned, holding up his forefinger

INDIA MAGAZINE

“the boss is temperamental. He
doesn’t keep anyone in his ser-
vice for longer than three or $ix
months. He is prompt in_his
payment of course but dismisses
his clerks one after another. Ei-
ther they are incompetent or he
wants new faces every season. I
can’t fathom his mind.”

Malti stopped typing and turn-
ed tearful eyes towards him. I
failed in the Lower exam twice.
It is allmy fault. I haven’t
picked up a good command of

. English. My father died two

years ago when 1 was eigh-

; teen. My mother is a sick wo-

man and can just manage fo
cook a meal in the morning. [
must do something to win the
bread, you see. When Isaw
Jaswant a fortnight ago he gave

me the job.”
The old man kept mum but he
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was listening to her witha sym-
pathetic interest. L

“But how is it, Dadaji,” she-
asked, ‘‘that you are staying om
here while the other clerks keep-
moving on?”’

“There are two factors in my
favour, Malti. I am doing some
dirty work for him. Tam cook-
ing accountsas he desires. No-
body else will do it for him and
at the same time keep his secrets.
Another reason isthat I am eco-
nomically independent. I have
gota house and some savings.
Ilost my wife six years ago, and
Ihave no children. There is a
nephew of mine Jogesh, who
manages my lands in my village.
He will come to me twice a year
to render account.

“Several times Jaswant storm-
ed and ragéd at me but I would
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simply snap my fingers,” Bhar-
-gava produced a folded sheet and
flaunted it before Malti. “Can
you guess, Malti, what this is?
It is my resignation letter and I
.always keep it in my pocket, ready
to hand it overtohim. So he has
stopped his exhibitions of tem-
per.”

“You are a brave man, Dadaji.
admire you for it she said.

They heard footsteps on the
staircase and became alert. His
pen was racing fast over the pa-
per and she was pounding the
typewriter.  Jaswantlal  strode
past them and went into his
room. [t was nearing seven in
the evening. Bhargava sorted
.out his files and papers and quiet-
ly slipped out, patting Malti
with affection on the shoulder.

In a few minutes she heard
Jaswantlal calling her sharply.
5he went in with a palpitating
heart.

<How many letters have you
typed, Malti?” he asked.

»

“Just three, sir,” she stammer-
.ed, her pretty face turning red
with shame. ‘There are seven
more to be typed.”

“Tt is atrocious,” he thundered
‘thumping the table with his fist.
When I left office at 11 a.m. I
gave you ten letters to be typed
.and itis 7 p.m. now. Don’t you
ses you are thoroughly inefficient
and unfit for this job? You are

.committing such horrible mis-
takes. My business will be ruin-

edif [ keep you in my Serviee.

You are dismissed, Malti. Come
-tomorrow and take your pay for

12

the number of days you have
worked.”

She burst into a flood of tears
and went on her knees before
him.  Mr. Jaswantlal, please
don‘t send me out. I shall serve
vouin any other capacity. Pay
me anything you like but don‘t
starve us to death.”

Then she told him her tale of
suffering—her mother’s illness,
her dire poverty and utter help-
lessness. He rose from his chair
and went over to her. “My dear
Malti, I wasn’t very serious. You
can do other work for me. I
shall engage a male typist but
you shall be my personal secre-
tary—on one condition. Don’t
talk too much with old the man.
You can sit in my room, sort
out my letters, bring the impor-
tant ones for my immediate
attention. I will give you instruc-
tions every now and then. I
shall pay the same salary,”

She began to smile. *‘Mr. Jas-
wantlal, thatis wonderful. You
willfind me to be an asset! Her
smile showed through her tears
as the sun shivers through the
final burst of a summer cloud.

“Iam sorry I frightened you,”
he said. “Malti, to mark this
occasion, let us have a good meal
in the best hotel and then I
shall drop youin your house.”

She was quite willing and to-

gether they sallied out, Itwasa
luxury hotel. He took her to the

fifth storey and went into a sepa-

rate ro?m- At a sign from him
the waiter brought the most ex-
cellent dishes. Joking and laugh-

ing they ate—and drank some

INDIA MAGAZINE

Yiquor which he had brought
‘with him in his coat pocket.

“I have found one thing about

i ‘you, Malti,” he said, laying his

hand on her shoulder and look-
ng at her firm young bosom.

“Yes. whatis it?" she asked
faughing.

“That you are the most beauti-
ful girl in the world and that
I can’t help loving you,” he said,
kissing her on the neck.

The wine had gone to her head
and she threw her arms round his
neck. “I, too, love you, darl-

v ing.” she cooed and glued her
Iips to his,

The room vs;as securely locked
from inside. He switched off
fghe light and carried her to the

ed.,

Hedropped her at her home at
a.m. with several promises and
Assurances of help.

—QQ—

S ‘S e eeeteeeeaent
TOO SHARP

A rich bachelor had eluded a
couple of generations of girls in
his town, One young woman,
discussing him with her mother,
said, “Don’t you think he’s a
little too old to be considered
eligible 2~

4 ] » »
/’ Posing a businessman and his
- : son for a formal picture, the

photographer suggested that the
boy should stand with his hand

k On“his father’s shoulder. .
I you want (0 make it look

natural, ” said the father, f:.ask
him to put it in my pocket.
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AWAY
FROM

HOME

BY C. S. GANGA RAM

She could not brook her
step-mother’s  tyranny
.. any longer. She planned
a way of escape with
her lover.......cceeeennenn.

HE young woman was wip-
ing the tears from her oyes
and the young man sitting close
by hei side was comforting her.
“Don’t give way to grief, Sarsa.
Your step-mother seems to be a
very cruel and heartless wowan,
Where did she beat you yester-
da,y?”

At first she feit shy and look-
ed about to see whether any-
one was in sight, They were

sitting on a large slab of stone
in the heart of a” ruined temple.

Tt was evening and a large num.
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ber of birds were flying over
their heads. The setting sun was
ared ball of fire and appeared
most beautiful. Al round them
Was o thick growth of  wild
plants; shrubs and flowers of
various hues greeted the eye.

“You want to know why my
step-mother has beaten me. Acci-
dentally T upset the Soup pot on
the oven and the contents spilled
on the fioor, My step mothoer
howled as if she had logt ail her
property. ‘You shamy! ay hvissy,
hmy could you brirg yourself to
do it2 Yon are so careless and
negligent these days.  What has
h.n‘(:pe)_wi to you?  How mauny
tires Lbave T warne You not to
talk to any young man when, you
20 to the bazawr or elsewhere?
Can’t you finish your shopping
and come hack carly? And then,
Mohan, she took a horsewhip
and laslied me on the hare back.
Ishallroll up my blouse and
show you the wound.”

Her brown skin on the back
was a red gash and Mohan gas-
ped and exclaimed jn sympathy.
(cY b H 1

ou must be suffering untold
hardships, Sarsi, at the hands
of this woman. She must have

been o devil in Ler previous
birth. [s there no one to check "

her at homet Why is she so
callous to youi”

Sarsi sighed as she straight-

ened her blouse and sat straight.
“T lost my mother fiftecn Years

ago. My father was forty-seven
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then; I was eight years old
and knew nothing about the
world. Until her first daugh-

" ger was born my step-mother

was kind to me. With the ad-
vent of her second daughter she
began to hate me. She regards
me as an obstacle in the way of
her daughter’s well-being and
prospetity- ‘

“My father is in full sympathy
with me in my wretched plight.
When he sces me toiling and
slavini in the kitchen he is deep-
1y moved but does not show his
feelings. She orders me abotgb
aud rhouts at any imagined sli-
ght or neglect on my part.

“sShe denies me good food and
even lets me starve at times.
She stretches herself oo the sofa
and complains of pain in the
heart. The doctor visits her on
alternate Cays and prescribes a
lot of medicines aud powders.

«With all that, she is always
complaining about my conduct

to my father and tells him a
" tissue of lies

My father pre-
tends to be angry with me in her
presence but pats me encourag-
‘ingly behind her back. Several
times he opened negotiations for
my marriage but she compeiled
him to stop them. Her idea is
that 1 must look after the house-
hold until eternity. In my ab-
gence who will wait on her!?

. Beveral times has my father

pleaded with her not to stand in

. the way of my marriage as I am
“well past twenty-three. But

. she will not yield.

Often they

‘used to guarrel over this ques-

i

+on and my father would swoon .

at the end and would not get up
for hours.

“Y couldn’t bear this horrible
sight and told my step-mother to
stop arguing with father. I pro-
mised that I would not marry
without her consent, My father
does not know about my unders:
taking and ke has gore to his’
sister’s place to fix my marriage.
You see, he is on the wrong side
of sixty and his c¢nly ambition
is to see me marricd and get
away from the :tmosphere of
this house. I know, he has’
some meney and jewels secretly
earmarked for me and has even
told me where be has kept
them.

“But, Mohan, I prefer my
freecom to marriage. There is
still time to think of the latter.
I mean going to the city where
my mothe:’s elder sister is resid-
ing with her widowed daughter,
They are very fond of we. You
see, I am no more a minor and I
can twke decisions on my own. -
Neither my father nor my step-
mother can compel me to go
with them and live under their
roof. :

“My anxiety is that ther®
shold be no quarrels on my &ac+
count hereafter. Let them live
in peace, 1 mayeven try to get
a job in the city. Mohan, if yow
feel that you still love me, you.
can meet me in the city and we:
shall continue to love each other, .
Here is the address to which you:
can write. Will you do me a,;
favour?” :

* “Sure enough, Sarsa. I amy

sorry you have decided to go but)

Jou are a brave gicl and 1 Wﬂpﬂﬁ



your decision. The moment I
get a steady job I shall marry
yeu straightaway. That is cer-
tain. But if you continue to
remain here, some grievous harm
may be done to you. My blood
boils to think that you are bea-
ten like a dog and that you are
silently bearing it all up. What
a tragedy. Just give me your
consent, I will go and throttle
that step-mother of yours. But I
know it will create all sorts of
complications, and apparently
you want to end the trouble and
not foment it. Well, what is
your wish? You wanted me to
do a certain thing for yon. I am
here to oblige you to any extent.
How I wish I could mitigate your
misery forthwith.”

She smiled &t him. My trou-
bles will soon be over, Mohan.
When T am in my aunt’s home I
-expect a new chapter in my life
will be opened. I will write to
my father why I left him and I
would beg his forgiveness. I
don’t think he will scold me. My
only regret will be that I won’t
‘be by his side for some time un-
til, at any rate, my step-mother
Jbegins to understand me aright.

«“Now I have clean forgotten
-what I was talking to you about.
Tomorrow at 7 p.m. will you
book a ticket for me to Bombay?
I will come to the station at 8
p-m. with my clothes, my own
jewels and some money which
‘father has reserved for me. I

.shall be thankful if you travel

with me up to Poona. Shalll
-pay you now for the ticket?”

He gestured impatiently with
his hands. “Not at all, Sarsa.
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T have plenty of money. So don’t
bother on that account. Why
I shall come with you to Bom-
bay and leave you at your aunt’s
residence. I shall personally
satisfy myself that you are safe
and comfortable, See the glo-
rious moon rising.”

She rose, alarmed at the reali-
sation that she had stayed too
long. “I'must be going now.
We shall meet at the station.”

They stood and faced each
other. Her facelooked so radiant
and beautiful that he took it bet-
ween his hands and kissed her.
on the lips. They were both
startled at the noise vi Somebody
moving among the bushes and
took a hurried departure.

When she went back to her
house, - her step-mother sprang
upon her like a savage cat. «S¢
you have gone one step further?
My little son went spying on you
and he says you were kissing and
embracing that Moban. Don’t
deny it, you have planned to
run away with him tomorrow.”

She beat her hard with a big
stick until the girl screamed and
ran into the backyard. Unable
to bear the agony and the insults
heaped on her, Sarsa fell into
the well deliberately.

When they took her out she -

was dead but there was a trium-
phant smile on her face. She
had escaped from her troubles
and miseries, The only person
who felt most grief-stricken and
disconsolate was her father.

———
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SHORT STORY
By A. Bharat
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A honeymoon on snowy heights
was exquisite but it became

suddenly chilling !

ONE fine day in December I
got myself hitched up to a
pretty girl called Asha. The
next question was where to spend
the honeymoon? “A friend in
need...” and all that sort of
thing. This fellow offered us his
cottage in the mountain resort.
Think of it—going to a moun-
tain resort in winter : I accepted
it because she thought it would
be a novel idea—and there won’t
be any crowd around at that
time of the year. That was that.

Let us slip the first two days of
our stay there. The third day
dawned—or rather came out
doubtfully from its lair. I tur-
ned over in my bed and lazily
opened my eyes. She was not
there. Well, she has got what
it takes, 1 thought, to get up so

- early on such a morning. 1

snuggled up into the number of
coverlets and closed my eyes.

I woke up later because Asha
was shaking me by the shoulders,
“Hey, lazybones! get up P

I half opened my é’;'es and
yawned.
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HONEYMOON
ON ICE

“What’s the matter?” 1
mumbled:

She stood there with what one
may call “righteous indignation”
on her face. She looked pret-
tier each time 1 looked at her.

“How do you manage it?”’ I
asked feebly.

“What?”

“How can you compete with
the dawn and still look prettier?”

She blushed. “Well, if you
want to know, it is in your ques-
tion itself”” she finished quizzi-
cally.

b

“Hub” T tried to collect my
wits.

“And what do you mean
‘early’? Do you know what time
itis?”

“What?” Tasked to get in a
word edgeways, ‘

“Ten-thirty,”

“The clock is fast” I conclu-
ded decisively.
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“How much fast, pray?”’ she
asked outraged.

“Oh, about a day or two.”
I replied.  She pouted.

I seized her ﬂa‘ﬁds wand pulled
ber to me. She lay "with her
back across my chest:

) “You 1qok devastating,  dar-
ling > I whispered in her ear,

“Now don’t try to flatter me!”
she said with mock severity.

But she made no effort to re-
lease hersclf.

Finally it wus I who got up.

“You have a demoralising
effect on me, darling,”” 1 said.

She smiled mischievously.
“You need it.”

A bell tinkled at the door. She
1doked at me inquiringly. “You
answer it” I said, 1l am not
personable.” She went out as 1
pushed back the covers and
standing up stretched myself.

“It was the postman, darling,”
she said as she returned,
“therc’s a letter for you.”

I searched for my glasses but
they were missing. Finally I
gave it up and said “Go on,
open it and read it aloud.”

“Service for a blind man’’ she
commeunted as she opened the
cover. | went to the mirror and
looked at myself closely as she
opencd it.

Suddenly, I heard her stifle
ber breath,
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“What’s the matter?’ 1 called
back. “‘Someone dead?’ No
answer. 1looked back and got
the shock of my life. She was
holdmg the letter and staring at
me as if 1 were some ghost.

I'ran to her, got the lctter off
her hand and read it holding it
close. Now 1 got my second
shock of the day. Tt was a letter
from somcone called Meena and
the contents were hardly suvitable
for a bridegroom of just two
days to come face to face with.

I lool.ged back at herand found
her staring at m» with her brown
€yes misty.

“V\’/’hat are you going to say
now?” she asked in a voice I had
never heard before.

As a reply I tore the picce of
paper into infinite shreds and
threw them into the fireplace
She turned her face away from
me and said in a trembling voice
‘That won’t wipc it away.” ’

“What do you mean 7

f‘You know what I mcan,” she
said.  “It’s all over now, dar-
ling. - T can’t stand it another
moment here.”” 1 kneeled before
her bed and took her shoulders
in a harsh grip. “What are
you talking about? What’s all
oyer?...Please, Asha, Use your
mind berore you decide anything
darling. Why, it is just a couplé
of days since we married...!

She sobbed. “That is what

makes it more horrible.”

I could not think of anything
else to say. Then I spoke slowly,
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«please understand this, Asha.
I don’t know who wrote 1t or
why. Itis probably a joke...’

She looked at me. “Then it
is a horrible joke. But I can’t
take your denial, I would have
listened to any explanation.
But you simp'y refuse to tell me-
share your seeret. You do not
have faith in me...”” she could
not go on.

«Now what are you going to
do?”’ I asked.

“I am going home. Perhaps
never to return.  Butif you tell
me about it...”

“[ tell you T don’s know any-
thing about it!”

She was silent.

“You are out of your head,”
I shouted.

“Perhaps 1 am,” she said
calmly. Then you are well rid
of me!”

I had a crazy desire to laugh.
1 did not. I watked away and
put my head under the jet of
water in the washbasin. That
helped a little to cool my fevered
mind. When I came out towcl-
ling my head, I was a bit
calmer.

1 searched for her but she was

pot in the room. Smiling wryly
T dressed myself and carefuly

‘combed my hair. Then confir-

ming my appearance in the big

mirror I came down the stairs

and walked into the kitchen.
“Asha!”

But she was not there either.
I felt a bit apprehensive. Then
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I saw a sheet of paper propped
against the cooker.

“Am leaving you. Don’t.
search for me—Asha.” :

She had not taken anything
with her. Of that T was sure.
And going jin ~that flimsy dress
in this weather. T was like hell
to the front door and wrenched
it open.

It was just ice—ice all over. 1
could see her footprints clearly.
1 calmed myself. As it was I
was late.  So why not another
second? I ranin and picked up
a coat from the closet and ran
back.

It was the craziest thing
I did, running on that ice. I
slipped many times. The icy
wind sent gooscpimples through
my skin. I shut my eyes to
ward off the flakes. I struggled
along. Even if I found her,
would she be alive? The doubt
tortured me. o

Then 1 saw her. She had
slipped and had not got up. I
ran to her and hastily pulled her
up. She was not conscious. But
was she alive ? Trembling more
from fear I tested her heartbeats.
They were there—but very
slightly.

Her face had attained a bluish
pallor and she was icy to the
touch- I put the coat around
her but that was hardly any

-help. T had to do something to

bring out that trace of life. But
what ? T rubbed her palms and
legs and her cheeks. Panic was
eating at my heart. What if she
did not regain consciousness ?
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I prayed to God to tell me a
way'  I'll do anything-anything.
Suddenly, it came to me. It
was crazy, plain crazy. But I
did not want to lose that hope.

I placed my hands behind her
and pulling her to me, kissed
her on her lips. It was like kiss-
ing a marble statue. I kissed her
again as I had never done before,
putting my faith in God. Again
I kissed her desperately—and
there was a very faint echo in
her lips. I could have cheered:
This time it was more like kiss-
ing her, and slowly her lips
opened in mine.

“Qh, Asha!”

[ embraced her and kissed her
hair. But now she was all right!
She had crossed that border and
come to me ..

“Well, that was that!” finish-
ed my friend and looked at me.
I had sat through the recital
enthiralicd and now asked him, ““1
may not be much of a critic, but
even Ifind a lack of fairics in
your account !”

““Fairies!”

“Yes, fairies!” I reminded
him.  “You should remember
that that was the subject of our
discussion when you started to
tell your story.”

A rather stout w
big store which was
would suit her,
little weary.

‘“ Haven’t you an
customer al last.”

“Yes; the umbrellas and
madam ™ the girl replied.
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holding its annual sale. Nothing
and the unfortunate sales girl wa i

ything readymade that will fit me?”

'v::Oh’ fairies! Well, Here it
is!

“Where?” T asked suspiciouly.

“Surely you have not forgotten
the climaxes of the dear old

stories. ‘Snow-white’ and ‘Sleep-
1ng Beauty?”

) “You mean to tell me, they
inspired you to doit...] mean

the kissing bit?”” 1 asked disbe-
lievingly.

“They did not,” he assured
me.  “But when I thought about
it later I saw how it adheres to

them.”

“But what happened later 9

Lasked in an effori 1o truce the
loose threads.

“Oh, then,” hc began. “Jt
was all tight. My action, well,
sort of turned the balance, She

conceded she was not serious
when she started out

“But the letter 9

He laughed.  “That was ex-
actly _wha.t I'thought it to be! A
practical joke by couple of ins-
pired old classmates of minet
But it was nevertheless a very
dangerous joke. 1t almost made
Asha losc her life 1

1 avgrcrﬁiqrand called it a day.

Oman was making hersclf a nyj

sance in the

i it seemed,
s begmning to get a

asked the

the handkerchiefs are downstairs,
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Short Story

BITTER
WORDS

_ By Girija Shankar ———

The Headmistress was shrewd
and laid her finger unerringly
on the young woman’s weakness. .

THAT day at the school had
been most strenuous for
Gomati. She had to supervise
the examinations and before go-
ing home to attend a meeting
presided over by the Meadmist-
ress. She gave the teachers a
review of the work done collecti-
vely and individually by tll)le
teachers, the progress mado ]y)
the gicl pupils and stressed tlc
neeessity for better team work
from the next "“"‘”‘I"‘"L‘c year af-
ter the vacation. She finally
wished her colteagucs well-earned
rest during the ensuing summner
holidays-

The meeiving hoke up .but the
teachers re-assembled during the
farewell lunch and Headnnsbres§
Durga was talking to Gomati
who sat next to her. The chief
was sour in mind and sharp of
tongue. When she found any-
onc in the wrong or not up to
expectations she would flay her
alive.

«Gomati, I shall be very frank
with you, These three months
you have becn quite listless and
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careless.  When the Inspector
wanted to know some details
about you I was rather proud
enough to claim you as one of the
ablest of newcomers. - I told him
you could turn your hand to any
job assigned —you could teach
Maths, Ceograpby, History,
Drawing, Music, Sewing ete,

I regret now I made such a
tall claim. I am afraid you have
let me down very badly. Some-
thing has come over you, I don’t
know why you are coming-to
school without any preparations.
My report is that you have not
cared to clear the pupils’ doubts
and answer th-ir coquiries pro-
perly.  You want to say some-
thing. CGo on eating and listen
to what I have to tell you. And
then give your explanation.
This school has a great tradition
and the management believes in
maintaining strict  discipline.
When you first came here you
made a great impression on me,
You had a nice way of handling

" the children and they all raved

about you. You were that
popular.

2
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“What has now come over you
woman? Something has gone;
wrong with you. I can say with-
out fear that you are carrying
on an affair with some man. I
know you have no parents.
There is only an auntie who
cooks and keeps house for you,
But are you aware that any
teacher who is macried cannot
be  entertained here.  The
objection of the management is
understandable. The married
woman cannot reconcile her duti-
es as a wife and mother with
those of a teacher. So out she
goes. Anyway, you are not
more than twenty-five or twenty-
#ix. Where is the hurry in rnsh-
ing to the altar? Why not save
some money beforehand and
then plan it all?

“Don’t you know me? T re.
fused to divide my attention bet-
ween marriage and this profession,
T am well past fifty and I have
had no regrets. Isee, youare
very near to shedding tears and
making a silly exhibition. Please
don’t. Whatever your decision
come and tell me when the vaca.
tion is over. You can be sure
of two months’ pay at any rate
There is time enough to thinl;
over my words. lam leaving
now. Don’t trouble to answer
me just now. And take care of
_ your health.”

Gomati wanted to draft a letter
of resignation and fling it in the
face ot the Headmistress then
and there. Her words scorched
her .like red-hot coals. What
piqued and galled her most wag

Durga’s capacity for findi
ndin
the truth about her. Yegs, 0‘:2
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THE IDEA'! @

Tom: I won plenty on races
today.

Joe: You picked the win-
ners, eh ?

Tom: I bet that a few
would lose and I won.
X X . X

Customer: (Settling accounts)
Here, full settlement.
square now.

I am

Shopman: Thanks. 1 hope
you will be round again.

-'a--'a--'a»lero-'a--'a-o-'a-far-'a-@rg

was a love affair these past sj
months with Prakash, pasbves:;
rich man though he wag ten
years older. He was a widower
and_ his grandmother had been
urging him to marry again 8o
that the hereditary line ghould
not be interrupted,
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_ She was residing with

in a small nuthouge in tg:r g:?lt
part of his bungalow. He was
courtqous and kind to her
One mgh.t when a thief had in;
tr\}ded into her residence she
raised an alarm, Luckily for
her, Prakash who was sitting in
the balcony heard her screams
and shouts and raced down to
catch the thief who wag threaten-

ing her with & dagger. Wher,

8aw Prakasgh he tggk to his h;e}]se
scaled the wall with the quick:
ness of a monkey and disappear-
ed into the darkness, Thus was

formed the first 1; i i
oFiaizon.” Frakash pat” up an
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iron fenee in the front part of her
residence and thus removed her
fears for her safety-

T} at Was a time when her aun-
tie was out of town. Daily
night after this incident he
used to knock at her door and
chat with her for a while. But

| Cupid cuuld not keep them

apart. It is not clear who
made the first move but she
found herself in his strong arms
and when he kissed her ardently
she showed no disposition to
struggle or resist him. She

_eturned his kisses with greater

warmth. He promised to marry
her, demanded his rights and
got them:
As the months passed they
met surreptitionsly and the
»

romance was a long uninterrup-.

ted spell, But there was 1o
concrete proposal from him and
she hadn’t the courage to pull
him up and ask him what were
his intenticns. She did mot hk,e
the idea of being a rich man’s
glorified mistress...

Durga’s words stabbed her
in the heart. At home while
her auntie was preparing her
food she was weeping in the
drawing room. Prakash 'would
meet her after her auntie was
asleep and she was determined
o, put to him a straight ques-
tion. He had invited her to the
hill station where he proposed to
spend the summer, It was an
alluring prospect and she had
completed her plans to go to the
hill station and enjoy her holiday
and romance: . \

That night she asked him

about bhis intentions. He wa
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visibly vexed and told her she
would have to wait for at least .
one year. Could she not? What*
did a few more months matter?
A rich relation of "his was urging
him to marry her daughter with
a promise to will away all his
property. Hehad not yet rep-
lied.

When he left her she felt a
wave of disgust and bitterness
flooding her very being. She had
been frigid and cold when be
took her in his arms and kissed
her. Hehad sensed a change.
The next day he left for the
hill station without leaving a -
word for her.

The break was complete.
Gomatihad decided to pack up
and move to another residence
before his return She was
thankfuls to Durga for her
plain but prophetic words of
wisdom. Her aunt understood
her trouble and kept quiet.

In another month Gomati had -
moved to apother house. She
met Durga at her residence and
told her she would continue at |
the school.

. —_0—
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SHORT STORY

By C. LATHBRIDGE
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HE
WAS

TOO

SHY!

The ecstasy of their first kiss transcended -
all things--It was a bond..a pact of love.

LOVE comes to us as though in

a dream, gently settling
down on our closed eyelids and
filling us with its exquisite cons-
ciousness, so that when we
awake we suddenly realise that
it is opresent in all its
majesty and power and depth
of feeling. The days when we
first become conscious of this
strange emotion called love are
bitter sweet; they are days of
faith and of hope, of grief and
of despair, of yearning and of
fulfilment. Yes, they are days
of hopes and dreams, and I first
met her in a dream, or so it
" .seems to me now.

I first saw her hanging out
clothes to dry on a clothes line

‘near my houge. She was stand-
2%

ing in my path but probably T
would not have given her another-
glance had she not turned round

at the sound of my footste
looked at me. y footsteps and

I'looked deep into eyes of such
a light brown texture  that they
almost seemed to be golden;
eyes thal caught my heart ixi
their golden clasp and enslaved
it for ever. It seemed as though
Time and Eternity themselves
stood still and the whole world
seemed hushed and silent.  For-
gotten were the twitterings of the

birds in their nests, the roar of

the city traffic outside the gate

and the coldness of the approach--

ing night, everything was extra-
corporeal and unreal; except for

a girl, an exquisite little creature
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with haunting brown eyes and an
adorable tilted nose speckled
with sun-kissed freckles; with
the wind playing a wild sym-

phony in her hair and blow-

ing strands of it across her
face. The palm trees behind
sighed their message to my heart
‘you love her, you love her’.aqd
a great emotion welled up within
me and reached out to her. But
she, unknowing and uncaring,
broke the magic spell by moving
away and leaving me standing
there with the love and the yearn-
ing scething within me. Then
gradually I came back to normal
and things shaped themselves In
their proper perspective, and I
silently went home and dreamt
that night about a girl, a living
poem of grace and beauty, who
stood silent against a background
of palm trees with the sun mak-
ing a bright halo of her fair hair
and exposing hidden reddish
glints in it, and the wind playing
a wild symphony in it.

I first spoke to her about a
month after this incident and
asked her to come to the picturcs
that same day. She was a very
quiet companion, not speaking
unless she was spoken to, but
her very silence and reserve made
her more fascinating and ador-

“able to me. So I took her out

to the cinema many times after
that and bought her presents,
and her way of saying ‘thank you’
made me want to buy her more
and more. I was very shy and
awkward in those days as I had
not mixed often with girls, but
the fact that I was so desperately
in love with her encouraged me

INDIA MAGAZINEG -

to write a love poem to her, and
so I got my first taste of her
anger. She was annoyed-and
called me impertinent and told
me not to write such things about
her, and so I got my first
taste of her amger. 1 thought
that her anger meant that she
would not talk to me again, so
I went away from there with the
agony and the despair tearing at
my heart. And I went home
and knelt down by the altar and.
called out for God in my agony
and I think that He heard me,.
because I was somehow comfor-
ted and I went back that same.
evening and she smiled and talk-
ed to me as though nothing had
occurred.

She had a strange make-up,
she was part tomboy and part
wall-flower; sometimes a run-
ing, shouting, laughing dare-
devil, and sometimes a little
child, frightened and shy.
Sometimes she fought with me
and made me miscrable and
sometimes she was as gay as
she could be. But yet, thoughI
yearned to tell her what was in
my heart, I dared not, for fear
of incurring her anger and her
scorn. And I was so desperately
in love with her that I lived only
for her smiles and her words.

)

So the time passed, the sum-.
mer-season drew to a close and
the monsoon arrived in all its
fury and destruction. And the
cold winds and the rain affected
her, so that she contracted pleu-
risy. Her parents and 1 used to.
visit her every day in the hospital
and sometimes I used to bring

.



her sweets. But she, being a
very nervous and frightened
¢hild, used to thank me cursorily
and then cling to her parents.
And one day she said to her
mother in jest (though I knew st
not then). “Why does this
fellow come here 77 And so she
scorned me and my heart
ached and I went home with the
sick despair tearing me inside.
And I went to church and there
I called out to God in my agony
to deliver me from this hopeless
love of me. They were having
evening, service, 1 remember,
and the choir was singing
solemnly.

The words of the song pierced
my already tortured heart. ‘Out
of the depths have I cried unto
thee, O Lord, hear my prayer.’
It sounded so much like a sad,
sweet requiem for my hopeless
love that I felt the anger rise up
within me and the resentment;

that a God supposed to be so.

merciful and loving could look
.down on me with such callous
indifference for my suffering,

. and I got up and went out of the
church. ButI felt the eyes of
of the crucified Lord beckoning
to me, and suddenly they seemed
filled with such compassion for
me, that I felt my heart melt and
-quiver within me with reprentance
.and sorrow, and I went back
into the church, and prayed, and
‘was comforted.

So the days passed on, and by
the end of December she was
-discharged from the hospital,

.and I carried on my romance,

shy and backward as ever, with
my heart telling me to speak of

my love, but my cowardly soul
’ Q ’

refusing to do so. The oppor-
tunities to do so were many but
they were not taken advantage
of. Once I asked herfor a lock
of her hair. And she answered.
“Why?” I said. “To remind me
of you.” Again she asked me,
“Why do you want to be remin-
ded of me? Why only me, why
not any other girl?” And my
heart was yearning to tell her
just those three little words, and
a great wave of love filled me
and reached out to her, so
that she would have been blind
indeed not to have sensed it.
And she turned around and gazed
outside for a little while awaiting
my answer, and seeing that I
did not speak, turned towards
me again and looked into my
eyes. She saw the hunger there
and yearning in them, and per-
haps her soul was touched for
she said, very softly, “Why
don’t you answer ¥ And again
the fear came upon my cowardly
self and I could not speak. So
the moment passed, and was
forgotten and I went away sad
at heart and bitterly reproaching
myself for the coward that I was,

But fate had ordained me to
be happy, and the day of fulfil-
ment came unexpectedly, I had
taken her for a picture show and
was talking to her mother after
they had finished their dinner.
Her mother “went inside to the
kitchen to do some work, and
the girl was talking to me alone.
Then she brought out a bottle of
some scented liquid and began

to apply it to her face.

Purely out of mischief T went
over to her and took away the

bottle from her, and pouring a
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little of the liquid into my cupped

palm, began to apply it to her
face. As my hand touched her
cheek, I felt something tighten
within me. I began to stroke
her cheek, feeling the pleasure
run in waves through me.

Our faces were very close and
my lips moved instinctively to
wards her check. I brushed my lips
against her cheek. And a great
fear and a trembling came over
me so that I moved back quickly.
Then she turned and looked at
me and I saw a tiny flame burn-
ing deep in the shadowed depths
of those haunting cyes. And a
great love and a tenderness took
possession of me, and 1 moved
quickly towards her and kissed
her on the lips. The ecstasy of
our first kiss was almost a pain
that cut through me sharply like
a knife. And the fire of love
took possession of me and I kis-
sed her again and again until I
was spent and gasping and the
thunders had died down in my
blood- The ecstasy of our
kisses transcended all things;
the world was naught to me
when I held her in my arms, for
what else mattered when I held

* the meaning of life, its realisa-

tion and fulfilment in my arms?
And our kisses were a bond, a

pact of love which would last

for ever.

There was no need for words.
I moved away silently and
sat down. And it was only
when I had kissed her the second
time, that I whispered brokenly

against her hair. “I love you,

I love you so much. Do you
lJove me, A...?”” she made a

ANNNANNNNNRNNW
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funny little motion with her head,.
and 1 was afraid, and Icried out
in terror. “Oh, please, please,.
only a little! Only a little, I'm
asking you!” The lovely head
lifted itself from my shoulder
and - the haunting eyes opened
wide and she exclaimed. “Of
course, 1 do love you.” And in
gratitude and love, [ kissed her:
eyes and her throat and her hair.

The years have passed and °
now it is time for us to part
for a few months. Our love
has not died with the pass-
ing years, rather itis stronger
and more mature. And every
man has his own light to show
him the true path through the
darkness, and mine comes to-
wards me now, with that angelic
smile hovering . around the cor-
ners of that pretty mouth. Arm
in arm we walk through the
garden, our so familiar garden,
filled with the soft fragrance of
flowers and scents of the big trees
in the corner. At the gate we
kiss and cling to cach
other and then she is gone
for a while and my heart-
goes with her. At the corner
she turns and waves to me and
the nearby light from the lamp-
post turns her hair into a web
of living gold. Then she
is gone and I am left alone with
my memories and my hopes.
And the palm trees whisper to-
me as they did on the eveningI "
first saw her. “You love her,
you love her.” And I thank
them deeply with love and affec--
tion and I see again a little figure
with a freckled nose and red-
gold hair, in which the wind is

/playing a wild symphony...
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Short Story

THE WILY LOVER

By S. K. Prabhu

@

gil He had a number of adventures and g

g boasted of his conquests to his friends... ]
$

+QO0, Ravi, you have returned
from Delhi after three

years,” said Gopichand, grin-

ning. “Haven’t you married?

Men who are younger than your-

self have children—quite a brood

of them.”

A

“Gopi, you are always a very
shrewd fellow but you are a Nosy
" Parker as well. To tell you the

truth, I haven’t married but I
" don’t deny I have had any num-
ber of sweethearts. Why marry
and subject yourself to the eter-
nal torture of one girl and remain
her slave all your life?, I don’t
believe in marrying. My salary
of Rs. 300 is bhardly sufficient to
meet my own expenses. So why
bother about ahome and child-
ren? One of the girls for whom
. Thad a fancy became pregnant
and she pestered me to marry
her. But 1 was stubborn and

refused to tie myself down. One
night she ran away from home

and nobody knew what becsme

. of her.”

30

Gopi Chand gazed at him in
admiration. “You are a true Don
Juan, Ravi. Idon’t know why
girls fall for you so. Probably

your smiling face, and stylish -

ways carry a great appeal to fe-
minine hearts. How long are

you planning to stay here?”

“Don’t you know, my mother
ia bedridden? She summoned
me urgently by telegram. I have
taken two months’ leave for the
present. First thing I did on
coming here was to engage a dnc-
tor to visit her twice a day and
a housemaid to be in constant
attendance on my mother.. Come
to my house and see my mother.
You are an old friend of the
family and she will be pleased to
see you.” ‘

The two friends on the way
entered an hotel and attacked

plates of sweets and savouries
with hearty appetite.
<Gopi, while in Delhi I met

some friends from here and they

told some interesting stories
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about your adventures. Why
not you give me a first hand
-account?” asked Ravi.

Gopi laughed. “Qur friends
have a way of magnifying little
jincidents. There was a girl
called Pramilla, a widow’s daugh-
ter. She was an excellent crea-
ture, a delicate rose, I wouldsay
—sweet-natured, slight of build
and perfect in her features. They
were residing next door to ours
and the widow used to come to
my house for a chat with mother.
Truth to tell, I fell in love with
this fine girl. At first she seem-
ed to be very haughty and im-
perious. She had one regular
visitor—Ramwji — a middle-aged
fellow who came to her house
.every evening swinging a walk-
ing stick and who looked grim
enough with his thick spectacles.
Whenever he came, mother and
daughter made a lot of fuss, pre-
pared tea and cakes and pressed
him to eat, He would sit on for
two or three hours, talking with
the mother. while Parmilla was
listening with rapt attention,

“After all, Ravi, that old wo-
1man was earning not more than
thirty rupees a month but they
were spending nearly Rs. 200.
This seemed a puzzle to me. The
old lady had some jewels which
she was reserving for her daugh-
ter but she had no other assets:
This was the secret which the old
woman at first confided to my
mother and was later on passed
on to me. So it wus easy to infer
that Ramji was supplying plenty

of cash and was practically sup-
porting both daughter and mo-

ther.
INDIA MAGAZINE
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“You know how curious I am.
When I start probing into a
mystery I never stop until I ex-
plore it fully. I made a startling
discovery.  This Ramji had a
wife and two children in a village
near Bombay. His wife had
lots of money and he wag using
it liberally to promote his own
romantic affairs.

“I thought that so longas:
Ramji visited my neighbours,
the young woman wouldn’t care
for me. AndI was crazy about
her. I hit upon a trick. I went
to Bombay and sent a telegram
to Ramji purporting to come
from his wife. “Enough of that
affair. Start for home or I will
stop allowance.” From this
town I rattled a telegram to
Ramji’s wife: “Send for your
husband. He is carrying on a
romantic affair here. Keep this
confidential.”

Ramji was so scared that he
left for Bombay. /A fortnight
passed and he did not return; the
mother Jooked like a deflated
balloon and the daughter was a
bit humble, I knew they had
no money to pay their mounting
bills, Luckily I had some sav-
ings. TFirst I got very chummy
with the mother and talked sym-
pathetically. When she asked
me to lend her some money I
readily assented. I entered her
house again when the mother was
away on her dutiesand got into
a conversation . with Pramilla.
This time her eyes lighted up at
my sight and she welcomed me
ina mellifluous voice. After

talking on familiar matters I

asked her, “Where is your
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mother? She wanted some finan-
cial accommadation. I have
brought Rs. 100 for the present.
Will you kindly pass it on to
her? But, mind, neither of you
should breathe a word cbout it
to my mother. Is that promise
all right.”

As I gave her the currency
notes, her fingers touched mine
and an eleciric current passed
through my veins.

“Come every evening at this
hour, will you?” she invited coy-
ly.

I almost jumped at the oppor-
tunity. Every evening when
the mother was away I would
go in and talk, I was charmed
with her; so was she with me.

Then I told her about Ramji’s
deception. He was trying to
enslave a beautiful mai‘ien
though he was married and had
two children. He had had many
affairs like that. After a bite at

2
.
By

one fruit, he would aro it

go in search of anotlﬁar fr{g;g
fl‘l'llt.’ What would -be Pra--
milla’s fate T asked, if she was

one of such fruits, tasted and -

dropped on the road-side?

“The young woman w ight-
ened aud wept at such &: ﬁ;ﬂ?-
ble fate. If he had stayed here
for a few more days, sherevealed
he would have taken her easil
lI]t, wa% Providence whe muZi;

ave brought
said sobbiné. "o toher, she

“It did not take me
comfort her,
arms the moment I made 5 senti-
mental move. The strange thing
is that Ramji didn’t return,

“What happened ¢ ammj
then?” asked ﬁavi. © Pramilla

long to

Gopi laughed. T wi ;

. d . ill -
duce you to her when you l(rzlct):fe
to my house in the evening

I may marry th
at peach
can guess,” P 88 you

I am making a plea for the dunces
done such great things in our history
master—wedded as they are to their wretc

dunces are low-brow.

*

. I can talk English, but on
Signor Salvatore Quasimodo*

* *

The life of every man is a diary

story, and writes another, and his h

32

*

umblest hour is when h

the Yolume a5 it is with what he vowed to make it

in this world, who have
...... Only conventional school-
hed curriculum—think that

~—Lord Esher.
*

ly to myself.—Nobel Prizewinner.

*

in which he means to write one
2:4 compares

~—J. M. Barrie,.
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She was in my

BIAND
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The raja had cast his covetous eyes on o
the girl and decided to marry her-«

."““‘Q“" e eV VWVl ::‘

T had long been my wish to

visit the shores of Cape
Comorin, we call Kanyaku-
mari, and see the wonderful
coloured sands. But when we
went there some years back,
people explained that once there

used to be those wonderful

~ varieties of sand. Well, we had

only a vision of some coloured
sand and nothing more. We
visited  Swami Vivenkananda’s
rock and the temple at the land’s
end. Anyway the sight-seeing
lasted only for aday and the
next morning we started. an ex-
ploration up to Agasteeswaram,
We were four in that old car
belonging to one of our friends
and it was by God’s immense
mercy we were able to survive

after all the breakdowns and
repairs, throughout the way:

After & quarter of an bour’s
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coaxing, ,the car started whining
pitfully like n child.

There was nothing interesting
to see on the way. Herbs and
shrubs that belong to sandy #oil
were all around us, and rows
and rows of oleander with red:
and white flowers smelling
sweetly "in that lonely spot.’
Now and then we espied fully
laden cashewnut and casuaring.
trees fanning the passers by and:
giving one g feeling of repose
and peace. Nothing eventful’
happened until we came across
a thick grove in a closed garden
full of mango trees in front and .
rows of oleander in full bloom,.
The ground was covered with
layers of leaves, flowers and. -
mangoes giving a touch of
beauty to the deserted garden. '
We got a glimpse of a vast, old" '
fashioned house beyond, shelter- -
od py Pﬂlms and varieties of"

3
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cactus and prickly pear as anci.
ent as the garden.

The breeze was heavenly and
the juicy mangoes that were
hanging from the branches in
profusion were inviting. We
alighted from the car to take
some rest as well as to help
ourselves if possible to a few
mangoes. The place was deser-
ted and red round and long
mangoes were on the ground,
some rotting and others fresh
surrouuded by birds and squir-
rels feeding on them contentedly.

They flew in all directions at .

the sight of us.

‘Have you ever come across
such honest people ¥ one asked
in awe.

“If it is our place, "there will
be boys inside the fence, stealing
. mhngoes and destroying every-
- thing’ another remarked.

‘Maybe people in these parts
are rich and they leave their
. garden and produce to anybody
" tike us to use’ a third replied.

Just then, an individual
appeared from nowhere and
stood among us. He was short
and fair of about fifty, looking
a4 us mysteriously, eager to talk.
“We looked at one another, The
man smiled and introduced him-
self as Varma.

‘We appreciate you people and
admire your honesty., In our

Pplace people won’t leave man.
goes like this. How is it that
you people are so gaod 2’ one of

wms questioned him.

The man took 2 deép breath.

- “Qur people are equally bad.

™

H'm it’s a long story.’ This -
a cursed place.  Nobody will
dare to step inside the garden,
!ea.st.of all taste the fruits, It
I8 like this for over hundred
years’ he said with another sigh,

‘Then how old are you? Do
You people of this part live more

than hundred years ?’ one asked
in fun.

Varma laughed outright {‘Oh
no. I am fifty two. I% happe-
ned in my grandfather’s time
and he used to tell us the story

during rainy days when we sat

Ahu‘ddled up inside our house’ he
said reminiscently,

¢ T 10) | y ( y F Py i
he sSame Bt ever (la, eh?

‘Yes, the same stor

| Y, but we
are not tried of hea’ring th;
heroic tale’ he said with rever-
ence and mystery,

~

' ‘Varma, we are aroused.
Why not we gn and sit under the
tree and taste those delicious
fruits while listening to " your
story ¥’ the young of the party
suggested and we exchanged
looks of approval.

‘Last year, a number of white
men and women came here for a

picnic. They spent a d
and ate the mangoes butﬁ}.,’ here

‘But what happened
{ to th
after eating the fruits, Varm:I?n’
We asked in unison, expectin,
some unbelieveable yarn, 8

‘Nothing Ma
- ybe ¢ re.
does not atfect whiteepegfe,lec%u;

you are more s
drawled. ote or less like us* he

v
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As a matter of fact two of our
party were very dark, unlike
the people of those parts who
were mostly fair. We were
dressed up to date in order. to
give those southerners a high
opinion  of ourselves. Their

" eighteenth century heavy orna-

ments, especially those hangings
from the earlobes of women,
dressed in coarse saris without
blouses were queer.

“There’s nothing like curse
and ghost in this world at_least
nowadays, Varma. I will tell
you onc thing. If we die after
eating the fruits, this garden is
really cursed but if we survive,
you must forget for ever that it
was ever haunted. Now then
come on, let us enter in state
into the old garden of some un-
known nawab or rajab and par-
take of his bounty’ said one and
we went inside through.a great
rickety gate. We c.leaned. a
shady part and covered it up with
our carpet. From our picnlc
basket, we took the giant flask
of ovaltine and eatables.  After
geeing us spread the eatables,
Varma got bold and collected
gome juicy mangoes for us.

“These long ones are ‘Vottu’
mangoes and the red rounds are
“Kapps’ and so on’ he explained.

" The mangoes tasted excellent

gince they were fresh from the
trees. -

‘Now to your story, V_al:ma.’ we
encouraged him and wiping his

mouth after eating & piece of

oske, murukkus, bread and jam

and ‘mysore pak’ no doubt new

to him, he began his narration.

“You see, this part belonged to

. {NDIA MAGAZINE

Kshatryas ‘a hundred years ago. -
The kings were dead long back’
but the descendents were power-
ful warriors without any title.
The women lived in the inner
courts and went out in palan.
quins, thickly veiled. In this
very place lived a chief named
Martanda Varma  with his
brother Veerasingam and sister
Chitra. The parents were dead
and the household treasury was
in the decline after decades of
spending without much income.
They were great chiefs only in
name, having no money to keep
retainers or maintain their
gtatus, Still they had family
heirlooms, jewels, century old
places, mostly dilapidated due

to want of repair. They were -

the most honourable people who
ever lived, giving the highest
value for chastity and chivalry,
The men killed their unchaste
females without, a second
thought, and they never gaVe
their daughters in marriage to
outsiders.

In this house, the two brothers
and Chitra lived a peaceful and
contented life. -They gathered
precious roots, leaves and

" berries from the famcous moun-

tain ‘Maruthuvamalai’nereby and.
exported them to outsiders. They
had an old sadhu living with
them and it was he who collec-
ted the medicinal herbs. For
years this went on and they had
a regular income for keeping up
appearances. The sadhu in his
leisure hours instructed Chitra
from the puranas and taught her

ever so many things like a rishi.

Chitra was very beautiful and

she was the promied wife of ‘8-
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handsome and rich chief J

veer. She was sixteen and ey?oalll-
knqw well  the dreams and
desires of that sweet age. She

begged her brothers to send her.

with the sadhu to the sh

Kanyakumari for a day?reSS}?g
knew that she could not go out
anywere after her marrjage. She
would be more or less a prisoner
in her husband’s place. The
brothers after a long argument
sent her in their old pala.nquir;
carried by their old retainers
She was delighted to be outside
her house and peeped out
through a hole in the hangings
Later, in her joy she rolled u;;
the  hangings and looked
at the clean outer world
in wonder and awe. The beauti-
ful wild birds, flowers and the
general scenery enckanted her.

It so happened that the young
Kerala raja was staying in his
place at Kanyakumari. It was
the fourth day of his stay and
the young raja tired of the
monotony of the place. His
young mind yearned for the
sight of the pretty dames he was
accustomed to seeing at home.
While he was walking about in
the jasmine scented, palm shel-
tered:garden. brooding over his
loneliness, he heard sweet bell-
like laughter floating in the air.
He was for a moment stunned
and thought that it was some
fairy in answer to his
longing for a pretty face. Tremb-

ling with excitement, he looked

around, pinching his chin t
certain that it was not a drgaﬁ-

Again he heard that same langh.

ter, this time nearer. e look-
ed at the road and saw a pretty
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There are two occasions when
||| a person should keep his mouth

@ shut—"
“—Yes; when swimmi
when angry.” o8 and
. X X X

| ¢ Owner : “I think of -
! Ing that filly ‘Bad News’” .

I Trainer : <
‘! Trainer : Whatever for "

!] The Owner: “Because ‘Baq -
News’ travels quickest.”

OO OO0 T O=0=

Young girl in 3 ps;hn ui i
3 n w
ggvold sbal@hu laughingq at soifll;
e oblivious of everythj
around them; so (»:‘ngrcbszsedY w:ﬁ
they in discussion that they did
ot perceive the open mouthed

handsome prince i
garden, p in the sheltered

The young pri
prince de

'fx}:)(;'lf:?h beauty of thzogsii

i i :
;,f e ;h salanqmn passed out
ove at first sight and f,
;narvellous beauty he forg;\re ﬁ:
or those orthodox clothes and
ornaments. He knew that ghe
was the daughter of gome poor
Kshatrya chief. His  youn
mind was tormented with .
znd he hurried to" hig
Summoning his faithfy}
he sent him after the p:l?:;;‘::i%

to. know the
: where :
tbe girl. He returnes’bouts of

ime with information ¢

place.

after a
hat she

was Chitra, the sister of the .

f"}zmous brothers Marthanda
arma and Veerasingam and the
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_western sea, b

With him it “Was o

desire

sadhu was their family friend
and instructor.

Next day the raja sent two
men to Chitra’s house with
ffer of marriage. Meanwhile,
Chitra ¢njoyed her bath at a
romote corner of the sea shore
and spent the day; temple visit-
ing and worship. When _ the
dazzling red sun sank low 10 the
hey unwillingly
started back home-

ano

The morning began joyously
enough for Chitra who never
ceased to sing her praises of the

. sceneries and the temple, Little
did she know of the cruel fate

that awaited her for the morrow.
The brothers were surprised to
gee two horsemen alight from
their horses and enter the place
with silver trays full of jewels,
money and fruits. A fine silvef-
laced white cloth, the Malayalis
call ‘Mundu’, was on %0p of the
tray. The brothers knew that
it meant but one thing. _The
smundu’ to the Malayalis meant
just what the holy ‘thali’ was to
the South Indians. The horse-
men and the costly gifts were no

" doubt from a Malayali 1aja. The

messengers delivered their mens-
gages respectfully.

‘] he young Kerala raja wishes
to marry your sister Chitra,
whom . he had seen by chance
yesterday. He wants to tell you
that he will come and claim the
bride tomorrow noon just before
his journey to his capital’ they
said.

The brothers controlled them-

aéms with an effort and nodded
sasent. When they were left
' /

thlAnegzmn o,

-

alone, they looked. at one
another in utter misery and
sorrow, The happy and care- |
free face of their sister brim-
ming with the fullness of life
and joy sprang before their
misty eyes. They whispered
among themselves and planned
their  future, Just  then
Chitra entered very much exci-
ted to ind out the meaning of
the arrival of horsemen. The .
sight of the glittering je sels and
the ‘mundu’ told her the exact
tale. Without a word she tur-
ned back sorrowful and terrified,
In her room, she gave vent to ’
heart broken sobs. She could
not imagine what might follow
after that. But she knew for
certain that the raja would not
have her. Then how about
appeasing the royal wrath ¢ Her
head whirled after innumerable
strange probabilities her small
but gallant kshatriye brain bad
conjured up. Tired and exhaus-
ted after her mental struggle
and sorrow she slept there itself,
her fair face stained with bitter
tears. It was thus that her
poor brothers saw their beloved
gister, whom they loved like

- their own child after the death
- of their parents long ago. Un-

controllable sobs shook the
brothers for a time, to think of
the final doom decided for the -
IMOITOW,

Suddenly she awoke in gather-
ing darkness; while the brothers
managed to cover their sorrow
with ocalmness they mustered
quickly in their stout hearts.
Gently they beckoned Chitra to

the pu'ja. room and there they .-
worshipped God apd  heir
| - 8



parents. Telling Chitra to wait
there, the brothers went out.
. Chitra looked out through the
window at the beautiful garden
with rows of oleander and jas-
mine, wafting their intoxicating
scent to the tune of the murmur-
ing palms and huge plantain
trees. Tears rolled down her
face to think of her unknown
fate that might perhaps end her
life for ever. For a moment her
mind revolted at the injustice of
dying so young and in the midst
of innumerable desires and long-
ings. She cursed the raja and
herself for being 8o careless as to
expose herself to the view of the
lurking, cowardly raja, all beca.-
use of her innocent joy that day.
" If only she had travelled in a
closed palanquin, the raja could
not have seen her. Those were

her melancholy thoughts and
regrets. .

She saw, at a distance, her

- biothers talking to their one
and only retainer of the ancient

bouse. They looked sad in the

_advanced evening. The old re-
tainer lived in the back yard

with his family and they served

" a8 cook, watchman, gardener,
groow and house-keeper. In a

short while, he was seen driving

" the'old horse cart they used for
marketing.  Chitra could not

- make out anything. She saw
~ her brothers’ entering the inner
court yard leading to the under-

ground room. In those days all

the old families had underground

rooms, where they kept their
- treasures, Chitra’s people were
poor and they stored logs of

sandalwood and other valuable
things there.
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Standing by the window, en-
grossed in her own sad thoughts,
Chitra had no count of time
until she heard the rumbling
noige of their cart. Noisily it
entered the court yard and her
brothers came out to lift o
kerosene tin from the cart., The
servant took a sack inside the
kitchen, while the brothers took
the tin indoors. Minutes later,
Chitra smelt good food, fortuna-
tely all her favourite dishes, but
she had a sort of nausea at the
mere thought of a meal. Her
brothers were nowhere to be
seen. The back portion of the

rambling house swallowed them
up.

The temple bells rang cheerily
at eight o’clock and Chitra found
herself following her brothers for
the tasty meal. Poor souls!
none of them could eat well and
they wondered at their waunt of
appetite,

After their silent meal, they
went to the central room as
usual but again none had the
mind to talk. Finally, they
prepared for an elaborate wor-
ship of their family deity. The
jasmine  garland  woven by
Chitra that morning adorned the
neck of the goddess and the dim
brass light emanating its odour
of ghee and the scented sticks
moved them strangely and when
they looked at one another, their
eyes were full of tears, At last

the elder brother cleared his
throat.

‘Chitra dear’ he said quietly,
"let us sleep in these benches to-

night, for we have to wake up
with the early dawn’. The other

.
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brother arranged their peculiar

round silk pillows on three of the
marble benches.

To her dim corner, Chitra
once again gave vent to her
agony and thought of Jeyaveer,
her brave strong betrothed
with anguish. All Yer young
hopes were shattered and tears
soaked her pillow. At last, its
cool touch lulled her to sleep.

At the sudden sound of open-
ing doors and the strange light
from the blazing torches, Chitra
woke up with a start. Outside,
it was still dark. TFaintly she
heard the sleepy cries of some
early birds and somewhere a
cock crowed. Stark terror at the
impending calamity made her
tremble for & moment, The
faithful jasmine flowers were
already blooming and their
gentle imwature scent Was
slowly filling the house. With
a pang, she realised that it was
the last dawn that she would
ever see. Tears were flowing from

her beautiful eyes dimming her
sight.

Already her brothers were
busy preparing for their final
journey. With o final hopeless-
ness, she nerved herself to face
the ordeal like her

brothers.
Wiping the involuntary tears,
Chitra waited for the

doom

- that she was yet to know. After

a long time, her brothers took
her hands and led her to the
underground room, both  of
them carrying torches. It seem-
ed hours to reach the room and
silently the elder brother lifted
the trap door and descended

. leading  Chitra gently behind
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bim. The other brother follow
ed, closing the door after him.

The things inside the under-
ground room looked sinister in
the torch light. A strong smel}
of kerosene assailed her and .
Chitra at last knew for certain
what her fate was. Tensely she
awaited developments.

All of a sudden Martanda
Varma lighted the highly piled
sandalwood and herbs already
soaked in kerosene with his
torch. . Green and blue tongues
of flame greedily stretched out to
snatch the poor victims. They
stood stupefied in the terrible light
that now changed into orange,
red and purple. Martandavarma
placing his hand on Chitra’s
head whispered, ‘Our beloved
Chitra, thisis the only way of
escaping from the Raja’s hands.
Think that we are dying together
for the honour of ounr ancient
house. Tt is far better to be.
swallowed up in the sweet smiel-
ling fames rather than face the
humiliation of becoming one of
the raja’s innumerable wives.
Let us be brave, dear child.
Here comes our deliverance...... ’
and already an emerald fork of
hungry fire devoured the dark
curly hair of fair Chitra. Lock~"
ed together in their last embrace,
they closed their eyes and chan-
ted their last song to God.
Slowly their voice trailed and
stopped until only the hissing
noise of the raging fire was
audible. Everything was over in
an hour. The battle of bum-~
sandal wood and other stores
went on until the sun innocently
smiled at the world with benevo-.
lence, unconscious of the-terrible

ol
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struggle of three loyal souls in
underground room.

. The faithful retainer watch-
ing the scene through the trap
door shivered once at the strange
silence after the pathetic conver-
sation and ran away sobbing and
hitting his head. Hastily he
bundled up his meagre worldly
possessions along with the little
bundle of jewels the kind hear-
ted brothers presented him the
previous night and gathered his
family of seven members to be
ready for their journey away
from the sad memory of their
beloved masters and mistress,
Just then a string of horsemen
and soft music and sound of
trumpet disturbed the neighbour-
- hood in the early hours of the
morning.

. The raja looked resplendent in
" jewels and velvet. He was impa-
tient and excited. In his mind
he“was already planning to
transform the  beautiful wild
flower Chitra into a delicate hot
house bloom, the envy of the
whole town. Solemnly he aligh-
- ted from the white horse and
entered into the hospitality of
the open house. Until he reach-
ed the hall, he had not noticed
the grave-like silence of the
surroundings: The old retainer
mforgned the raja that they were
not 'in the house., The raja
ordered his men to fetch the
three . people from the hiding
place. The old retainer, his

misssion over, started his journey -

fn the horse cart unnoticed.

In rage, the raja went from
room to room in- search
of them. It took some-

40

gerererer%oe;«ar-er
SMART!

A girl seeking a new job
told the personnel manager $
§he had won several prizes
In crossword puzzles.

g

$ “That sounds good,” the
] manager said. “But we want
® someone who will be smart
§ during office hours.”

¢

“Oh,” said the girl. “This
was 1n office hours.”

U SRt S0 12, Oy SR S-S,

time to reach the underground
room. Detecting a faint srgnellln(l)f
sandalwopd and smoke, they
stopped listening for some ;ound
They found the trap door and
opened it. Suddenly a strong
whiff of smoke escaped outside
filling the room and unbearably
f)tfl‘fft%céatmtg al&. Fascinated, all
m stood a iti
the smoke to abg?ge waiting for

Without a word one of.
decended and -one by gn:aht:ﬁ
followed into that doomed
chambgr, where they now found
only a few white bones and an
amount of melted gold. The
reeking smell of burnt flesh
made them giddy. Again
they ascended silently outside the
death chamber to breathe fresh
air. With bent head, the rajah
his face sadly distorted with an.
guish, reviewed in hie mind the
havoc he had unconsciously
set upon that ancient Kshatriya

house, who prized - their honour
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" may not really want 1

‘best and first in life. He bade
his men retrace their steps
to their palace by  the

 ghore. For the Tlast time ‘he
" looked at the old dead house and

two poignant tears dropped on
his pearl-studded slippers. That
" was his tribute to the dead, who
blamed not their oppressors but
slept grandly in eternal oblivion
of the troubles of the world......

Here Varama ceased to narrate
his story. His voice had gone
hoarse and shaky and for our
part. we tried our best to hide
our emotion at the tragic end of

. the herojc family, When at last

we looked at Varma, he was
more or less sobbing like a baby.
Heedless of strangers around,
strings of tears raced down from

his eyes to the ground.

‘Strange indeed are your
people’ said one of us after a
pause. ’

Varma gazed at the speaker,
wiping his face and blowing his
nose aside. -

4s it a crime to be heroic? he
queried at last in wonder.

‘Oh no. I want to know why
your people call this place cursed

lwhen such ﬁnheard of chivalry

had been enacted in this very
house’ he rewmonstrated in
earnest,

“‘Well, people of yore had a
superstition that the ghosts of
the three young souls haunted
the place and so feared to come

.near the place’ Varma ex-

plained.

‘Well’ the other continued.
‘If it had happened in our place,
we might have erected a great
monument in that place. Do
they not deserve a prominent
place for their bravery ?

Varma thought for a while
and wondered. It was getting
late and we bade goodbye to
Varma offering him a rupee. But
the fellow refused to accept it. -
His face had a strange relief as
though he got rid of a great
burden from his shoulders. The
happiness and satisfaction he
experienced after relating the
heroic tale to someone was
enough for him. 1t was rather
touching to perceive the strange
satisfaction his eyes revealed.
Truly men are strange animals.

DEEP DOWN

There is a strange conflict in he
but we say it with our lips.
o change.
to the point where you really want to.
1l let everything go that holds you

t point will you ever be a better person.

change,

enough. Until you come

change so profoundly that you wi

back, not until tha

ks
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uman nature. We say we want
Deep down in our hearts we
At least we don’t want it badly

— DR. NORMAN VINCENT PBALE
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== a===8 SHORT STORY ===

UMA was a picture of misery,

She had been weeping for
a whole week. Her eyes and
nose had become red and there
were traces of tearson her cheeks

The cook, an old woman well "

past sixty, placed a dish of cakes
and a glass of steaming tea before
the young woman on the table.
She gently lifted up her face and
smoothed back the curly hair
op her head. “Asha, dear, don’t
give way to despair and gloom
like this. Now that your mother
is no more, you must regard
me as your mother and guide.
Have I not served your family
all these thirty years? Take my
advice. Your husband Kishore
is a fool. He is fond of you and
at the same time he is cruel like
a savage of the woods.

. ¢l can’t understand why he
beat you so. He left off only
when the neighbours heard your
screams and peeped out through
their windows. I too was horri-
fied when 1 saw blood gushing
out of your nose.

“Don’t take him too seriously
when be said that he had done
with you and that he was turn-

2

......

ing his back upon you for the
last time, Where in all the

world can he expect to find a. .

woman as beautiful as yourself ¢
I knew he was trying to intimi-
date and bluff you. On the
whole, he is very jealous and
suspicious. ['used to see him
hiding in street corners and
watching you unobserved,

“I wanted to warn yoh about
it. But, you see, I had my own
scruples in that matter. First of

all, you are such a modest per--

fect creature. Your virtues are
greater than your beauty, I

know, you are most devoted to *

your husband and you will never
look upon another man with de-

gire, If your husband did not

discover that truth- before, let
him do so now, I thought.

“So I didn't choose to inform
you about his movements. Of
course, there was that Raghuvir
the famous jeweller’s son, who
was running after you. But that

was  before your marriage.

Everybody thought you would

marry him., He worshipped the -

very ground you walked on. But
somchow the plan fell through.
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He was most disappointed and
fell sick when your mother told
him bluntly that he could never

~eXpect to marry you though he

might be a money bag.

“You too, I know, were dis-
appointed and wouldn’t touch
food or drink for some days. No-
body was there to console you.
You had my sympathy but how
covld I come and comfort you

when your mother wasso watch- -

ful?But time healed your wounds.
But you never quite got over
that shock.

“Then came your Iarriage.

- You didn’t like like Kishore very

well at first. I am aware of it. He
was domineering and would not
brook any contradiction- He is
an upstart’s son and he has very
peculiar ideas about the status
of women. I have often heard

him remark to his friends that '

every woman must remain be-
hind closed doors and that she
who comes out into the stregts
must be thrown into boiling
oil.

«“Your modern Wways and
idens were never liked by him

“though he would not openly tell

you so.  But he is very shiftyin
his ways and I even suspect that

. _he does not know his own mind.

Yesterday T found him out. I
was on my way to visit an old
friend in Vasant Colony and
whom do you think I saw?”

Here she paused and Uma for-
got her own grief and suffering
and looked mp with interest.
“Maiji,”. she said, embracing

. her.  “I am simply overwhelm-

ed by the affection and considera-
tion you have shown me, You
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are the only person who has
not deserted me in my present.
crisis. You see, my uncle,
Shyam, scenting trouble,left for
his village last week. Up till his
departure he was very fond of
me and treated me as his own
daughter. His conduct is inex-
plicable. Now, Maiji, I have -
interrupted you. Well, what
did you see last night or...
whom?”

“It was your husband walk-
ing along with a woman. One
glance at her, and I Was convin-
ced she was of doubtful reputa-
tion. My own impression is that
he is living with her somewhere
here. I wanted him to know
that I was aware of his game.
So I deliberately crossed his path,
stared at him and his eompa-
nten. He was shame-faced and
pretended to see something aside
and let me pass. I am of opi-
nion that this woman must hawe
instigated him to break with you
and go away with her. Let us
wait and see. Don’t worry in
the least, Please, dear, don’t
starve yourself. You haven’t
touched food for a whole week.

Y ou look so terribly weak and
gshrunk. Take something to keep
body and soul together. That ig
a nice girl. Let me go down to the
kitchen and attend to the chapa-
thi preparation. Look and be
cheerful. Take a hot bath, dress
well and tune in to the radio for
some songs to restore your
spirits.”

Uma nibbled at the cakes and
began to muse again. It was the
jeweller’s son that had disturb.
ed her domestic harmony. , True
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she had given him all the en.
couragement before her marriage.
She admitted to herself how she
had lost her heart to this dash-
ing youth. He often came to her
house, took her out to pictures
and there in the darkness of the
theatre pressed into her hands
jewels studded with diamonds
that flashed at her and influen-
oed her mind and heart.She recall-
ed that night when in the privacy
of her home—when ber parents
were ont—she made an absolute
surrender to Raghuvir. From
that day it was a regular whirl
of gaiety and giddy pleasure for
them both. _

Then all of a sudden—after
six months the scamp had tired of
her and left her. There #as ano-
ther girl to lure him andhe was
.always after new faces. -

Uma’s mother decided to give
her in marriage to  Kishore.
Though the young woman did
not like him she did not ques-
tion her mother’s decision.
Kishore was moody and suspi-

cious and some fellow with a
grudge must havetold him about
the jewels and diamonds that
had been given toher as presents
by an admirer. Without stat-
ing his reasons, he quarrelled
with her, called her a wretch who
would not hesitate to sell her
body, gave her nasty blows and
left: the house. '

Uma decided to entrust all
those jewels to the old cook and
keep them in her custody until
she chose to dispose of them.They
were tainted presents but being
a practical woman she saw no
other way., To return them to

Raghuvir now would be to invite ~

more trouble and publicity. That
the man was now doing mischief
was very clear to her......

The door opened and in walk-
.ed her husband. He came up
to her with a sheepish smile, “Oh
dear, I have been foolish to
quarrel with your I come
back vith an apology. Won’t you
forget and for give? For answer
she wept on his shoulder.

I have been dovmed to spend most o}” my life among
politicians.... they are both dangerous and dull, an almost
miraculous combination. But it can be done, and by them

it is done,

X X

Television may be very useful from an entertainment

— Lord Boothby.

X X

point of view, but so is smoking a pipe or drinking
whisky, but they are not necessities of life.

P

A4

—Judge Ralph Stove. .
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WHEN
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MEET!

FTER exchange of some un-
pleasant words with his
wife (instead of a welcome smile
and a greeting coffee-cup)—all

- for the displacement of the shoe-

rack, Chandru went off to
‘Ramu’s cafe. As he neared.the
hotel, he noticed a new sign-

" board, displaying ‘A.D.D. A.

C. S. (secret) and before he
stepped in, a handbill was thrust
into his hand. He ordered for
.a cup of coffee and straightened
the handbill and read: ‘““Open-
ing of ADDACS (secret) ...A
real long awaited boon to all
husbands (without exception).
Come and become members

- jmmediately for usheringin a new

era of freedom of speech, move-
ment and action at HOME, more
than anywhere else !” .

Chandru could not make out
anything and was vacantly look-
ing at the - bill when the server
reminded him that the coffee was
getting cold. Mechanically he

. finished it and walked out.
“INDIA MAGAZINE.
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Still pensively looking at the

chit, he tried to figure out what

‘ADDACS’ meant. He knew
most of the new abbreviations—

even unfamiliar ones like:

AMSHI, GADMAN, IWLS, -

etc., but this one did not thrqw
any light on his dim mind. Dri-
ven by sheer curiosity he step-
ped into the stall whereon the

board was hung. A-lean, lanky, -

dusty-haired and weathker-beaten

(or wife-beaten ?) person greeted

him: “Come in, please. I am Sri

Ardhangidas, tentative Secretary . .

of this Association’.

““What do these abbreviated
letters indicate ?” asked

Chandru, “and what is the aim .-

of this association 7

“You shall come to know

everything tomorrow evening,” -’

Sri Das replied, ““at Sri Saticha-

ran, our now headmaster’s resi- .
dence at 7 p. m. sharp. Youare .
»” N -

[\

.45

7
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“But what is the subject mat-
.ter.about ?”’ cut in Chandru,

“Yes, yes, I'll tell you that in
brief,” replied Das coolly, “our
aim—when I say ‘our aim’ your,
effort is also counted upon—is
to chalk out a practical solution
- to achieve free, frank and fear-
less movement and speech for
all of us—down-trodden married
males. Now, I suppose you
gather what I mean.” He appear-
ed to see a tinge of understand-
ing in Chandru’s eyes, “so, don’t
fail to be there.”

“Give me then the member-
ship papers’” said Chandru, half-
mechanically and half-solace-
fully.

“I shall fill them in at home
and bring. them tomorrow
ready.”

“No! no,” Das interrupted
soon, ‘“don’t commit that mis-
thke of taking these home. There
is every risk to you and also to
this budding asso...... »

“Yes, yes, I understand,”
Chandru assured him, “I shall
Jdo this there itself.”

“ That’s good. Cheerio

X X X

Next evening, Chandru went
straight to the new headmaster’s
residence without going home as
-that might altogether rule out
the prospect of attending the
much-awaited meeting,

The hall was fully pack~d
much before the appointed h s

and so, the tentative secreta:

proposed starting of thc Dusincss
»
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earlier, “On behalf of this august
gathering, I request Sri Saticha-
ran to take the chair and address
us on this important business.”

From a corner, a soda- -
glass - spectacled, long-lc)gatlttfd
and thick turbaned person
pushed his way through  to the
chair and gesticulated a
‘Namaste’ with folded hands
right under his nose criss-cros-
sing his broad smile. “Genpgle.

.meny’ he started and paused,

“No! I had better address
as ‘Docilemen’, because thag oil;

more apt—you may be wonder-

ing why we have gathered here

this evening. = We shaj] presently

go into that. But, firstly, let me

€Xpress my appreciation and—
yes—gratitude to Sri Ardhangi-
das for the tact he hag displayed

m not letting out prematurely

the aims of thig institution lest .

the very foundations be
Now, coming to the rogked.

docilemen, we h i
( ave h
pilot plan fou our em.agci‘;)r:g‘o:

from *domestie- tyranny’, we all.
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are subject to. All of us here
have led—or rather followed—
married (without the ‘i’ in it!)
life for one, two, three or even
more decades but yet we have no
voice of our own in the house
where we are supposed to be
masters. We are slaves in every
sense to our so called Dharma-
patnis. We have no say in the
bringing up of our children”.

He was evidently warmed up
to continue in one breath with
added force. ‘““We have been
oppressed, suppressed, depress-
ed and compressed too (there

" was a loud clap of handsand

see-sawing of heads in admira-
tion) by the WIFE, who is
omnipotent, omnipresent and
_what not ? Not,”” he gulped in
.a copious quantity of water from
the glass as if to cool down his

radiator system, “my poor
fellow-creatures, we have gather-
ed here for the purpose of pull-
ing out and pooling our latent .
strength to deal an infallibie

blow to this petticoat govern-
ment so that a new life of free
movement, free speech and free
action anywhere but most cer-
tainly at HOME, can be ours.

We shall cast off fear and frust-
ration and walk with heads held
high. We shall not any more sub-_
jugate ourselves to these choli-
wallis. For achieving this much-

coveted objective, we have to

work hard and secretly too, think

clearly and plan wisely and assid-

uously and then’ there was asigh -
of achievement in his tone, “ours
is the life.” Thereafter, we shall
no longer be called hen-pecked
husbands and, on the contrary
they shall be branded ‘cock-
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plucked’ wives. (loud claps and
cheers) Pardon me for being
very, too very frank. My inner
devil has been roused and righ-
teously too. I am sure this
equally is your position also,
Now before we wind up, we
shall elect the office bearers.
And, in this connection, [ pro-
pose Sri Bharyanukul to be the
President, bccause he iS best
suited for this intricate work,
with his long experience. Se-
condly, I propose Sri Ardhangi-
das for secretaryship for obvious
reasons.”

There were loud cheers and
approval. “‘I propose Sri Sati-
charan to be our Planning
Commissioner of this stupendous
task” voiced Sri Ardhangidas-
which again elicited the desired
" applause. After some more pro-
posals and disapprovals, Sarvasri
Patnisevaklal, Awurat  Miyan,
Preetan Dasya, Baikochipayapad
and Betterhalf’s Littleworth were
elected as Steering committee
members.

After everything settled down,
membership enrolment forms
were distributed and Chandru
was again confronted with the
mystery-filled ‘ADDACS’ on the
form. ‘1 beg your pardon, sir,’
Chandru  mustered  courage
and drew the attention of the
chair, what is the meaning of
‘ADDACS 7

“Oh, that’s the very secret,”
propounded Sri Saticharn, “talis-
manic abbreviation of our belov-
ed association. .But, for infor-

mation of the members, I shall

once disclose it but do not Iet

that out to any outsider. Itis:

48’

Association of Docile Drakes

for Abolition of Choli
Sarkars.”

“Beautiful transformation
from henpecked to docile
drakes!” chorussed some.

“Very decent and secretive”
was some others’ approval.

“Co-sufferers,” shouted Sri
Saticharan, “let nct the name
affect you in any way. You will
see that when we are on the right
track and achieve some substan-
tial success, we shall call oursel-
ves: ‘A. F. F. A. H. S.’—that is
—Association of Full Fledged
and Animated Husba ”

.........

Before he could complete, his
tongue automatically stuck to its
roof as he saw a batch of
amazons rushing in, with files,
pads, rulers and cutters (paper).
One of the bespectacled bellowed,
“Don’t you sce that very impor-
tant meeting of the Central
Executive Committee of your
samaj—AIMSPER—is in session
and you are causing nuisance 7’

All eyes turned back in utter

dismay, murmuring in an under-
tone:

“What is AIMSPER ?”

“Well,” one of the other
party vociferated, “if you don’t
know, it is ‘ALL™ INDIA
MAHILA SAMAJ FOR PRO-
TECTION AND ENHANCE-
MENT OF RIGHTS.”

All were suddenly motion]
and lifeless like Statz es | lonless
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I New Myslery Serial
By limlsay “amillon I

THE BLACK ASP

THE STORY SO FAR:

Lady Muriel Waine is eloping with Nat Bingham when their car is
attacked by three masked men, and the leader, “The Black Asp,”
takes Lady Muriel back to town—to her friend Mrs. Arkwright.
Muriel fully realises from what she has been saved. But who is the
Black Asp? And how does he come to know her movements and
intentions so thoroughly ?

Tony Wilmot (Mrs. Arkwright's ncphew) finds life “doosed fatigu-
ing”. Major Grier, of the Intelligence department, is his friend.
The Major is puzzled by the queer behaviour of Bingham, who, since
the attack by the Black Asp, is a nervous wreck. Grier believes
they may be on the brink of solving the mystery of a series of abo-
minable crimes. One thread of the tangle is blackmail—by a crea-

ture known as The Flail.

Jack Parnell—known as Gentleman Jack-—has just been released
from prison. He comes out to find his daughter Susie missing. He
is nearly frantic with anxiety, when he receives a note, ‘“Ask Bing-
gh?m” ......

Sonia Deane is Bingham’s ward. She is attacked by two ruffians,
but is rescued by a masked man calling himself “The Black Asp,”
who tells her he loves her and intends marrying her. Sonia has no
idea who this man can be. That night she sees him enter the house
from the balcony. In the morning Bingham is found murdered.
But Sonia cannot believe that her splendid laughing cavalier can be
a brutal murderer.

Mrs. Arkwright invites Sonia to stay with her until things are
straightened out. .

On Bin: ham’s body is found a note of warning from The Black Asp,

and 2 letter from Parnell, also a list of twelve names. Major
giier Points out that these are all names of women who have died
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gossip turned out to be quite a
tong one.

“Of course it isn’t announced
yet,” said Lady Muriel. «I
wanted you to be the first to
know.”

Mrs. Arkwright was looking
particularly severe.

“Well,”” she said slowly. “It
may be a good thing. You
certainly need keeping in order,
3nd_ he looks the sort of man to

0 it.”

Lady Muriel smiled happily.
< Mm,

perhaps.  But you
.don’t know him.
“Know him!” scornfully,

“Humph! All men are alike. Silly
great babies for the first six
months. At the end of that
time youw’ll be flirting again, I
suppose.”

“ Do you know, I don’t believe
J shall,” said Lady Muriel with
a rather dreamy expression that
was almost too angelio. “I
could eat plain bread and butter
when there was any cake about.”

“ A sickly diet, my dear.”

“ Not good, wholesome cake.
In any case the other isn’t even
bread and butter. It’s froth,
and froth’s no use when you've
-earnt how to be really thirsty.”

“Bless the child!” exclaimed
Mrs. Arkwright.  “I believe she’s
xeally in love with the man.”

“7 believe I am.”

“Hm! well that puts an e
gallivanting around after n‘tihgc;

<oat-heaving ruffian.”
52

“Oh dear no. I'm justaskeen
as ever.,”

“Incorrigible hussy!”  said
Mrs.  Arkwright with a smile
that was half indulgent, half
indignant.

But Tony, it seemed, had a
word to say, for at the first
opportunity he drew Lady Muriel
aside with a great air of
conspiracy.

“I’ve been talking to that big
bloke of yours, Mu.”

Some sort of answer seemed
expected of her.

“Well?”

“I’ thought I'd ease your mind.
Don’t worry unnecessarily. 1
didn’t give you away.”

“You didn’t what?”

Tony grinned all over his face.

“Ididn’t let on about you.
Just did what I could forythe
poor chappie though. Gave him

an idea of the sort of life he was
in for.”

Finding nothing handy to
throw at him Lady Muriel fell
back on invective,

“You utter wretch! I wish 1
had-—"’

“Ah no!” broke in Tony sen-
tentiously.  “Let us bury the
past. I should never have been

able to cope with that fiery
nature of yours.”’

He beamed upon her with
warmest admiration.
You certainly do grow love-

(]
lier every day, dear Mu. 1 love
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your hair. It’s so mice and
coppery, Reminds me of roas-
~ ted chestnuts and winter sunsets

- 2+ and nice things. Tl always re-

N

N

1
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member you in my dreams.”

“How nice of you, Tony,” she

said sweetly. “Then I shall
never be absent from your
thoughts.”

“Copper and flame,” retorted
Tony with an air of abstraction.
“I wonder which will win. T’ll
put my money on the flame. He
looks the sort who’d make a
good wife-beater.”

The idea seemed to tickle Lady
Muriel immensely.

«Andrew, a wife-beater.  Oh,
that’s rich. Here he is now. I
must tell him.”

“Eh! no, don’t, for the Jove of
Mike,” said Tony.

But she had already called him
over.

“Topy says youwll beat me
with a stick,” she announced
wickedly.

Sir Andrew for a moment
looked a little staggered and then
burst into a hearty laugh.

“Beat you with a stick. He’s
a brave man. When you need it,
little lady, we’ll send for him,
shall we?”

“Delighted,” grinned Tony.
“But it would do no good, 1
assure you.  Fact is though, I'd
much sooner be best man and
murmur ‘Bless you my children.”

To her look of wondering in-

quiry Sir Andrew nodded.
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He had a point

S-'a-ua--'a-ra-'ac-'a-a-'a-'a-'ao
li‘ A meeting was called in a small
town to raise money to build a
fence round the cemetery. The
chairman asked how many were
in favour of the fence. Al

except one stood up.

asked the chairman stiffly.

“Don’t need a fence nohow.
Nobody that’s in can come out,
and nobody that’s out wants to
get in.”

8
B o o
ﬁ] And why do you oppose it ?
B
2
§
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“That’s all fixed up,” he told
her.

As the two had only just met,
it seemed to Lady Muriel a
little unusual, but still it would
be nice. The idea grew upon,
her and she began to laugh in
high amusement. She pictured
Tony arriving a day too late for
the ceremony and at the wrong
church.

“I could think of no one
better fitted,” she said. “Provi-
ded you sec to all the arrange-
ments yourself, insist on him
sleeping all night in the church,
and have a reserve best man on
the spot.”

“Perhaps you'd prefer me to
give you away,” suggested Tony
threateningly. '

“Papa will do that,” she said
sweetly.
Tony

smilc.

gave her a beaming
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‘“Papa! T'll bet he doesn’
*know one half.” ocsnt

Here Sir Andrew interve
good-humouredly. ned

“If you two have finished

squabbling, suppose we joi
others.” P Join the

Sonia had been at The Hollows
no more than five minutes when
she began to feel that her wvisit
was long overdue. James was
full of troubles of all sorts.

“And then there’s Elsie,” he
finished up. ““She’s gone and
left, and without giving notice
too. Idid hear she’s going to
the Old Grange.

“Has someone taken the
Grange?’ asked Sonia in sur-
prise.

“Oh yes, Miss Sonia, didn’t
vou know ?”’ James having him-
self got over the surprise of it
felt that no one else ought to
exhibit any such weakness. “The
workmen have been in nearly a
fortnight and the new tenant is
moving in to-morrow. A Mr.
Otto Beutz.”

Sonia started.

“But how curious,” she re-
marked to Tony. “It must be
the same Otto Beutz. He’s
Nat’s cousin from America. I
had a letter from him. So he’s
taken the Old Grange.”

“He called this morning,” sai
James._ “I told him youg’w:{ti?i
most likely be over this after-
noon, Miss Sonia. He said he
would call again later.”
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d “Did he?” Sonja was not
eeply concerned about jt. “Oh

well, if he does, we must give
him some tea.”

For some time she w i

1 as busily
engaged in domestic affairs and
Tony wandered about and amus-
ed himself as best he could. He
was asleep In a chair when Otto
Beutz.arrlved, but roused him-
sellt: with an effort to play the
polite host until i
Pe host Sonia should

“My name’s Wilmot,” he saj
genially. “Tony Wilmot. © gﬁ‘:
hostess is among the pots and

pans, but she'll
presently.” be  here

Beutz was coldly polite. He
seemed none too pleased to find
that he was not the only visitor
His conversation was™ of the:
scantiest compatible with ciyi-
lity. But Tony went on chatting
away amiably about nothing in
particular. He was being polite
most oppressively polite. '

“And how do you I -
land after Americg?” hlclzkingt?i%-
ed as though he was asking a
small boy how he liked his new
school. “A little on the small
side, what? Cramped-er-over-
crowded, eh? Too many aliens
my dear sir, too many aliens—

Jews, Genti

itles, Greeks i
: : and ice
cream johnnies.”

Beutz lifted one eyebrow and
smiled a little contemptuously. .
“Afiens! America is a nation

of aliens. Every
( year they pour
in from all parts of the glg’bel.)”

“Ah!” exclaimed Ton i
1 A y brigh-
tly. “That’s why they callgI;t
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<God’s Own Country.” Save a
jot of squabbling over who it
really does belong to. Then, of
course, you've got plenty of
room for ’em. You can turn
sem back wholesale if you don’t
like their morals or the way they
part their hair. It'sa great idea
that Coney Island place of yours.
All the fun of the fair and a free
passage back home.”’

Beutz picked up a magazine.

«] expect you are thinking of
Ellis Island,” he said coldly-
“Coney Island is a pleasure
resort.”

“Perhaps you're right,” Tony
admitted with a ready smile.
«“My geography is a bit weak:
Won't you find it quiet here? Of
course the OId Grange is-er-
beautifully situated an’ all that,
but a bit tomb-stony-‘Here lies
the body’ sort of thing, don’t
you think.”

«I like it,” said Beutz shortly,
“[ bought the place five years
ago. 1 was thinking then of
settling down near Nat, but
business prevented it.”

“Yes, yes, of course. Business
they say is business. Why the
doose people find it necessary 1o
say a thing like that I can’t 1m-
agine. No one’s likely to mis-
take it for pleasure. Well, I
hope you'll like it. No earthly
reason why you shouldn’t- By
the way, folks round about say
jt's haunted. That’s one thing

in its favour—gives it a tone.”

Otto Beutz was staring at him
with an odd expression in his

eyes.
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g A film company was at its |||
||| wits’ end to find a girl with real

O sex appeal. One member sug-

||| gested ome young lady, not
O knowing that the director had

||| just quarrelled with ber.

Sex Appeal

ﬁ “Her !’ shouted the director.
o]

“If she did a Lady Godiva
||| act the borse would steal the
O scene !”
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“Haunted?” he asked a little
too casually. “Ancestral ghost
or what?”’

«“Not ancestral, therefore it
must be ‘what.” One of those
‘whats’ nobody seems to know
who-that sounds a bit involved.
Anyhow, some say it’s Bingham
looking for his murderer. Others
swear it’s not a bit like Bingham.
What rot people do talk if you
give ’em half a chance!”

“All nonsense, of course,” ’
Beutz agreed almost eagerly.
“In these days no sane man be-
lieves in ghosts.”

Tony looked thoughtful.’

“Oh, I don’t know. I wouldn’t
say that. TI've known the
queerest things happen in
genuine haunted houses. There
was the affair at Doone Moat.
Rather a grisly business. But
I’ll tell you about it.”

The story, however, was
never told, for Sonia at that
moment came into the room and -
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Otto Beutz’s manner underwent

a change. His smile was quite
charming,

“How do you do, Sonia?
hope we shall be very gc;ocll
friends.  Forgive the seceming
familiarity. T  had always
thought of Nat’swards as Sonia
the little gitl.  Currious how
one’s ideas remain fixed in spite
of the march of years.”

Sonia felt a little repelle
she was unable to saypwhyf1 ?Ilg
manner was pleasant, a little
Intimate perhaps, but nqt
aggressively so, and certainly his
smile was very attractive: But
there was something about him
some unknown quantity that
vaguely disturbed her. She
caught a glitter in his eyes for
the fraction of a second and
turned away quickly, a little
scared and unaccountably shock-
ed at something she had scen
thete. Fantastic! Absurd! but

she could not sh
feeling. ake off the

“VY,e are to be neighbours, 1
hear,”” she remarked forcing’ a
Bttlc cordiality into her voice
T shall quite miss the Old
Grange_. It seemed to have
grown into the countryside. [

really believe I looked on i
et ed on it as my

“I hope you still will,” ga;
Beugz quickly and ad&ed sa;ci
Sonia frowned. “I shall be

. away a great deal.”

- “1 loved its air of ruin

C 1ts and
romantic  dilapidation,”  said
SODlar

B “Rather!” exclaimed Tony.
Regular place for picnics,
think. They used to leave their

tins all over the place.”

“Do youn know it?’ Sonia
seemed surprised.

“I've only been there once-
looking for that grisly ghost. A
pretty lively one too, if you ask
me. Must have been old Romeo
himself. It used a rope-ladder.”

A sharp exclamation from Otto
Beutz made Sonia start.

“I'beg your pardon,” he apo-
loglsed. with a smile. “Your
friend 18 a little disconcerting. [
was taking him serjously. It’s
all nonsense of course 2’

“Absolute  bal] ”
y nonsense,
Tony agreed heartily.  “Ghosts
always _are-until  somebody or
other dies of fright. And that
Irllever happens. ~ At least I’ve
ever scen it in  “The Daily
Mail’. That’s proof cnough.”
“For goodness’ sake, Ton
s y’
do talk ,about something less
gruesome” Sonia laughed.

“Sorty.  Suppose I show

Mr. Beutz round.”
amiably. nd,” he suggested

Sonia grasped at i
the idea

eagerly, though Otto Beutz did

not seem attracted by the pros-

pect of enduring m »
\ ore of ]
conversation. Tony

“Yes do,” she said, “There

are still a few things I must

?et;egd to. Then we can have

“Right you are,” a
. » agreed Tony.
What about the library ﬁrst},’?
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Libraries are always interesting
places. Lots of books. B}ngt}?m
had a fine looking collection.

He led the way into the library
talking volubly the while.

~ ““Great things, books. Can’t
say I've read many myself. ~But
great company to have them
about you. Look at 'em- Rows

. and rows of ’em. What a com-

fort to come into aroom like
this, tired and worn with the
battle of life and sit down with
them all round you-and go to
sleep.”

Beutz was walking round on
his own and topk not the sligh-
test notice of Tony’s oration, but
this mattered little to Tony.

“Gives you such an air of
being well read too,” he babbled
on. “Look at this hefty fellow.
Fancy wading all through that.
Oh, I see. It's a catalogue.
Here’s one now on Geology—
fossils, pterodactlys and stone
hammers. [Ills bet Bingham
never read that one. Poor old
Bingham. A bit rotten to be
sitting among all these books
and get bashed on the head with
a hammer in the middle of an
exciting chapter.—Hullo! what’s
up 7

A faint sound had come Beutz’s
from lips. He was staring down
and there was a blank look on his
face as though the functions of
mind and body were temporarily
arrested.

Tony strolled over to him and
leaned against his shoulder to
see what had attracted his atten-
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Puzzle !
A few years ago a gentleman
who had lost his nose was invit-
ed out to tea. “My dear,” said
the old lady of the house to her
little daughter. “I want you to
be very particular and make no
§

remarks about Mr. Jenkin’s
nose.”

Gathered around the table,
everything was going well; the
child peaped about, looking
rather puzzled, and at last startl-
ed the table :

“Ma, why did you tell me to
say nothing about Mr. Jenkins’
nose ? He hasn’t got any.”
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tion For a second he starpd at
Tony stupidly and then pointed.

“There,” His voice was like
the dry whisper of a man parch=
ed with days of thirst. ““That-
thing. What’s it doing here?”

On the carpet in the exact spot
where Seregeant Baker had found
the weapon the murderer had
used, lay a large hammer; a
hammer so like the original it
might almost have been the very
one.

Tony laughed lightly:

“It's only a hammer. Some-
body’s left it lying about. By
George though, you do look
seedy.”

“Heart trouble,” gasped

‘Beutz and staggered to a chair.

Tony was now very concerned::

§T



“Take it easy,” he said, “You
feave it to me. You'll beall
right in a minute. Tl go and
get you a drink.”

He turned to go out but
stopped suddenly by the table in
the centre of the room.

“Hullo! why, there’s one here
already poured out.”

On the corner of the table
stood a decanter half full of wine
and beside it two wineglasses of
beautiful design. One of them
was empty but the other was full
o the brim.

Raising the latter warily, Tony
.came over with it slowly in order
not to spill any of the wine. Not
till he was within a yard of him
did Tony see the awful look of
horror on Beutz’s face. His
eyes protruded, his jaw dropped.
At every step Tony had taken,
Le seemed to shrink a little
further into the chair. His lips
began to mumble the words
“My God! Oh!" My God!” over
and over again in a kind of in-
drawn gasping whisper.

Then suddenly  something
seemed to snap. His eyes glowed
madly and with a savage sweep
of the arm he dashed the glass

from Tony’s hand and rushed
from the room. Tony stood
looking after him blankly.

“How was I to know he was
a pussyfoot ?”” he murmured.
p

A little later he was explain-
ing to Sonia.

“Our friend regretted he was
unable to stay. Must have re-
membered he’d forgotten some-
thing. Queer chappie! Very
religious I should say. Anyhow,
he went out in a hurry calling
upon his God.”

Sonia was relieved to hear that
he was gonde, buta trifle puzzled.
Tony’s explanation certainly
scemed to leave much to the
imagination.

“What did you do to the poor
man?”’ she asked suspiciously.

“Me?”? said Tony in an aggrie-
ved tone. ‘Nothing, absolutely
nothing: In fact1 was full out
on all six eylinders being enter-
taining, talking books most
intelligently: Chappie must be
a bit touchy, I offered hima
drink and he’s a tectotaller:
That’s about it:”

— To be continued

REACHING PERFECTION

We are what we are; we cannot be truly other than ourselves,
‘We reach perfection not by copying, much less by aiming at
originality, but by constantly and steadily working out the life

which is common to all, according to the character which God has

given us.

38

—Baxter.
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! WAS IT ROMANCE? |
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Manian was at first not sure of Shantha’s feelings.

Was she sefting her cap at him?

SHANTHA unfolded the letter
and read it again, probably
for the fourth or fifth time. That
bold writing on the blue bond
paper was somehow familiar to
her. But she did not know how.
Nor did she know what prompted
her to read it again. Was it be-
cause the letter was so very poe-
tic and so very funny? Or was
she simply lured by the praise be-
stowed on her by the writer?

Anyhow there was no harm in
reading it once again.

The way the letter began was
in itself intriguing:

“My dear Shantha--Do you
know that you are the only girl
for whom I ever felt? I am attrac-

ted irresistibly by your intellect,
beauty, childlike behaviour, grace

and poise. I love you terrivly, I

JINDIA MAGAZINE

realise. ' Very much would I like
to know what your feclings to-
wards me are!

“Dearest, you are for me "an
inspiration, someone closest. If
you have no feelings left for me
forgive me and forget this. Be-,
lieve me, my intentions are hon-
ourable and you will know what
to do if you have been kindled
by me.

“Au revoir! Your own
td

BALA.?

The tingling sensation of hav-
ing received a personal letter--
a love letter at that was still an-
noying her. How bold of this
Bala--she wondered who it would
be--to write “Your own?’ How
audacious of him to send the

letter to her house! If somebody

else had received the letter and
had opened it!
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Shantha was not too happy to
think on these lines! What if she
tore off the letter to pieces? But
the idea somehow didn’t appeal
to her. She opened the jacket
of her shorthand textbook, and

re-wrapped it after inserting the
letter.

The clock sent forth its melo-
dious chimes. Oh, was it ten?
Already she would be late to the
typewriting class, though the in-
stitute was so near.

She got up and hastened to-
wards the bathroom.

* * *

A jugglery was going on! The
trained left hand with the wiper
swept the board. The dert right
hand with the chalkpiece moved
with equal celerity. It drew up
hieroglyphical signs with amaz-

_ ing swiftness. Two and twenty
. students who were assembled sat

spell-bound.

Well, what was going on?

A shorthand class...

Shantha who was waiting at
the corridor wondered how a

" ' subject as dry as shorthand could

- become so very interesting at the

hands of her new instructor. How
nice of him to make the lesson
so very absorbing! She was ready

- to acknowledge that, here before

her eyes, stood no ordinary tea-
cher. How could he, who looked

so young, so fresh and so very

‘boyish outdo her ingtructor, the

principal of the institute ¢ The

i

i

0

latter like the other instructors-
made the already drab subject
boring and insipid}

Manian adjusted his tie and
dipping his hands in the wash-
basin to remove traces of chalk-
powder, said with the usval gait:
““And now for the homework--
you will do.” With that, the
class was over but within a few
minutes he had to take the next
class. And there he was as fresh
as ever. Itlooked as if he had
an enthusiasm, a gusto that never
slackened, no, not even an iota!

The mirror in the water closet
reflected a goodlooking, well-
shaven, youngish man with a
beaming smile. He would be at
the most twenty-two or twenty-
three. Outwardly he looked
happy, carc-free and gay. A
happy-go-lucky kid! But was he
really? 1t was a question that
could never be answered. Manian

never exposed his heart, he was
S0 secretive.

But every man betrays hislikes
and dislikes, his longings and
aversions, by a hundred and one
decds of his, which, though quite
involuntary, could not escape the
notice of a close observer. And
a searcher of hearts would have
much to tell if only he attended

a few of Manian’s shortband
classes.

“Can apyone of you tell me
what is meant by vowel indica-
tion? I have dwelt on that at

great length just yesterday. Yes,.
Raja?”

Raja stood up, blinking.
“Ramesh, can you try?”

Ramesh peeped into his text-

book. No use, the answer wasn’t
‘there. He kept his mouth shut.

“Bala...Shankar... Vincent?”’

There was a pause in between
the names. Three pillars stood
out in response to the call.

“Bhanu...Prema...Nalini?”’

Nalini was bold; she always
was. She came out with an ex-
planation. - “Vowel indication is
the indication of vowels...”

““..in shorthand!” completed

Prema, who wanted to share the
tTecognition.

“Ha...ha...” The whole class-
room resounded with gay laugh-
ter. Sometimes there were jokes
-gven in a shorthand class!

The next was Shantha.

But there was a perceptible
pause in Manian’s attitnde. It
appeared that he was hesitant to
ask her. Suppose she did not
know the answer, wouldn't it

embarrass her ? And could he
humiliate her s0?

But Shantha stood up by her-

self, and in a resonant, vibrant
voice began:

*““Vowel indication is the show-

ing of the prescnce or the absence
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) Tragic!
A man stranded in a Lan-
) cashire town went in search of
an evening’s amusement. Sud-
denly he heard roar after roar
of laughter proceeding from a
large hall. He inquired of the

\ ¢
} doorkeeper what was happening. (
“Amateur Dramatic company,
’ came the reply.
) “Ah,” said the other, as there
0

came another outbreak of mirth.
“Doing a comedy, ¢h 2

“No, sir,” said the doorkeeper
grimly. “They are playing
*‘Hamlet’ >
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of an initial or a final vowel by

means of..” She went on,
calmly. o

Thre was a deadly silence, You
could have heard a leaf fall
“Well..my students,”” Maniam
exhorted, “I expect each and
everyone of you to emulate
Shantha (He made a_significant
glance at Shantha and was satis-
fied with what he found there)
You must have the spirit of ri-
valry and competition. Each

one should try to outclass the
other ..”

As if by an automation, Mani-

an’s lips sent out sermons and
instructions.

He always found in Shantha a
keen, assiduous and receptive
student, full of devotion to the
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subject and respect for the tea-
cher. But was it just a reverence
for his teaching? Or was it some-

thiog else, sometiing more than
that? He gave up the chain of
thoughts that ensued and said
“These girls--they are a mystery,
quite incomprehensible.”

Time and tide waits for no
man. Days go by, on and on.
Every day brings forth a change,
expected and unexpected, happy

nd unhappy.

Manian’s class was over, some-
what early that day. It wasonly
8-30 and he had half-an-hour’s
respite to start for the office. He
was glancing through the day’s
paper in a cursory way.

«“Gir...”” Manian was Jisturbed
from his meditation. He turned
his glance from the newspaper.

The inseparable trio of Nalini,

Bhanu and Shantha stood before

. him. Hiseyes twinkled at the

sight of them. Of course, they
had a reason to.

Two weeks back there had
been a shuffling of the classes
and the respective teachers.
Manian’s class was assigned to
another teacher. He had to take
a new class without Shantha.

“We are not able to wunder-
stand what the new teacher tells
us, Sir,”” began Nalini who was
noted for boldness.

‘““He simply goes on and on

keeping the textbook open 1n
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his hands...Instead of explaining
the principles, he tries to muddle

them up,” followed Bhanu
quickly.

“Why can’t YOU take our
class, Sir? We like your teaching
very much, you make everything
perfectly clear,” said Shantha.
There was a placidity about her,
a calmness in her voice, a smile
dancing in her helf-parted lips.
Was it a tribute, suggestion or

invi'tation? Manian could not
decide.

Butit was a complaint, and
that too about one of his collca-
gues. Even though it was natu-
ral for youngsters to dislike
another when they had got atta-
ched to one teacher, Manian felt
that he should not encourage it.

“If yousay so, then it is a
reflection on your intelligence
and NOT on his capacity to
teach! You lack the power to
grasp what is taught. I may say
you're inattentive.”

“When you taught us, were
we Inattentive, Sir? Were we
lqckmg grasping power, pre-
viously? Can’t you, for our sake
take this class?’ There was z;
friendly persuasion in Shantha’s
voice. Reflecting over her words,

Manian was unable to reply, at
once,

“Don’t come to me with your
complaints, henceforth, It’s not

nice. Anyhow, for your sake,
I shall have a special class on

.Sunday afternoon at four o

clock.” He laid emphasis on “for

INDIA MAGAZINE

your sake” and looked signifi-
cantly at Shantha.

Shantha smiled at him. She
was glad and triumphant; her face
reflected it.

After they had gone, Manian
pondered over the incident. He
was unable to place Shantha.
Was it because she was studious,
she came up with a request—a
personal one? The question that
followed in his mind was “Did
she like me personally—or only
my teaching?”’ He was scpetical.

L]

He was very shy, reserved as
far as girls were concerned. He
talked only when it was absolu-
tely essential, even in office.
Most certainly, he didn’t know
the rudiments of moving with
girls—or of love. Of the latter,
he read only in the novels and
the pictures. ‘‘Sheer nomsense,
what they call ‘Love’. There is
no such emotion in reality” he
had opened his mind oftentimes.
Yet, in his heart of hearts, he
was conscious that the way he
felt towards Shantha was diffe-
rent. The teacher-student rela-
tionship didn’t exist in his
mind.

Manian didn’t know feminine
psychology. By and by hecame
to the conclusion that Shantha
cared for him. Time and again
she came to disturb his loneliness,
with her “doubts” on shorthand.

The other day, she came with a

journal on shorthand and_troub-
led his tranquillity. Was it in ge-

nuine pursuit of knOWIEdge or
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THEY ALL KNOW!

A mother teaching her little
daughter, four-year old, pointed
to something in a book, and
asked :

“What is that, my dear ?”

“Why, don’t you know?”
inquired the child.

a wish to find out if you know.”

«Well,” responded the little
one, “I do know.”

(3]

«Tell me, than, if you please.

“Why, no,” insisted the little
miss, “you know what it is and
I know what itis, and thereis
no need of saying anything
more about it.”

.‘g‘"«.‘.@.‘..‘0‘.@.‘."."“?‘
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was it a fake? Didshe look so
innocent, as she seemed—or was
she creating opportunities of
talking with him? Why should
she smile at him, whenever she
saw him? One day, she was so
anxious to introduce him to her
father, when accidentally they
met. Was that introduction
necessary? Manian doubted very
much.

“QOh, these modern girls—they
are quite unpredictable. All the
time, you cannot say what their-
feelings are towards you, or for
that matter, towards anybody,”
murmured Manian.

(T0 be concluded)
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THOSE

INVISIBLE

FOES

WE are continualily surrounded

by a host of tiny living
things-the bacteria, the moulds,
+he yeasts, and the viruses. These
micro-organisms are better known
as germs or microbes. The mic-
robe-world is very rich and varied.
These tiny beings, invisible to
the naked eye, live all over the
earth’s surface. They inhabit the
water we drink, the air we brea-
the and the earth upon which we
dwell. They are always with us
in our air, in the waters of our
oceans, lakes, rivers and ponds,
but they are numerous in the
soil.

Scientists have established be-
‘yond doubts, thai although some
.of these micro-organisms are very
helpful to us, the host of others

_are exceedingly dangerous and
bharmful. For many centurigs

mankind had to live in constant
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By P. K. MOHANTY

fear of epidemic discases—fear
was aggravated by utter sense of
helplessness.  For pretty long
years mankind remained blind as
to how these terrible diseases
were caused and spread. Being
helpless the man had to simply
acknowledge defeat to their in-
visible and unknown enemies. In
this state of ignorance and appre-
hension mankind had to live
till the beginning of a century,
when one of the great scientists
of the world and the greatest
benefactor of the mankind, elec-
trified the whole world by announ-
cing that he had found the cause
of these diseases. He was the
great French chemist Louis Pas-
teur, who gave the world the

germ theory of diseases. This
theory is indeed one of the great

ffif:‘““ achievements of all
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The germ-theory of disease:—
This theory, now almost univer-
sially accepted, has a very strange
origin——the study of Fermenta-
tion. Since time immemorial
men had been making and drink-
ing wines. Yet no one did know
why and how the grapes turn to
wines or cereals to beers. In the
early 19th century Leibig, one
of the great chemists of his time
advocated that the fermentation
that turned grapes into wine was
a chemical reaction.

But Louis Pasteur showed
that the fermentation was due
to activity -of certain living
organismsc alled bacteria. On
an extensive study of these
bacteria, he launched his epoch
making theory that some of
these tiny beings, the germs
could overwhelmingly invade
the human body or animal body,
and thereby could cause the
disease.  Although this germ
theory has now a wide accep-
tance, in his time he was
opposed and criticised by his
contemporary scientists.  He
could silence his opponents

. by performing a series of experi-

ments in which he showed that
these minute germs were very
numerous and were present al-
most everywhere and were res-
ponsible to spoil our food, to
ferment the grapes into wine and
to make them sour and lastly to
cause the epidemic diseases.

Louis Pasteur was not only
prized as the propounder of the

germ theory of disease, but also
as the father of bacteriology, the

science of studying these minute
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bacteria. He wasalso discoverer
of the immunity from diseases.
Hepin-pointed to the man his in-
visible and hitherto unknown to
him, his foes and gave him the
weapons to hunt these microbes,
to combat with the diseases and
to alleviate the sufferings of the -
countless millions. His contri-
bution to bacteriology will rank
equal in merit to the discovery
made by Newton in Physics,.
Lavoisier in Chemistry or Dar~
win in General Biology.

Following Pasteur a great
number of scientists of various
countries were got interested to-
study these invisible foes. Per-
haps the greatest microbe-hunter
after Pasteur was Robert Koch,
a German doctor and scientist..
He was exceedingly a pains - tak-
ing man 'who identified a large
number of bacteria and also
determined the specific diseases
they cause. He devised methqds
to stain these germs so as to be
studied under microscope. To
credit his painstaking works,
he discovered the tubercle-baci-
Hlus which causes tuberculosis,
the comma bacillus which causes
the Asiatic cholera and many
others. He amazed the world by
announcing that he had found
out a substance, the tuberculin
which would cure tuberculosis.
Although this substance could
not live up to his claim, as a
sure-cure of the disease, yet he
in 1905 was awarded the No-
bel Prize in Medicine for his
extensive studies on these disease--
causing bacteria.

Soon after Koch a good nyms,
ber of _scientists and research.
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workers got involved in the w
of invading and exploring (t)lrll:.
miicrobe world. Soon the world
got armed to declare war against
these invisible foes and to bring
all these microbes into light. As
the result of 3 world-wide re-
search campaign, a large number
of bapterla and other moulds were
identified. In 1874 Hernik
4 Har}sen discovered the Hansens
-bacxllu:_s of leprosy, in 1879 Al-
bert Siegmund Neisser isolated

‘gonococcus of gonorrhoea and:

in 1894 Arthur Nicolai identified
the bacillus of tetanus.

Use of Antibiotics

Owing to extensive research in
the field of bacteriolgy we could
recognise the right culprit, yet we
are helpless to defend ourselves
from their terrible ondets. In
1887 Louis Pasteur and Jules
Francois Joubert advocated that
ong microbe could check growth
of another.  The microbes
do not live singly in nature.
They live in groups. The diffe-
erent species in these groups
come in contact. They remain
together in a relation of friend-
ship or strife. Where there is a
strife one species attack others
and destrey them. They carry
on the struggle, they attack or
defend themselves by means of a
special weapon-—a poisonous
substance produced in their cells
and excreted into the environ-
ment. Every species of micro-
organism produces its own toxic
or poisonous substance and

direct it against own rival.
“These poisonous substances are

pothing else than our antibiotics,

are defined as the substances
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which are elaborated by living

organisms in their normai growth

and which have a powerful anta-

gonistic or lethal effect on other
microbes,

Discovery of Penicillin

The use of antibiotics became
popular only after the discovery
of Penicillin, a substance first of
its kind to attract wide attention.
Soitis a powerful antibacterial
substance acidic in nature pro-
duced by the two species of
ascomyceteous mould, Penicillin,
notatum and P. Chrysogenum
Penicillin was described' and

named by Sir Alexander Fleming -

in 1929. .

In 1928 it attracted the curio-
sity of this great bacteriologist to
see an unexpected contamination
of his culture plates of staphy-
lococcus by the spores of Penici-
llum. He noticed that this con-
taminating mould was destroying
the well developed colonies of
Staphylococcus by secreting a
toxic substance into the medium.
The idea of using this antibacte-
rial substance as medicine for
germ  infection diseases soon
attracted his mind. Now the
penicillin is used extensively to
combat infection of blood, heart
ear and eyes. Although the penici:
llin hag got a strong antibacterial
effect, it is apparently non-toxic
to hx_xma.n cells. This strange
combination is a very unique
feature of all these antibiotics.

Discavery of other Antibiotics

Fouowing  penicillin a large

number of other anta isti
gonistic
substances have been discovered,
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‘Chief among them is streptomy-
cetin  which rivals with penicillin
asa germ killer. Other promis-

4 ing antibiotics are aureomycin,

tetramycin, chloromycetin, viomy-
«<in, gramicidin, and etc.

In our times these antibiotics
.are most popular both among
the physicians and the public.
It cures the diseases which were
once to be regarded as incur-
able.

Use of antibiotics for plant-pro-
tection

Plants also suffer from various
diseases caused by these bacteria,
fungi, or viruses. They cause
great losses to our agriculture as
they damage the harvest. The
brilliant success of antibiotics in
medicine and veterinary sciences
prompted agriculturists to dry
them in case of plant diseases.
It was first tested only 5 to 7
years back. Recent researches
show that these antibiotics will

_ cure the sick plants by killing the

pathogens and these plants will
continue to grow yielding normal
harvest.

Germ-free animals

It has been told earlier that
in nature these micro-organisms
live together. So also our bodies
contain normally various kinds
of germs...So at times it becomes
immensely difficult to detect the

specific germ which causes the
right disease. In rccent years

v+~ Prof. Reynier and his associates

have devised a special apparatus,
a germ-free-cage, in which life

can live without germs in a
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ORI S AT ST
FOR HiM!

‘The boss was exasperated with
his new secretary, She ignored
the telephone when it rang.

$

$

®

$

& “You must answer the tele-
’ phone,” he told her, irritably.
L

$

]

8

0

“0. K.” she replied. “Buat
seems silly. Nine times out of
ten it's for you.”

T Y O g T T
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germ-free enviornment. If these
germ-free animals are used in
the experiments, it can accu-
rately determine the effect of a

given germ ina body, since no

other germs prevail. New sche-

mes are in progress, in this line

of research, in the Lobund.
Institute, NotreDam (Laborato-

ries of Bacteriology, University~
of NotreDam).

The world had experienced two
great world wars, but it had profi-
ted nothing. The world can hardly
remember them, those who fou-
ght in these battles, but it will
never forget those who fought
against these invisible foes. Man-
kind may forget the names of
Napoleon or Alexander, who
once conquered the world but
can hardly forget Sir Alexan-
der Fleming, Louis Pasteur, ond
others, who conquered these
minute microbes. In any way
this war has not ended. We

have to fight incessantly against
them for safety, W¢ aIG¢ VE[y
much hopeful that our future
result will over-top our present
progress.
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$HORT $TORY

THE

She had wronged'
him and he felt

PATH OF

the injustice ran--
kling in his mind.
There seemed to

LOVE

be no way out of”
the tangle. . ..

-

By HAMSA

MEENA waved a cordial good-

bye to her friends who had
come to the platform to give her
a fitting send off. She was the
most popular girl in her college
and every one liked to see her off.
Tt wasbut natliral that her friends
had come to the station for,
Meena was on her way to her
sister’s house at Bangalore where
she would be seen by a boy from
Calcutta, and in all probability,
he would marry her. Meena’s
sister had written to her father to
send her sister to her place, as
the occasion of the boy’s visit to
his parents at Bangalore could be
availed of to settle the marriage,
which had reached the stage of
“the boy seeing the girl” for fur-

ther négotiations.

The train moved, and Meena

continued to wave her hand

leaning on the door. Her eyes
68

were directed at the gathering of
her friends whose movement of
hands as they waved the hand-
kerchief symbolised their affec~
tion and the interest they had in

her welfare. She was happily
moved by their affection and she.
felt that this was largely due to
her being kind and nice to one
and all. That very moment a
young man was trying to get
into the train which had already
begun its motion. Meena stood
at the door and would not let
him open it. He roared wildly,
he pleaded mildly, but she would
not budge an inch. She retorted
that were too many inside alrea-
dy. He cursed her and tried the
next door in the adjoining com-

partment and got in. Obviously

he was n Some great urgency
and wanted to travel by that

train at any cost. You could
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not blame him for coming in at
“his own time if you knew he de-
pended on the much talked of
“Public Conveyance to take him to
+the station of thecity.

Soon after he got into the com-
‘partment he took off his coat,
flung it on the bench where a seat
‘was vacant and wiped the sweat
off his face with his handker-
chief. His breath was rapid and
hot and he gasped a little, too.
"Thrusting his head and shoulders
through the window he peeped
out with the jntention of looking
at the girl who refused him entry
into her compartment. It was in-
tensely dark outside. He could
not see her as she was no more
near the door. But, however,
the flow of cool air was comfort-
ing. He stood in that manner
for a time and withdrew himself
to his seat, his look expressive
-of hurt.

‘The train ran for a full hour
and ‘halted at a junction, the
next important station since her
start. It was meal-time and the
train was to stop there for forty
minutes. The young man left
‘his compartment and entered the
refreshment room for his dinner.
“The dinner was over in five minu-
tes, (the five ounce of rice, pepper
‘water and “pappadam” would
not have taken more time for
others,) and he came out to stroll
for a while along the lengthy
platform. Five and thirty minu-
tes had yet to go for the train to
start and there wasn't any other

‘business which he could do then.

He loitered from the engine to the
1ast van and as soon as he reach-

ed his compartment he focussed
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Suffering from shock and
panic, the soldier started run-
ning towards the rear while a
battle was under way. Presently
g he was stopped by an officer
(‘d who asked him: “Don’t you
know there is a big battle going
d’ on up front ?”
d’ The young man said he did.
g “Then what are you doing
i‘ "here 7
@
@
¢
v
]

The soldier did not answer.

“Speak up, man!” cried the
officer. “Do you know who
I am? I am your general.”

“Good God!” exclaimed the
soldier. “Am I that far back ?”

Cr IR IR I TS T I TS

his attention on the girl whore.
affront he could not forget. He
wished to see her again at length.
He sauntered near her compart-
ment and looked in through one
of the windows.

“Want some space here, Mis-
ter? Weare quite full already”
muttered the girl looking at him
peeringly.

Without uttering a word he
walked back to his seat. He
thought to himself “look at the
cheek of that girl ! She is very
pretty but audacious. She should
learn a lesson, but how?”’ This
began to worry him for the rest

of the time. It was already

quarter past ten and the ([gin
once again commeénced its jour-
ney.

)
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He placed his forearm on the
- window sill and resting his fore-

head on it leaned forward to have
a short sleep. But his mind was
ggitated, far too agitated to go
mto a restfulsleep. In spite of
closing his eyes tightly he saw her
in his mind’s eye. She was very
pretty and charming. Only her
temper was a bit impudent. He
could not get her off his thoughts.
It interested him to see her but
irritated to conceive that a slip
of a college girl had put him out
of countenance. But as the hours
rolled by, the monotonous rhythm
of the clank of the moving

wheels over the silvery rails lulled
him to sleep.

The chill morning breeze made
him feel the cold a bit. He shook
himself and opened his eyes. The
familiar fields of his home town
were before him. He was near-
ing his destination, The sun had
climbed the mountain tops and
its golden beams were flooding
in. through the windows. He
looked into his wrist watch which
told thatin another half an hour
he would alight from the train.
He prepared himseif to look fresh,
He dusted the particles of coal
that had settled on his coat. He
combed down his disorderly hair
and wiped his face with his ker-
chief which removed a lot of
sweat, soot and oil off his face.

The long shrill blast of the
engine was heard. He put out
his head through the window.
The station was in sight. A few
more minutes. The train slow-

ed down and halted. He opened
the door and alighted. He look-~

around for his brother who was
10

sure to meet him at the station.
He noticed his brother peeping
into each and every one of the
compartments a few bogies off.
Soon he met him and they both
emerged out of the station. His
brother had brought their car and
both made for it.

Near their car was a maiden
with an elderly man by her side,
obviously waiting for someone.

As they neared the girl asked
them with a graceful smile how
they could reach a particular
place. The girl was no other
than the one who slighted
the young man the night before.
He thought it was time to cast
it in her teeth. “Enquire at the:

pearest post office”” he replied
brutally.

She turned her head aside:

sneeringly, hailed a taxi and
drove in it.

It was four in the evening.
The sun was very pleasant dur-
ing that part of the year. Ran-
jan got dressed in his best
twecd and impaticntly waited for
his mother and sister to get them-
selves dressed., They took their
own time. They had to beat the
bride’s house before five. He
cursed the whole of the female
species for their usual tardiness.
He blamed his sister for taking
up the whole evening for her
decoration. He remarked that
no one was going to sec her to:
marry. He was almost furious.

when his mother, sister and bro-.

ther all got into their sedan.

He
took  the wheel himself and

drovci
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When they reached the house of
the would-be-bride, a gentleman
welcomed themat the gate and
let them in. The bridegroom-to
~be and his brother satin the hall.
His mother and sister went into
an inner room. There was a
mat spread out and a veena laid
on it towards one end of the room.
The sister of the bride-to-be wel~
comed  the ladies. When they
all sat down, the girl came from
a side room and took her seat
near the Veena. Her sister ask-
ed her to play a few songs on it
and the girl in obedience to her
sister’s wish sang and played a
few songs. The music was excel-
lent as she had attained a profi-
ciency very near that of a skilful
professional artiste.

Music over, the girl was led by
her sister into the hall for aff-
ording an opporunity for the boy
and girl to see each other in the
conventional way of the day.
The girl with all her coyness ad-
vanced slowly towards her father
and made a couple of *“Namas-
karams” and turned to the boy
and repeated the same. When
both the boy and the girl looked
straight at each other both felt
uneasy. The girl turned her head
to a side and receded back.

What a turn of events! The
girl was the same who refused
him entry into the train. There
was no need to see her. She was
exquisitely beautiful. But the
boy thought she would certainly

refuse him. Was she not rude
to him?

There was a violent disturbance

- of feclings for the girl too- She

was harsh to him the night be-
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fore. She did not mean it. He
was quite handsome and pleasant.

Father had told that his parents.

were good people and were quite
wealthy. He too was holding a -
position in Calcutta. Which girt
would resist such a choice? But
would he understand her now?
She liked certainly to marry him.
But he might refuse. She had
behaved very indecenly. Such
thoughts as these oppressed her
very much as she sat among the
ladies, prosaic and purposeless.

Meanwhile, her sister and the
visiting ladies began to talk
topics far remote from the one
for which they had met there.
The clock in the hall chimed six
and the party took “thambulam”
as was the custom and got into
their car, and drove home.

Ranjan started out for a solitary
drive a little while later. He
parked his car near a temple tank
and seriously reflected over the
matter. He leaned over the
steering wheel and closed his
eyes. He could then think bet-
ter. Or, perhaps, he could day-
dream better. He was picturing
her in his mind. His heart was
troubled at the thought she
would not consent to marry him.

He forgot about the whole
world while his thoughts were
roving like that. Meena just then
stepped out of the near by temple
gate. She had finished her wor-
ship and was on her way back
home. She saw- a familiar ca
parked near the tank wall. She
also saw some one at the wheel
She looked at him intently. I

was the boy who came to sce her
She looked around, ThCI¢ wa

no one anywhere near. Sk



thought that God might have set
him, there so she could apologise
to him. Buther courage railed
her. She passed by the car. He
did not seem to be awake. She
stopped for a moment. She did
not know what to do. Her per-
plexity was great. There was
very little time to think and act.
She had a silver plate in her hand
in which she took betel leaves
and coconut to the temple. She
adroitly placed it through the
rear window on the rear seat of
the car and walked briskly home.

Ranjan opened his eyes after a
time. He must have had a nap.
He brushed his eyes and turned
bact to see if it was clear behind
to reverse his car. His attention
was attracted by a white object
in the rear seat. It was a silver
salver, Heknew it did not be-
long to his house. He guessed
that it should have been brought
along with the thambulam from
the girl’s bouse. He felt it his
duty to return it at once lest they
should be looking for it else-
where. He drove straight to
Meena’s sister’s residence. He
went into hand over the plate.
Meena’s father wasin the hall.
He apologetically handed over
the salver and spoke a few words
and returned to his car, got in
and started off. A small piece
of paper was dangling in the
back seat. He tore it off and
was about to crumple it in his
palm. There was something
written in pencil. He smoothed
the paper out and read the words.
It ran “I didn’t mean to offend
you last night. Please forget

allabout it.”” This was a short
enough message. It was positi-

"

vely placed by Meena, he con-
cluded. It meanta lot to him.
It spoke volumes about her
heart, so he thought. He felt

that Meena was a peach of a girl

with a heartof gold. He pressed
the accelerator and  raced
down home. He was extremely
happy. The drive all alone had
done him good.

At dinner his mother asked
him his opinion of the girl. They
were all in entire accord for the
match. He expressed he had not
anything else to add. It was too
polite of him. But in faith, he
was rather too anxious that no

one should say anything to put
off the match. A

When two hearts met there
wasn’t anything on earth that
could stop them mingling. A
few months after their marriage
they set underway a new home at
Calcutta. When one morning
he set out to office, his wife

_ stood on the threshold, watching

him intently like 2 curious child.
He mounted on his bicycle and
turned back to smile adieu to his
wife: Meena’s sparkling eyes
met his. “I suppose you wouldn’t
refuse entry to me to-night” said
he with a wink of his eyes.

Meena smiled, a dimple appear=
ing on her rosycheek, and said

demurely “Definitely, If I didn’t
know you.”

All men are by nature equal made, all
of the same earth by the same creator,
and however we deceive ourselves, as

dear to God is the poor peasant as the
mighty prince.  PLATO
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. SHORT

STORY

THE
»  TWO
Manu Somani JE AL OU s '
GIRLS

They loved the same young man and waged
a bitter war of words!

ASEEM and Rita were two

friends, who studied together
in the college. Rita was a tall
slim girl of seventeen with jet
black hair and large expressive
eyes. Naseem was of medium
height, with supple build, red
hair and beautiful blue eyes.

Naseem and Rita were close -

friends, they could not do with-
out each other at all.

One Sunday evening Naseem
and Rita set out for a walk, both
of them were engrossed in think-~
ing about something and that
was about Dev. Dev was a young
man of twenty with manly
build and a very impressive per-

sonality. Dev was tall, dark and
handsome with- curly hair. ¥e
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studied in the college with these

girls and was well acquainted
with Naseem and Rita.

Rita started by saying, *Eh!
Naseem, how is Dev?’

“Which Dev?” Naseem replied
1n an indifferent manner.

“Stupid, how many Devs do
you know?” said Rita with her
temper rising. Naseem was in
a mood to irritate Rita, so she
replied again in an indifferent
manner by saying, “Look, if you
want a proper answer, for hea-
ven’s sake speak clearly.”

“Please now stop running
round in circles and stop pretend-
ing you don’t know about whom

vou are speaking.””
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“Honestly I do not know about
whpm you are speaking.”

“Well, I mean Dev with that
fight and dark blue Lambretta.”

. Naseem took quite sometime
m recollecting Dev, though she
was well acquainted with him.

“Ya, now I know about whom
you are speaking, It is about that
fellow who looks somewhat like

_Dev Anand, am 1 right?”

“You are quite right,” but it
seemed Rita didn’t like the way

Naseem had replied to her ques-
tion. :

Rita also tried to behave in-
different, but she could not help
asking Naseem questions. Rita
said in a questioning tone
“Hey! what else you mnoticed
about Dev?”

Naseem replied in a cool voice
“1 think he is kind hearted and
loving towards children.”

Rita trying to sound casual
said, “I think you arc a, bit too
imaginaiive.”

Nascora continued in her cool
tone, “Perhaps [ am, but I have
known Duv for the last one
year.” .

“That is o news {or me becau-

se 1 gave you an introduction
with Dev.”

Rita was struggling with strong
feelings within hersclf, because
she loved Dev immensely and she
wanted to find out for sure from
Naseem that she did not love,
because whenever Rita asked
her question directly, that if she
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loved Dev it was no, so now Rita

was trying to find out about the
truth in another way.

Rita fumbling for words re-~
torted and then suddenly blurted
out “I'love him deeply!”

“Deeply? and whom?” asked
Naseem in a shocked voice,

“Who? 1do.”

“Smashing, wonderful, splen~
did” one could sensea note of

acute change in Naseem’s
voice.

“You do not scem happy at

this news” said Rita tryingto be
patient.

“No, no, not at all, I am very
pleased at this news”.

“Really? then it is is just rea-
lly splendid” Rita continued af-
ter a silence of few minutes, I
want to marry Dev.”

“Oh fine would it be.”

Naseem could not endure any-
thing, so thinking of something
unpleasant she smiled.

“Well, you say, you love him
and you want to marry him but

what about his fecling towards
you?”

Rita replied in an irritable voi-
ce at the indifference shown by

Naseem, “what the hell do you
mean?”’

Naseem carried on as usual

““Are you sure Dev loves you and
you love him?”

“Is there any doubtabout it3"”

*Well, some doubt,” said
Naseem in a careless voice.
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*I think he is marvellous.”
“] agree.”

“But I think he seems a happy-
go-lucky type of person.”

“Maybe,” continued Ritain a
doubtful tone.

“Sometimes I think he looks a
poet, or someone great.”

There was silence for a couple
of minutes and suddenly Rita
sprang up with a question for
Naseem, “You seem to be hap-

‘py'g”

*“*Far fromv being happy, I feel
so down in my dumps.”

“It is a real pleasure to know,
you are not happy.”

“You seem happy at my dis-
pleasure and why so?”

“You see- it just slipped out.
I quite did not mean what [
said.”

! . o
“Hope so,” replied Rita in a
sharp voice.

“Hang it and stop being so

. childish™ said Rita trying to put

on a carefree tone.

*“I am not being childish, but
I am shocked at your behaviour
towards me, because I had never
expected this from you.”

“Oh! for heaven’s sake forget
it” said Rita trying to switch the
topic, “‘By the way......”

“Look here, I want to ask you
some questions.”

“Okay, then what are they?”

“First of all tell me if Dev
lovesyou, as you think he does
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The Value of Laughter %
a

QO laugh and grow fit. That
] could be the latest health slogan. &
According to an American team

m of laughter research  scientists
y laughing is one of the best of all %
k

E-E'D@OE-OOE D=0

exemseb, especially for those
||| with sit~-down jobs.

Scores of different muscles
Wl are exercised each time you
O laugh and this has a massaging
||| effect upon the body, the resear-
0 chers tell us.

K23

|l| People who rarely laugh will if
O never be really happy, say the
m team. But the experts recognize
Q that many people find it impos-
O sible to laugh heartily, and some
“‘ can’t laugh at all.

i
0 The German General Helmuth %
m von Moltke was one of these. It ?
a is said that von Moltke, who
died about 70 years ago, laugh- (i.
m ed only twice after his twenty-
fiest birth-day. ?‘

o An Essex man who could

nevet laugh once offered £ 100
l" to anyone who could make hxm
O doso. Many tried, but nobody
|‘| succeeded.

In Ceylon there is a small
m fribc known as the Veddas,

%
O None of the people will laugh.
el lel——lol-Uinl.y ODEO";“:'D":&

and are you sure about him lov-
ing you?t”

“I should say... well, 1 think
he does.”

“You think stﬂl? You ought to
be sure by now.’

“How can I be sure? But all
the same I feel he loves me a.
great deal.”

Naseem asked in a worried

tone, “would you care to telk

15




me the reason, what has madé

you confident that Dey loves
You?”

After hesitating Rita replied in
4 shaky voice. “To tell you
frankly * whenever we happen

0 pass each other he stares at
me and why?”

“Well, you think so, but wh
~about him?” at

“What do you mean by ‘think
80,” it is a fact and I am the ob-
Ject of his vision.”

“What makes you sure....2”

. “Then why does he look at me
In such a way? He never looks
at anybody else in that cute style,
80 what does this all boi] down
to in the end 7

Nascem said in a husky voice,
*‘Rita, I quite do not follow what
you say. I think you are...”

“What junk you speak, Naseem.
Xour eyes are filled with
love for Dev. You want him to

love you—you are pretending you
do not,....2”

“Shut up, for God’s sake.”
“I can’t help saying so.”

“What yoix can’t help, you
selfish creature.”

“Yes, I can’t help.......””

“What do you mean ‘by your
eyes’?’ asked Rita turning red in
her face, “and for heaven’s sake
speak up about it.”

:‘How----the...the hell...am I

1o
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“As usual... yoy fool I
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“Then let it be u

Speak frankly.” fusual and
. “Frankiy» Naseem said tak-
ng a gulp, as if to stop herself
from bursting out in tears and
carried on, ““It i unfortunate...
that...we both...should......”

“Look here Nasee
. ¢, m, you are
trying my patience.” y

Naseem said with tea i
rs rollin
down her cheeks, “You must..g.

forgive me...we have both...made

the same choice.”

“You don’t say that?”

“Yes, I do love him so immen-

sely ar,ld deeply as you do, if not
more.”

This was quite a jolt to Rita
though she had expected it some-
time or other,

An embarrassing silence prevajle
ed; both of they well?e 11:-
tempting to talk to each other
put failed to do 50, without say-
ing “Good night” to each other.

Rita and Naseem parted for
ever.

A few days later at College Dev
receiveda letter from Naseem
and a day after from Rita.

Rita’s read as:

23rd Oct.

T 'hope that you wijl excuse
for talking the liberty to write ntlg
you. Once again let me request
you, if any part of this letter
offends you, please excuse me,
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Naseem is none new to you
Just yesterday quite accidentally I
came to know how deeply she
loves you.

I am quite sure that without
you her life will be worthless and

I would not be surprised if she

chooses to do something strange
in case you don’t accept her love.

Another thing about her is that
she comes from a well to do
family; about her personality you
will know more as time goes up.

I am very anxiously awaiting
your reply. .
yOur TRy _ Your friend,

Rita.

Naseem’s letter was also on the
same subject, but Naseem recom-
f:ended Iiita as his wife. All the
teenage affairs amused Dev a
great deal, that two girls to whom
he hardly had spoken twice
were intetested in his marriage,
Dev’s parents had never spoken
of getting their son married and
these two unknown characters
should be so much interested in
his personal life.

Thinking of this Dev butst
into a rog.r of laughter. The
next day being a holiday Dev and
his friends all decided to go for
a drive. On the morning they
all set out, little dreaming of
what was ahead of them.

A car full of friends, singing
and"chattering, moved on with
Dev at the steering. Dev was
given a sudden jolt from a boy
and he lost the control of the
steering and Dodge went and
collided with a bus. Dev was
killed on the spot with some
other boys too.
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Mukesh, when he returned to
the hostel after Dev’s funeral,
found two unfinished letters on
his table (Mukesh being Dev’s.
room mate and close friend) add-
ressed to Rita and Naseem.
which he dispatched to them..
Both the letters were written in.
the same way as:

Dear friend,

I am very happy
to acknowledge your letter, I also
received one from your friend.

Well, in your letters both of
you are proposing the other as
my girl, but please may I know
the reason behind this stuff.

Taking it seriously to the ex~
tent you claim this matter to be,
I think I should also explain my-
self. 1 feelyou and your friend
esteem your friendship more.
than anything else even though
youdo so, you are ready to
break your friendship over a
mere boy, well if you are sensible
enough, take my advice, forget
this silly affair and carry on with
your friendship. I know for the.
time being, you both will be like
fish out of water without me and
will find it difficult to forget, but
also remember time always heals
a wound well. (The letters were:
left uncompleted). .

When Rita and Naseem recei--
ved these letters, with them they
also received the terrible news of
Dev’s death through Mukesh.

Rita and Naseem were left
heart broken by Dev’s sudden
death. Naseem and Rita never
met each other after the night
they parted without wishing. .
Good-Night.

—0—
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THE BEAUTY REBELLED §
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a base purpose. She rebelled but felt

‘helpless . .. .......

Verma was exploiting Lily’s beauty for g By R.S. Yadav §

WHEN Verma entered the club

with Lily, everyone was
«dazed. The whole atmosphere of
the club got electrified. Bearers
-saluted  the couple, friends
rushed to compliment and the
snobs turned a concilliatory nose.
‘Everyone waited for his turn to
-be irtroduced to her. ‘“Hallo,
Mr. Verma,” echoed a fellow
-contractor and dashed across the
verandah to shake hands with
Verma. ‘“When did you arrive
from Delhi 7’ and he cast a side
-glance towards Lily to be pro-
-perly introduced.

"~ Verma told him the date of
his arrival and coldly introduced
Lily. “ Mrs. Verma—and this
is Mr. Bhatia.” His tone clearly
indicated that he did not want to
-encourge Bhatia, the leech of the
club. Lily similed with folded
hands. Bhatia awkwardly uttered
his “very glad to meet you.”
" Mr. Bhatia now. directly plunged

into the fireworks of flattery. “But
Mr. Verma, you should have

atleast informed us of the marri.
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age. We weren’t bad for send-
ing a humble present.”

He would have continued but
Verma warded him off, “Oh,
letit go. Itall happened in a
hurry. No time to inform any-
body.” And he entered the
bridge-room, leaving the
shadowing Bhatia behind. With
their entry, the game stopped
for a moment. The dealt cards
remained on the table and the
undealt in their hands. The
chorus of greetings rose simul-
taneously. They rushed to meet
him or S0to say, to meet Lily
as if a diamond has been th rown
amongst the tramps. And with
a flash the introduction and com-
plimenting was over. A series
of toasts were proposed and
gulped down the hungry throats
of those flies that now buzzed
igqund Lily, with a tremendous

ise.

Mr. Asthana was the first to

Propose one and feasted his heart

and eyes over Lily, Mr. Dhal«

abhai, proprictor of Ambika
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Mills was the second and
Mr. Topiwala, the managing
director of Laxmi Bank the third.
The remaining, Mr. Agrwala,

- Mr. Sunder Singh, Mr. Poonam-

chand etc., proposed in succes-
sion and got done with it.
Verma now marked that the very
presence of Lily had brought
about a change in the flirting
Eves of those contractors, so
fragile with their fidelity. A
spirit of competition was infused
in them but their feminine weap-
ons were now too blunt to be
effective before Lily’s magnetism.
Their strokes cut the empty air
in vain, only to reduce their
countenances into the cold ashes
of a dwindling fire. Mrs. Bhatia
tried to draw Mr. Topiwala to
her sari’s unique colour product
from Benares but rather too
gaudy to look decent on her slip-
ping figure. And Mrs. Sunder
Singh struggled to draw Mr.
Asthana who sought every
chance to have a word with Lily.
Her topic was dogs and their
breeds. Mrs. Kamlani vainly
pulled Mr. Agarwal, who looked
hungrily for an introduction to
Lily, about a picnic on the com-
ing Sunday.

Seeing their efforts fail, the
whole leechy lot of contractors
fumed and fumbled with annoy-
ance. But they too could not

“shake themselves off from Lily’s

charms. .

“Lily,—~what a wonderful
name,” Mr. Topiwala was com-
menting with a romantically

" foolish smile. “It is just the

name suited to a beauty like
you.”’
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’6 Retort
,p

A rather stout woman was
‘8 making herself a nuisance in the
big store which was holding its
(é annual sale. Nothing, it seemed,
.;3 would suit her, and the unfortu-
'8 nate sales girl was beginning to
get a little weary,
‘8 “Haven’t you anything ready-
'8 made that will fit me ?* asked
‘5; the customer at last,

‘8 *Yes; the umbrellas and the
‘8 bandkerchiefs are .downstairs,
.8 madam” the girl replied.
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Mrs. Bhatia could not bear
this and butted in. Isn’t the rose
a better flower in flavour and
appearance?”” She let her sari
slip from hér shoulders as shes
adjusted her own roses in her
bun. But this challenge was
well met by Mr. Topiwala whose
wits had sharpened in Lily’s pre-
sence. ‘I am sorry Mrs. Bhatia,
I was commenting about the
suitability of names and not the
flowers and their botany.”

This remark made the rose-like
Mrs. Bhatia turn into a cauli-
flower.

.Mr. Topiwala would have con-
tinued with his flirtations with
Lily but Mr. Asthana gave him
a nice slip like an expert foot-
baller who could use a trick or
two on his own. “You have hit
the moon,Verma, and I could not

contemplate a better choice than
yours. 1 shall be pleased if you
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will grace a party at my house in
honour of your happy union.”
And he looked at Lily to get
some response of appreciation.
However, Lily only smiled.

Verma now wanted to get rid
of this whole useless lot. But
he could not sight the man he
had wanted to meet that evening.
Mr. Rana of Jai Bharat Indus-
tries had not come yet. How-
ever, he had not long to wait as
the noise of a limousine filtered
in and his car pulled up under
the porch. Mr. Rana entered. The
whole atmosphere now changed
to reverence rather than competi-
tion it was a moment before.
Rana was the immediate target
of everyone, who flourished on
contracting business. He was
going to let out contracts worth
serveral lacs for the new factories
of his industry, that were to
come upin a year or two.

Mr. Rana strolled up to the
group who were now half out of
their seats: His eyes singled out
Lily in a moment and rested
there till Verma caught his eye
and came up with his greetings.
“How are you, Mr: Rana?’
“Fine, how about you?”
“Splendid,”” Then he turned
about to introduce Lily. “This
is Lily Verma.”

Rana extended his hand with
a super confidence. Verma
hinted Lily to go for it. Lily
was forced to shake hands with
him. People looked significantly
at each other. This meant some-
thing: A toast was also propo-
sed. But this time it was a
different affair. Most of the
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contractors and their Eves hag
to gulp it down their throats,

*“ Five lakhs worth of cont
already in hand and onf;Ct;

month gone. Not a bad

business,”’ Verma muttered in his
room, looking out of his rear
window at the westerly seaside
panorama. His tone was that of
a contractor and his admiration
devoid of any human feelings
Lily sat gravely before her dress-
Ing table, without being touched
by this remark: erma mused

further. “Yet there is no fun’

till we get that fellow Rana wj
Ly 2 with
us.” He did not turn to see

that Lily had not started dresg™

Ing up yet. Lily only looked at
her unhappy eyes that were form-
Ing shaded rings under them
She felt like an ox fastened to ax;
011.m111, wit_h its eyes covered
sceing nothing and unable tc;
feel anything, who had just to
go round and round till he crum-
bled to the floor. She made no
movement to follow the earljer
Instruction of Verma to dress up
and go alone to Rana’s place to
present  certain  documents!
Verma turned and looked at

Lily still in that u
state. nprepared

“Why, Lily 7 You aren’t dress-
ed up yet. Its time you reached

there. He might 1 i
delayed.” ght leave if you

But Lily was feelin
of protests rising ing ﬁelt*?nglimz
had borne, earlier engagements
with Rana at their home, but
this was the limit. So long as it
was confined to entertaining him

at their parties, it i
L was a
But this...... she’ shivered ualt.:lgt.tllxte'
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very thought and remained un-
moved.

Verma repeated his command,
this tiine in a sierner tone.

Now Lily rcvolied, 1 don’t
like yoing 1o his place. 1 loath

_ hisvery sighi,”  And she found

herseIf trembiing at the end of
the speech. .

This had Yerina stumped com-
pletely. o could not belicve it.

“Wini?” he echoed with a
stransc voice.  But Lily main-
taired her silence, choked up to
her nostrils.

“oon’t be silly, Lily.  You
knov: what is at stake at the
momeni.  Mysclf and Kamlani
are running ncck to neck for
these contrazts and if we lose
ita year’s busincss s gone.
Verma expected this outburst to
make scmie impression. But
Lily rcfused to do anything
about his expectation.

“I told you once, I am not
prepared to go. I don’t want to
see that wolf anymore.”

Verma was now up in flames.
“Lily,” he shouted with sternness
he had so far ncver known. ‘|
am going to tolerate no non-
sense. [ am giving you another
five minutes and you shall dress
up to go with Pectamber. You
better remember what you
were and what you shall
be if you slip out.”” He then
banged the door after him and
was gone to .call Peetamber
for getting the car out of the
garagg., She could hear his
hurried steps rushing down.

Lily’s mind boiled uwp in a
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sudden rage. She wanted to
fling it at Verma. Yet there was
that strange fear that had driven
her to this pesiiion of a puppet,
playing in the hands of a buijld-
ing contracicr. True that Verma
had not taken nny advantage of
her himsell &€ thin trading with
her had been 1o much 1o bear.
He had beates oilor contractors
hollow 3o his giiee and he stood
to gain consicernaiy by it. But
this furiher of her soul,
nay, now e rody too could
not be tolerut:. Even then,
what was she o <o but submit?

The threat which Verma held was
only hei poor ey v ind a rakish
broiher who = - o ctisticg on her
carnings alone  And that, too,
on the mercy of Verma.  And
the more she thought of slipping
out the morc she found it
impossibie, for Verma now held
the strings in Lis hand.  He had
given her comiori and a name
in socicty, a glumour and the
sparkle for which she had a crav-
ing from her chiidhood. Yet,
there was something she held
more precious than all this.

For a moment she thought
that she was happier in that
Delhi restaurant where she served
as a waitress, with her small. job
and heavy tips. One had only
to throw away a few smiles and
the job was done. The manager
was also a cousin of her’'s. The
risks and demands there were
small. Only it was hard to
make the two ends meet. If it
hadn’t been for her mother, she
could tear this web now and run

to safety., Again Verma came
to ber mind. She wouldn’t have:
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minded if Verma had tried
to take advantage of her:
She could have consoled herself
with a poor girl’s fate and the
payment of one’s obligations.
That was the way of the world
she was driven to. But this
bartering with her body and
soul ? She could not come to
digest—

Verma had ordered tlie car
now and it was in the porch. He
dialed his accomplice in the game,
the secretary of Mr. Rana, and
enquired about the state of
affairs there. “ Mr. Kamlani is
having a hard time of it,’ he
whispered over the phone. “I
shall let you know the moment he
quits,” and he hung up.

In a few minutes Lily found
herself pushed into the car and,
.driven away towards Rana’s

- house. Peetamber was the only
witness to this inhuman drama
Lily was thrown into. “Go now
.and don’t be sulky with those

..gyes” were the last words of
Verma when he banged the door
-after her. ‘“We aren’t to spoil
.a deal. And you know that.”

]

- She remembered her last
struggle too. She had pleaded
that she loathed this barter.
‘She would not mind if he took
advantage of her. But this...
this was monstrous . ... Yet,
in spite of all that she was there
in that car driven down to
Rana’s house.

Lily was gone, yet Verma felt

wuneasy. . There was something
-which Lily had 1left behind to

trood about. For the first time

he realised that Lily was a
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woman, helpless and human.
She was beautiful and harbour-
ing something for him. Other-
wise a woman would not say
that he could take advantage of
her and she would not be averse
to the thought. He had forced
her to do a thing that he could
not ask her to do if he had
been a little human.. .. .. In
ten minutes she would be at
Rana’s....she measured. His
uneasiness grew further. He
started pacing up and down his
drawing room, pulling heavy
puffs at his cigrette. It finished
too soon. He lighted another
and that too gave way. ‘Why
not ring up Rana’s secretary
again and know the latest? He
thought and grabbed the phone
mm a fit of nervousness. This
time the other end sounded
gloomy. “I fear Kamlani seems
to have hooked up something,
I would soon be ablec to tell you
something  definite. Let the
papers come to me....By the
way, I have seen your Mrs, drop
In.  She is with him now,”

A cold sweat broke out on
Verma’s forechead. Rana would
surely play foul, Verma had no
doubt, if he could smell the
advantage. He stood transfixed
for a moment. The phone then
announced that Kamlani had
got it. Verma banged the
receiver on 1ts seat and rushed
out. He hailed the first taxi that
came his way and asked him to
touch the impossible. However,
the driver drove the needle to its
human limits and the taxi was

flying in"a moment.
. Lily Vague]y_ watched the fleet-
ing lights playing hide and seek
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with her discoloured face as §he
sped along the long winding
road. That snake-like track was
taking her to that edge of life
from which there was no return
possible once she. slipped the

_ hights. Suddenly she became

conscious that Peetamber was
watching her through the mirror.
She hurriedly gathered herself,
Peetamber too put his eyes down
to his job. But the long silence
that ensued then could not
restrain him from asking, "‘Are
you feeling unwell, Bibiji 7’

“No, Peetamber, I am
all right.”

Silence again filled the gap in
which their feelings were inter-
acting.

They crossed a bright mercury
lamp.

“Should I drive you to a
doctor, Bibiji?”

“No.,” Lily replied vaguely.
But Peetamber’s sympathy had
started her mind to work franti-
cally in a different direction, she
had never so far thought. There
were certain things emerging out
of her brooding.

“ the car there, for a
minittg?’ she found ‘herself
ordering Pectamber, pointing ata
shady elm tree that formed a
dark corridor over the road.

The car came to 2 halt at the

indi ily came out
dicated spot. Li

Ionf it and stood by the door.
Then she strolled a few paces

pefolc she tumed Ber atten-
tion to Peetamber again.
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SAME TERMS!

Customer : “I hear my son
has owed you for a suit for
three years.”

Tailor: “Yes, sir, have you
called to settle the account 77

Customer :  “No, I'd like a
suit myself on the same terms.”

“You have a mother at home,
Pectambeér?”’

“Yes, Bibiji.”
“Anybody clse ?”
“Yes, a sister.”

“Will you be happy with
two 77

Peetamber now looked skarp
at Lilyy, He had the wind
already and now he was sure.
The tide had turned.

“Yes, Bibiji. Why not?”,

Lily now found her hopes to
a new height. “Then let us
hurry. 1 mustleave a letter at
Rana’s.”

Peetamber now put the car on
its wings.

Rana was surprised to find
Lily in such a hurry. And the
letter added further to it. The
only explanation Lily provided
was she was expecting’ Verma
there. And since she had to

meet some of her friends urgently, -
she was leaving some papers and

would be home for dinner.
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However, Rana awaited Verma
to’arrive.

The taxi almost crashed
through Rana’s gates. Verma
dashed out from it and banged
at Rana’s drawing room. A
creaking door brought Rana face
to face with Verma. Verma
Scanned his face for the signs of
Lily and uttered “s Lily...... ”
The rest was drowned in the
expression on Rana’s face. o
had sensed somothing in his eyces,

“No, only & letter,” and he
handed out the envelope to him.

Verma looked at him distrust-
fully and tore the cnvelope open.
The contract documents were

packed up in it. Rana added up
the rest.

»

“There arc two trains out
from Bombay now, one at ien
fortyfive and the other at eleven.
Your car seems to have made for
«Victoria Terminus.”

Verma sped in the taxi towards
V. T. His tension relaxed but for
an anxiety to be there in time:
His watch showed ten minutcs to
the train departure.

Lily had taken the purse out.
* She counted some money and
passed it on to Peetamber.
Pectamber rushed towards the
ticket window.. ..

Verma sat tense between the

wo closed doors of the taxi.
The passing street lamps shot at

him like directed bullets, piere.

ing his very conscience. Strap.

84

gely, he was thinking,‘) “
won’t be much of
din if he declared Lily by his.
side. Mother would take it
through his eyes and the rest
would hardly care..a huge
mereucy at the trafiic  island
brightened his thoughtinl face.
The rattling noisc of some local
trains rcached his curs. The taxi
was - swinging in (owards  the
station,

“Two  tickets for Abmora,
Bibiji.”  Pectumber cxtended his
hand to give them 1o Lily,
unaware of any oiher cloment
except the two, who were (he
fugitives. :

Suddenly  there was  another
voice ...

“ Make it three, Peetamber,”
Verma’s voice filtered in as if a
fresh gust of wind came from the
Himalayas. Lily turned sharp and
faced Verma. He was smijing
repentantly. Only he added....
“Our honeymoon is long over-
due. [Ishall wire it to mother
on the way.”

Peetamber and Lily looked
amazed at him. The bright
lights from the platform had
started dancing in }jg cyes 'u(qd
her Image was impringeq in Bet—
ween.  Lily turpeg away (o hide
her tears whjle Verma' rej d
his command— e

“Hurry up, Pectamp, .
has only pa ambc;, the train

leave. W minutes to

Up to the winggwwag

—

running
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By P. Venkatesan
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He laboured under a misunderstanding
l and she bade him farewell . .. .......
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ittle girl who sat l?eside
TH%é;tfbeigg’ grandfather in the

ite his house fascina-
?Bc(l) P (I)gggrs’s adolescent Iél{ndlé
Her sweet face, her mop of ta}cn
hair, stirred a strange emotio
within his young heart.

shop was supposed to
de'aﬁh\?vtith dglls; dolls, yes; ;lét,
bananas hung down in bunche )
buns and  biscuits filled Vlilr}[(t)lus
lass containers, soda bo 1e
gtood knee-deep Dml | re%tagggrzé

-troughs. olls of

zgigrt'l(lgo nrglain commodity sold
during Dassara season, bl‘(11t al‘i
other times, there were S}? a
sorts of things, the shopman
being a seasoned hand.

an
nown as_Khanna,
acgﬁg;’,aii}fs, formidable man.
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1d sit on his haunches all
}i{aenglcl his cash-chest brigkly
pushing on sales. Until eleven
at night when he closed the shop
his cantankerous voice could be\
heard haranguing some one or
arguing, or chasing his purposely
hovering clientele.

“What do you think Iam‘{
How dare you loiter here? You
think I can’t see through your
game? You're mistaken. Ican
tackle ten of you at the same
time 7’

The only softening influence in
that shop of cigars, explosive
aerated waters and acrid words
was the little girl who sat beside
the shopman with her mop of
hair all about her face. It was,

in fact, her sweetening presence
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that drew a number of custo-

mers to the shop, an
man knew it. b, and the - shop-

Indar himself went again a
again to buy somethingg or otl‘?ec:
at the shop for the pleasure of
seeing her. And on many a
moon-lit night he had also stood
by his window-sill gazing at her
tiny face intently, as if to count
the number of amber beads in
the string that rustled on her
bosom as she tripped rapidly and
lightly, going back and forth
from moonlight to shadow.

That string there over her neck
seemed to be entwined in his
heart as the sweet sound of her

name “I,gdubala” which resoun-
ded in his ears.

“ How much is that doll?”
oll?
vIndar asked one day, .pausing
bet.wte_en sips of an iccd-drink,
pointing to an old one, lying i
a corner. Ve

A
(33
. Twelve rupecs,” Khanna said.
It woulgl have cost more had it
been a bit new.”

“Oh, butforh i
buy A3 or how much did you

“Why do you want to kno
fha_t?” demanded Khanna sligh?lll
irritated. If it had been anyoni
?‘lse, he would have shouted

1f you really want to buy the
thing, do so. If not, don’t stand

here asking m
. ¢ a dozen -
tions.” ues

But Indar occu ied a i

position. He wasp knowrlluéz)qg:
a good customer, paid down a
lot 'of cash everyday, besides
having a running account of
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several months and deserved
respect for his fat purse.

Indar next asked, * Would

anyone buy that doll for that
price 77

é(l.lam_la was in a jovial mood
and replied. “Oh, certainly, if
a customer like you were to cas
his eyes on it.”

Indar felt simply elated and

looked at the girl fi -
s girl for her appro

Now someone else seemed to
compete for Indar’s honour. e
was another youth about twenty
who came ina fancy T-shirt
rolled up jeans and Hawaii san:
dals. Besides, the necwcomer
sported a pair of large dark
glasses which gave him, he felt, a
debonair look. He sped down
the strcet on a scooter, assumed
a tone of bluster while asking for
his packet of Simla. In a word
he fancicd himself the centre of
attraction whenever the shop girl
happened to look in his dircction.

*Oh she’s impressed by my gait,

takes me to be a bi
o ig guy,ch? I

But Indar concluded that

) ] ) hat th
‘gu"l did feel impressed by th::
new-fellow’s gait. It flashed
across his mind that there was

some significant exchan ‘
e of loo
even between them. & ke

One day he actually saw the
new-comer conversing with his

girl while in th i
S mothing, e act of buying

A stab of jealous 1
: . Indar
:vherr:]ts ts.traxgl.nr1 up to thg shop and
ing aside fellow o
ten packets of Simla. rdered for
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. denta“y look

Khanna Wwas surprised but
nevertheless felt plg,ased wnh_th::1
archase. He politely enquire
when the youns master tooK t(é
smoking as he never remembere

. sold cigarettes to
him. But Indar replied w1t’h
hauteur
business
throwing the €as

The little girl who looked on
ruefully was not upaware of the
cause and indifference behind

all thosc acts of ber beloved.
Indar then practica]ly stopped
o

frequenting the S
grccted the g

to question him and
h made his exit-

Then one day while

house. e
- & by the shop- he aske
?gxszglghg owed to them- Next

he cleared his z}ccount to
je and never again stepped
on its threshold.

Days assed. The shop soon
fell gn I(3vil daysl, now tott:actuptigg
1 i onger
lile i ggrandfa\her.
ed to have
d lqoked
ary of life. His one
s as to when op eart}l

child to some good marn.

to the listle girl, she was
no/?sto be seen at all outside.
Where she hid pefself or what
she did the live long day God

Oﬂly knew.

ndar sitting in his bache-
lo?sni(llalt would star¢ d}straught
at the wall opposite his house.
Everywhere seemed to Joom large
pefore him the pale proﬁle q(t{ a
familiar face with its tender
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mouth and eyes which seemed to
be filmed over by some great
SOITOWe++ That haunting look
of her seared him and sapped
his strength.

1t was not for nothing that the
wise said ‘Love was like a snake.”

A month was by no means a
long interval but a great change
seemed to have come OVex Indar.
Somehow in the distant lodging
of a friend he felt as if
he was in 2 lost human
world. Al his resentment
seemed to have resolved into one
of remorse, of regret for what he
had donc in haste. Perhaps he
was wrongin suspecting Indubala.

She being a slip of an innocent
girl. Yes, she was.

No sooner the realization
dawned on him, than he resolved
to go to her house and make it up
with her. He would even repent
for his hasty assessment  of her
character.

That day, the cvening camce on
rather abruptly as Indar started
towards his old abode. Just then »
an old neighbour of his brought
him a small piece of paper
wrapped in a bigger paper.

It was a letter from Indubala.
It read:

“PDear Indar,

Perhaps 1 am wrong in addres-
sing you as ‘dear’ as youno longer
deem us to be your equal in
birth or status in life to call you
so. Yes1ama poor girl, a mere
‘shop-girl’ as you have remar-
ked to our neighbour before
departing and I shall never aspire
to be yours.
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There is one more thing, Please
preserve thisin your memory.
We never sell ourselves to fill
our stomachs. For our sake
you need not stay away from
your room. You may come
back as [ am leaving tonight for
my native place.”

Indubala.

Indar could not even wait till
he had read the ietter completely.

The cart at the door was ready.
Indubala came out of her house,
cast one last look at the opposite
abode wherein had lived her
heart’s desire and turned to get
into the cart,

A lone tear trembled in he
love-lorn eyes.

Outside the twilight lost its
colour and faded away, its place
was taken by the njght that
poured in from all sides.

The cart creaked and jolted as
it rolled on rapidly. Indubala
s&. as one dazed. Suddenly she
was brought to her senses by the
stopping of the cart with a jerk.
The bullocks panted as foam
oozed out of their mouth,

The cartman shouted. “Who’s
that senseless man that stands
across the way 7

Indubala gaped!  The person
of her dreams stond there before
her. “Indar!” A pang of
anguish shot through her wiais
fragile frame.

Indar broke the sil

“I've come back, beloved. Yes,
I’ve come back to you for ever.
Plerse do not go anywhere.”

“But I must go tonight,” the
girl said firmly. '

%

“Go, if you will but not
tonight” pleaded Indar.

“I know I hurt youy badly by
suspecting you wrongly. Let me
repent for this one night at your
forgiveness.”

“My forgivencss! Will it mean
anythlpg at all to you?” the girl
asked in great bitterncss.

“Please do not torment me any
further. Already there is not

the smallest part of
unbruised.” p my soul left

The cartman interrupted them
from outside, « Mother, we
should proceed. If there js any
more delay youwll not get acco-
modation in the night mail.”

Indar went near the cart and
held the girl’s hand and exclai-
Emd, In a bewildered tone.

Fever! How your hands are

burning! That’s why you look so
pale ?”

“Never I,nind that. I must be
off tonight™ persisted indubala-

“ With this fever! Do you

think I'I! allow you t i i
think 1 you to go in this

With these words he himself
gotinto the cart and asked the
cartman to retrace his path.

H_e then gently drew her close
to him. All of a sudden he felt
that a complete transformation
bad come over Indubala’s face.

Love free from misgivi
ng shon
there. sivine . °

A silent tear rolled dow
Indar’s troubled eyes in thanksII
giving.

————————

INDIA MAGAZINE

ARTICLE

PROBLEMS OF
OUR DEMOCRACY

By A.V.MATTHEW

NDIANS have now to recog-
nize the decisive role of de-
mocracy in establishing the basis
.of contemporary Indian culture.

Tt will be helpful to begin by re-

garding the democratic view of
world, not only as a set of in-
tellectual propositions, but also
as imparting a civilized way of
life. The requirements of civili-
zation cannot be satisfied by
maintaining several retrograde
forms of thought and many apo-
legetics of culture. Many peo-
ple have a frame of mind which
cultivates much dogmatic 1in-
difference and  carelessness of
truth; inits extreme form, this
would mean the complete cessa-
tionof all man’s relations with
reality,

India of today is very different
from the India which we knew so
well prior to our securing freedom
from foreign domination. There
are several valid reasons for tl}c
transition which modern India
has made from autocracy- As
democrats we hope 1o achieve in
the democratic culture that which

the total force of civilizing in-
fluence will be able to achieve in
individual and social life. The
practical object of our democracy
is to supply a rational justifica-
tion for liberty, equality and »
fraternity- .

At the same time, impartial
judgment will appraise the pre-
sent situation in India, wlich
though hopeful, is one wherein
the national standard is menaced
at every turn by the downward
trend of several retrograde fea-
tures. No Indian is to think to
avoid the pernicious effects on
India of Communist doctrines
and practices by indifference and
avoidance of responsibility for
combating its evils. The people
of India must see through the
game of mischief-mongers and
anarchists in the Communist Par-
ty who play on public sentiment
and who subvert the central idea
of democracy. The result is the
challenge of communism will
not be merely superficial or -
negligible,but great and far-reach- -
ing. The problem for all Indians
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is to avoid the threatening catast-
rophe by meeting the urgency of
the crisis that is its forerunner.

We are also to discover fresh
reserves of leadership in men of
patriotism and efficiency, and
with a personality which, as in
the case of our popular Prime
Minister, Pandit Jawaharlal
Nehru, displays and develops it-
self through life. In politics, we
Indiansare to expect to be guided
by men who have no object in
view, but the public welfare. No
politician, statesman or adminis-
trator is expected to give the
world the appalling example of
misuse of talents, unsustained by

. political ethics.

All Indians are happy that Pan-
dit Jawaharlal Nehru, the great-
est statcsman of our gsneration,
is now fully safeguarding the
liberties and aspirations of India
for which he has ever stood, and
fc. which he has been prepared
to fight long and suffer much. He
has proved himself, beyond
doubt, worthy of the trust repos-
ed in him by his countrymen
who now are playing ardently
for his long life.

All the visions of tomorrow’s
India include improved educatio-
nal methods. Itcannot be said
that India has already got every-
thirig that a country could want
for levelling up our standard of
education. We cannot expecta
quick solution overnight of all
our educational problems, al-
though financial aid for educa-
tional schemes does not seem
. destined for curtailment with our
Central and State governments.
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Our educational system must
set the moral standard and up-
hold the spiritual ideals of our
nation. Then only shall we be

able to give our educational issues

a turn towards the goal we wish
toreach. Our government and
our educationists are to attempt
to turn the attention of our stu-

dents to values, as opposed to
things.

Every economic plan, if it is
to be a success, should include
an extensive programme for rais-
ing the material and cultural
standard of the people, by provid-
ing more and better food, higher

wages and better working condi-

tions. The world today nceds,
more than ever before, cnthu-
siasts brooding over the oppres-
sion of the poor, fancying them-
selves commissioned by God to
liberate them.

Inorderto cnsure a planned
development of cottage and small
scale industrics and thercby to
provide a minimum standard of
living and more cmployment to
our people, the centraland state
governments arc now adopting
all necessary mcasures for deve-
loping the cottage industry in
India. In a country like ours
which has not the means or the
wealth to develop the enormous
machine power like the Western
countries the future of our indus-
trial progress will depend largely
on the development of our cottage
industries. In the absence of a
rehabilitation of our village in-
dustries, it would be difficult to

establish a just agricultural eco-
nomyin India.
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The more the dangers that
threaten India turn out to be, due
to the present Chinese agression
againstus, the more union among
our people, determined energgfé
self-reliance and pluck must ¢
developed. till the dangers :a_
overpowered. We have tod &
mit that the problems create 2 .
the result of China’s unjustifia Z
policy towards our country 'arl
far from simple. All pOll'[lCild
parties in the country ShOlll
combine among themselves, reiax
the interior tension and realise
our national unity- Such a ra;t)-
proachcment is not 2 mere party
affair, but a national issue, on

-“which there can be no two opi-

nions.

The difficulty of dealing v;/xth
India’s linguistic States prob dem
seems to be assuming day by day
a new and more uncertain charag;
ter. Itis true to say that theren
now a deeper cleavaset amoreg_
the people of ouf, cour}t{y, e
garding the formation O mgces-
tic States, than 18 actually ne s
sary and that this cleavagc_ Sby-
able to divert int}g sgefrggﬁ;v - by

aths energies Whit '
géet:n devgted to our cc1>1un_t;g/ IIsl
practical problems. Ent uﬂever
for linguistic fStiz:)tzs olfnudsita s
involve a conlusto] ;
lv{'lﬁi?:h complet;:lgli égn%rfes ;1;& gg;l

i cter1s
fllr?ilty.c h%%at India now urglspt(lﬂ
requires 18 2 fellowship of g vlﬁth
red minds which are 1nsi)1re it
the vision of an ideal, ;lder d
patiou, as also 2 higher gonomic
social, political and he omic
life, in keeping with t edpGan-

1e§ of democracy an

dhism.
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ALL RIGHT!

He : “I don’t see how we can
be married, dear. I'm not
making expenses.”

She : “That’s all right. Just
marry me; I'll make plenty.”

THATH IR Iy,

EIIIIIIIIlIIIIIIIIlI“IIIIllIIIIIIHHHHIIIHll(“llllllllllllllll\
!

Whatever one may think of
Gandhism, it is just as wal} 'tto
have practical experience ? dli
message which 18 not one 0 T?lse

air, or disgust, of escape. "

reat thing for us Indians 18 0(;
recognize that the _ad.volcacylaid
the ideals and princip es i
down by Gandhiji1sa necessat.y

lan of cultural a_nd democratic
campaign. There is cnough .scop?‘
in Gandhism for the evolu;mn 0
poth human character and human

personality.

dians are to be effectual;
Y)%;i?rated by the influence of
all the Great Religions, and are
1o uphold inflexibly an absolute
code of social, political aud eco-
nomic justice as also firm faith
in the Fatherhood of God and
Brotherhood of Man, without
belief in both of which man 18
unable to create a perfect society,

or to deal satlsfact.orily.wuh God,
with himself or with his environ=
ment: A great deal of care must
therefore be exercised by us in
India to prevent falsifying or 1g-
noring both our religious and
national ideals. Our democracy
must not be dulled and frustrated.
by restraining forces which accept
evil as good.

—
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Short Story

Al e

By N. C. Surti

THg INTRUpER

Her late husband’s brothers were after her
life and she lived in constant terror of the

shadow of the assassin...

IMLA was reading a novel bug
her mind was wandering.
Now and then she looked at the
door which was securely locked.
An Alsatian dog was lying on
the floor with its eyes wide open
and silently watching its mist-
ress,

Her heart was in her mouth.
Every sound outside the house—
in the lonely street—struck fear
in her heart. Her mother had
“gone to attend her sister’s fune-
ral and it would take another
three to four days to return.
She was alone and afraid of in-
truders, She had good reasons
to be so. Ever since she became
a widow—that was six months
ago—she was in constant terror.
‘She had been married to Dev
only for six years and enjoyed
life and happiness. Dev was one
of three rich brothers and they
all lived together. But being
the eldest son, he had a large

22

eshare of patrimon
other two, P y than the

Though the brothers lived to-
gether in their father’s house
therfe had been considerable i]l.
feeling.  The brothers’ wives
often openly quarrelled over trif-
les out of jealousy and spite. Of
Bimla the other two women were
always busy concocting taleg
against her. She wag extraordina-
nl_y beautiful with g dazzlingly
fair complexion. In addition she
was educated up to college, Her
husband was less qualified than
herself bqt Bimla was obedient
and docile. She had g love
affaic with her college mate
M]SI‘B;', who was very handsome
and intelligent. Qther college
students used to call the pair
Romeo and Juliet,

They had decided to marry

after a tempestuous spell of 7

romance. They had tasted of
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the forbidden fruit and pledged
eternal loyalty and devotion.
But calf love should never be
taken scriously.

When  Misra comple.ted his
course, his parents L")‘{LFI‘IG(} I%nm
off to tiic diughter of a relation.
When Bimla learned of this,
she raged ard fumed and wis
even off her mind, . Her mother
understood the situation quwkl’y
and thought that her daughter’s
marriage to sope young Inan

“the only honourable way out.
 Dev was a widower but he own-

ed considerable property. e

~had been looking for a suitablo

match and when he set eyes ol
Bimla he told the broker that he
could not help loving  her and
that he must marry her at any
cost. When he met her mother

* during the negotiations he 1u-

formed her secrotly that he would
defray the entire expenses of the
marriage that she might have to
incur, He know that she was
very poor and that she had been
expecting her daughter b
up some job.

marriage did not turn out
totf)};every sugccessful,' howeveré
Bimla, for her part, could ng
bring herself to Jove her husban :
He was middle-aged and no
very pleasing in his appearavrlllc?i,
At first the bride felt repelie
but came to the wise conch}smn
that she must render .obedlencg
to him, Dev was sgtlsﬁed ‘ll’lll;
thought all modern girls qu}a] ike
that—cold, sullen and with no

_heart.

isappointed

He was, however, disappoin
and sad because he had no issue.
His two brothers werc greedy,
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JUST HALF

The big crowd gathered on the
beach and watched the man
apply artificial respiration to the
sich girl he had just rescued.
Her parents broke through the
crowds, joviul at seoing their
daughier  alive and  well.
«pMama,” said the old man.
«Give thatchan @n rupees. te
saved her life.”

[rirfelclolal=[=1~Tr~]~ToT=1~T~T=1=1~T")

“Bat Papa,” protested the
girl, “T was half dead.”
«All right,” Papa said. “Give

him five rupees.”

0000080000060 805C000000008AR080
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brutish apd’cimning. They want-
ed to grabDev’s property and
were very glad that Bl;r_nla had
not become & mother. When s];’l
was on a visit to her mother’s
house, she had the shock of her
life to receive a telegram tliat
Dev had suddenly died of pneu-
monia. She raced back ro her
husband’s home only to find that
his dead body had been cremated
with unusual speed.  Shenoticed
that the other members of the
household were unusually silent
and unsympathetic and inferred
with her innate shrewdness
that her husband had been de-
liberately left to die without any
medical aid.

Sensing trouble, she left for
her mother’s home at once. She
knew that if she was removed
from the brothers’ path they
could get hold of her husband’s
property and share it between
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themselves. It was worth three
lakhbs and they didn’t like the idea
of letting the money go to an
outsider.

Nor was she safe in her mo-
ther’s home, situated as it was
opposite to a big maidan. The
two brothers had engaged an
assassin to get into Bimla’shouse
and make short work of her,
They gave him a large sum—
a thousand rupecs—with a pro-
mise of thrice that amount if he
accomplished the deed. Bimla
guessed at all these designs but
could not openly accuse the bro-
thers nor had she the courage to
go to the police. The brothers
were very rich and influential
and the police might not imme-
diately believe her,

To add to her confusion® and
nervousness her mother and
gone to Banaras suddenly to
aend her sister’s funeral. She
racked her brains for a way out.
Two nights ago the dog barked
furiously apd jumped at the
window. Someone had been
attempting to break in and when
she switched on all the lights the
intruder had run off. The ser-
vant maid whoused to sleep with
her was down in her home with
chicken-pox.

The young woman was in jit-
ters and her pretty face was pale
as death. It was half an hour
past midnight and Doggie began
to bark again. She began to
tremble when she heard a knock
at the front door. When it was
repeated several times and heard
her mother’s name called, she
made bold to ask who the visiter
was.
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“Itis Misra and nobody else,
Bimla. Will you open the
door? I have come here in the
midst of my professional tour
and wanted to see your mother-
and of course yourself.”

Yes, it was Misra no doubt.
She opened the door, switching
on the light and stared hard at
him. Then she bolted the door

in great fear with ;
hands. 1 trembling

“It is Providence that must
have brought you at this time,”.
she remarked. ¢“Even though
You have done me wrong I am
glad you had come to my aid.”

She led him in, telling him }
detail of her marriage,g of h:;:-
life in her husband’s home of
bis brothers’ sinister designé on
her life and her property. Fina-
ll}f she burst into tears over her
miserable plight. He came near
and placed his arm on her should-
er. “Giveup all fears, Bimla.
It was not of my own choosing-
my bride, I mean. She died
last year, leaving a son of three,
I still thought you were unmarri-
ed and helping your mother by
taking to your career. Now I
see you are free and what can
prevent two lovers—a widow
and widower though they may

be—from marrying and starting
anew?”

He didn’t wait for “ her reply.

~

Her yielding lips as he sought -

them for a long exquisite kiss
seemed to give him the answer.

-—-—o_,_
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T was a pleasant surprise to
see the bold hand on the
cover I received just then. Inan
instant I knew it was from Raju.
I wanted to see what he had
written after such a long time.
It was alrcady getting late and I
was hurriedly dressing to go to
the Office. The children had
all left for school and my wife
devout by habit, was handing me
the afternoon tiffin packet.

Amidst all her worries in run-

* ning the house, Rukmani never

forgets me for a moment. Prompt
in all her small services to me,
I do not quite understand how
she maintains her composure and
the invariably sweet smile all
these years we have been
married.

«Rukku desr, how you love
me!” I murmured in her ears
overcome with affection.

She withdrew and with mock
annoryance said.“Nonsense! what
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FRIEND IN DISTRESS
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He had a problem of the heart and discussed
it frankly with his friend and his wife......
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has come to you suddenly this
morning? Is it not time for you
to be at the Office?”,

She smiled one of her bewitch-
ing swniles, modest but at once
intoxicating. The dimples ~in
her cheeks looked so natural and
inviting. Stirred by the chime
of the wall-clock, I reluctantly
collected all my files and rushed
out.

Arriving at the office just in
time, I pored over the sheets
and my hand by years of ex-
perience started scribbling.  All
this time my mind had been
wandering over the past. ‘What
had Ragu to say after all these
years of silence?’

* * *

Ragu and I were classmates,
During the four short years of
our stay in the College we be-
came thick friends, Whether
Art was long or not, time wag
definitely fleeting, I realised on
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vuo uay we parted atter the BiA.
Examinations,

~Ragu did not attend my mar-
riege. He had to he at Caleutty
the same day for an intorview
with & fism.  When Le next met
me, Iwas o Bisshand ag woll ag g
fither, o wa very jovial ard
free thay ever Llukmani, shy and
! , come out of

re.erved Ly nany
her <hall ool mued i our COLi-
bey. Howes very much piea-
soid at she chubhy Dttle infans
gicl 6L vurs o caressud her so
fondly ws if shic were his own,

Suddenly it ocoureed to me
thiat s mighs iconseionsly  be
answorics L urze of fatheihood.,
I winked i my wife and she
giggled though lightly.

I asked hinmi when he proposed
to marry.  'This brought out the
w8fnan in my wife and she stap-
ted tossing a villey of questions,
He smiled and said he had not
thought of marriage yet.

* * *

Four mare years rolled by and
Ihad become a father of two
more children, boys, For gl
these chiidbirths Rukmani stil]
looked attractive and I had no
complaint against life.

It was, I remember, a Sunday‘
Having got up late I was sipping
ny coffee over the newspaper,
Rukmani was standing beside
ne. A car came and stopped in
ront of our house. My daughter
an in to announce the arrival of
ier dear uncle Ragu. Accom-

6

Danied by my wife I w
door to welcome hi’m. ent to the

- Bukmani brought,
for him and T agke
to g out ynd
tiae,

some drink
d the children
pay  for 30mo

o f {

Hagy Stared ab m
and exelaiinad,
roally a hig family
Dever knew von wers Canahle of

thay”, ¥ t 3
- btarned 4o oo
blnshing see Rukmani

6 for 4 while
Boy! He g
man now! I

e

Ili-fmpted by his
aslked ey -4
y/\:-(z’} lNh:d, about you? Bon’y,
you  fee € emulating oo
o fue ike emulating
A she added i

redly.  Wicked giril

joke, she

your
oud-huingye

I waq taken aback b
reply. He wag in love !
105 belicve my oqrg Ih
h_:u‘. the occasion o
side of him,

Y his
I could
ad never
to know thig

“Say, how did

‘Say, you manage? ’*
I roared, Rukmanj lauahe%& 6
my naked curiosity, © ’

For a fow miny
sxlen.t. _Then he sggg }};i :vva‘s
staying In a village pear Madu?ls
for sometime to ascertain th&
brospecets of opening g de ot f .
the goods his companypm "
factul:ed. One day; he ad?lng
he quite accidentally saw 5 si(:n’

ple and yet att ive o}
river sidz. ractive girl by the

“Plainly olag

Is to me the iq
] eal I
man”’, he remarked. .
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He understood she was a
widow’s only daughter and her
name was Laxmi.

“The name truly becomes her.
I can’t imagine a comlier girl by
this name” he said. “Not only
that””, he proceeded. ““I can’t
also thick of any other name to
adequately describe her”.

The girl’s life hitherto had
been, I understood, quiet, though
her mother used to murmur at
times that she did not know how
she was going to wipe off the
deby her late husband had
incurred.

“Have you proposed to her
alréady?” I enquired,

“Of course, not”’, he instantly
replied: “How do you expect
me to be hasty? T would like to
allow things to take their
course’’. Dut he said there was
a tacit understanding between

themselves.
* *

Three more years elapsed and
I had not seen Ragu. I thought
being a promising Sales organiser

he was too pre-occupied to write .

to me. Occasionally I remem-
bered him amid all the strain of
office work. I was afraid I was
going to forget him slowly. I
wrote to him a letter and under-
stood from his company that he
had been transferred again to
Calcutta six months back. I did
not understand how he could
have failed to see me on his way

‘upl

* *

On receipt of his letter that
morning 1 hoped he might be
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seeing me in the near future.
But the letter had somehow
been hanging heavily on me. I
do not believe in intuition in
men. Nevertheless, I thonght the
letter must couvey something
serious. I could not attend to
my work further. I felt my
head slightly aching. 1 took
leave for the «fternoon and
went to the Cauteen.

I huarried through my lunch
and opened the letter nervously
and started reading, The world.
around me seewed to reel,

“Heavens have their own
way’’, be had started. <My
love had become an episode of
the past. A few days back, I
was surprised to get a letter
from Laxmi; for that was her
first one and I learnt it was go-
ing to be her last too» to me,
You know that conservative old
mother of hers never liked her
daughter to write to me until we
marry. Laxmi had been very
obedient and she had written to
me only after her monther’s’
death”. 1dried my eyes and
proceeded.

From then on he should have
been feeling rather shaky in his
hand and with some difficulty 1
made out the rest of the letter.

“Laxmi’s mother died of no
particular disease than that of
old age. The girl did not know
what to do. Some of her neigh.
bours sent word to the widow’s.
brother a merchant at Madura,
He rushed in the evening and
did what is to be done when one:
is dead. He ascertained from
Laxmi what the widow’s debts
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were. He somehow cleared them
and took her to his house.

“Laxmi was very grateful to
her uncle for the generous help
and protection he had offered
her. But it was a shock for her
when he talked to her of the
marriage between her and his
only son, a lame man, She did
not know what to say. She
wanted some time, She had to
decide whether to marry this
man and thus prove her grati-
tude to her uncle or.-.... or what
else could she do? :

“She says she had been boun-
den by duty and not by heart.
She has returned the ring 1 gave
her, begging me leave to cherish
my memory in her heart. This,
she thinks, should be the best
gift, I, her one-time lover, could
-give her.”

Ragu had not blamed her. He
‘had said, “I know she could do
nothing else under the circums-
tances. She was an unsophisti-
cated and timid girl and could
not bring herself to tell her

uncle about our love. I only
.curse the sadistic gods who in-
tently arranged things in my
life in this fashion wherein I was
left with no choice of mine. I
had taken some leave and had
been planning to go to Madura
, %o seek her hand in marriage.”

Now that it was all over and
there was no point in his going
there, he wanted to meet me and
my wife soon. ‘

I did not know how I reached
home. Rukmani was at once
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surprised and greeted me with
one of her wicked smiles,

“Mischievous man, I am in

no mood for play now’, she said
teasingly. ’

Poor Girl! she had mistaken
my sudden return for one of my
contemplated amorous errands
in the free afternoons. But on
seeing me at closer quarters she
realised I had received g blow
somewhere somehow. She led
me to a chair and turned on the

fan. I was a little relieved at

the touch of her exquisitely -

feminine hands. I handed over
the letter to her and as she came
to the end of it small pearls of
tea‘r::' rolled down her cheeks.
But in no time she dried them
with the end of her saree and be-
came the composed woman, I
had always known, Withous §
word she returned the letter to
me and went to the kitchen. She
came back after a few minutes
with a cup of tea. I do not
know whether the tea had itg
eﬁ'ec.t on me or not but Ruk-
mani’s unspoken affection and

understanding relieved m i
considerably. ¥ pain

She brought out & paper and

a pen and I started trying to

console my friend. What else
could I do? He must weep and
pine in his heart till his passions
subside, before I could do any-
thing to him. Until then I have
for him only some kind words
which alone make this world
sometimes worth living.

—Q—
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PHOTOGRAPHY
AND

ITS USES

By N. Swaminathan

O attempt to assess the im-
portance of the part played
by photography in the war
would be as difficult as to cata-
logue its enormous number of
applications. Its value as a
vital factor in the war effort can-
not be overestimated.

Without the practical appli-
cations of photography many
activities in the air.land or sea
would not be possible. The
camera gives a fuller record of
what is visible than the keenest
sighted observer can supply. Its
discoveries reach and are inter-
preted by the staffs concerned in
a few hours., when weeks or
-months would be needed for the
reports of agents to reach their
destination.  Great decisions
depend on the work of the long
range reconnaissance aircraft and
the photography they obtain,
This is after all one phase of
photography’s part in the war.
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Still there are other phases
equally vital, but not immedia-
tely associated with the fighting
forces. They play & prominent
role in war equipment, factories,
to record in experimental wxd
production stages the various
munitions of war and more parti-
cularly for detecting faults by ,

‘x-ray photography. The early

detection by this means of in-
terior and otherwise invisible
flaws in metal for aeroplane con-
struction has undoubtedly saved
many valuable lives.

When a new water supply or
drainage system is provided, the
underground system is photo-
graphed detail by detail before
it is flooded, for afterwards the
photographs will be the only
guide to remedy a fault.

In government departments it
is used for preparation of pro-
gress photographs of construc-
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tion, installation etc. Covering
the.work from the foundation to
final stage of completion, these
photographs serve as immediate
guidance to workmen and as
future reference in the event of
any fault which may by found
after completion.

To disseminate information on
a subject that could be studied by
anumber of pedple simultaneous-
ly it is widely used. For example
photographs are prepared and
issued describing in pictures the
training of men in gunnery,
bomb-manning and blood-trans-
fusion gervice etc,

The educational value of
photography is limitless. In the
shape of prints, lantern slides
aud cine films a wide variety of
farming problems connéeted with
crops, livestock and machinery
arc made easy of understanding.

“An outstanding application in
the war has been the invention
and development of the auto-

“graph system. This form of inter-
national communication is now
firmly established throughout the
world. An outstanding advantage
over this form of communication
is the possibility of repetition if
the mails are lost, through enemy
action or other ocauses. The
entire shipment which is sent by
air in the form of small roHs of
film can be immediately reprod-
uced from the originals at the
point of origin and mailed over

again.
In addition to the growths of
airgraph system microfilm photo-

hy has been utilised in
g:h)yy otber directions. This

100

making of miniature negative
has with its accuracy and econo-
my of storage space proved in-
Yaluable to banks, solicitors,
libraries etc., for recording docu-
ments liable to destruction by
causes known. The originals are
P_hOtogrnphed onto3bor 16 m.m.
cine film, The rolls of film can
be stored in safety in a small
space and the tiny negative en-
larged back to full size as and
when required for reference.

The microgram servico, as ib
hag become known is also emplo-
yed to an enormous cxtent for
the expeditious transmissions of
official documents.

Miniature camera technique i8
also proving its extreme value in
mass radiography. Muny men
and women in services and in
factories are having iuiature
x-tuy photographs taken of their
chest structure to diagnose pos-
sible tuberculosis, which can be
promptly dealt with. Spccial
x-ray outfits have been evolved
for dealing with this matter and
by use of the miviature film 500
to 600 x-ray chest exposures can
be made in & day.

In Navy,] photography finds
practical use in the special pho-
tographic unit which is devoted
to the analysis of gunnery which
is now bound up very consider-
ably with photography. The
camera is used to analyse every
shot in practice and exercises
and frequently in actual ware-
fare to detect how much faults
are due to human error and how
much to other factors,

In Army much is devoted to
propaganda. Photographs and
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photographio informations are

- used very extensively for opeta-

- nal purposes and these have
‘l;)l::n sﬁpprljied in nearly every
case by Air Force who have
gocured their information on
photographic — reconnaissance
flights. Al campaigps in diffe-
rent theatres of war are very
adequately recorded in detail by
photographers working frequen-
tly in front line. The Ar.m{
photographers rank as technica
gergeants and share the same
risks as the fighting men.

. 1ly the enormously impor-
tafér;zhgevemenhs ot the Qhoto%
raphic reconnalssance units o
Air Force, with the extension and
intensifications of strategic bom-
bing of enemy industrial objec-

tives, the value of the photo-
graphic work done by ““Spitfires”.
and ‘“Mosquitoes’ is greater than
ever before.

Most of the photographs are
taken automatically at regular
intervals during the recounnais-
sance flight, so that the pictures
overlap and subsequently exami-
ned as stereoscopic pairs, which

still further disclose enemy dis-

positions. On the pictures obtai- -
ned by the photographic recon-
naissance units practically every-
move of the three units depends.
Photography has become the eye
of the fighting forces and upon
it will fall the considerable
amount of the credit for the
victory to come.

Mercury N

" atall Leadigg Stores.
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uHOW can [ bring myself to
part wiih you, dearest?”
asked Chandrika, caressing the
the cheek of her lover. “Can’t

yoy,stay for another month at
least?”

“It is already too late,” rep-
ied Malik gently disengaging
bhimself from her arms. “You
see, dear, my father is a stub-
* born man and none of us will
dare disobey him. He has wired
* that my marriage has been fixed
- and that my presence is urgently
required. I am leaving for Delhi
by the morning train.”

She looked thoughtful and sad
She knew that he was telling her
lies to escape from her spell. Her
career as top film actress was at
an end almost. She was now get-
ting only minor roles. This young
lover of hers over whom she was
orazy was evidently tired of her,
There was a time when he had
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THE LAST
HOUR

Was it the knock of destiny for her ?

The bird of love had already
flown out.........

BY MADAN MOHAN §

°
°
°
M
000000000000000000000000
crushed her in his arms wlth
fierce and ardent love. He had
been one of her regular worship-
pors. She was past thirty then
and he was barely twenty—
studying in college.

He had seen her films and
used to write to her letters gush-
ing with sentiment and admira-
tion, On the pretext of getting
her autograph, he waited out-
side her house every evening and
sent in a fine bouquet of reses as
she arrived from the studios.
She had seen from her car and
was struck by his handsome face,
curly head and large brown eyes.
He was delicate and winsome
like a prince. There was no
doubt that he was of an aristo-
cratic family.

She gave him an interview du-
ring which she was sruck by his
personality and engaging man-
ners. When he met her next time
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" her studies.

at her own invitation he.decln%ald
his love for her in unrpmtaka e
terms, She pressed him t0 stay
to supper snd when she led tllnm
upstairs to her bedroom to show
bim ber albumm of photos ref)pre-
genting her progress 10 films mﬁ;
minor roles t0 stardom, he toh

her with wild enthusiasio how 3
had seen most of her pictures al

even sang Some of her solr:gs.
They went over a photo W :ﬁi
she ﬁgured ina love sc::erkxle?-—f e
fero pulling her towards bim od
a fond embrace- Malik an

: - ed their heads and
Chandrik rmseh other with the

me up an
;(;xg: round her neck. She pulled

him down to the floor and locked
him in an embrace-

ed three
t romance starte , 4
ye::ls&ago- He boasted of his

affair to bis friends in the college

:calous fellows
d one or two Jo&
::cretly posted anonymous letters

to his father who wondered why

i was failing inevery exa-
]xlxz?nz(;alilon. But to Chandn%(a:
never had love been more gt l?e
rious then when she was 1D
arms of this young fellow. .

own private life was It
of}];;;dedyptlf)oEgh '22?: v;;:‘;
rs of happiness. -
ssz{?oeol Slliefat; was marked by gaiety
and freedom from care. ;5
father loved her a8 his pez gto
her mother; too, was devo ‘i' .
her. Butshe finished schoollng;

Ee.wanted {o pursue her s_;tudles

isn college. Her mother it was

who oppose ho parents had
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d the continuation of

become old and so she must be
married in good time, That was
her view. They married her; to
a man named Vas who was earn-
ing three hundred rupees a
month.

But Vas was a spendthrift
though he loved his wife. He
was recklessly extravagant and
constanly running into debts
which he couldn’t pay. He had
already sold away all bis wife’s
jewels. When creditors began to
harass him he left one early
morning and threw himself on
the railway track before a run-
ning train.

The young widow found her-
gelf stranded on the streets and
was starving and helpless. Her
parents had died and her only

. brother was working somewhere

in a plantation in Borneo. Barua,
an old man whe had been her
neighbour, vefriended hery He
engaged her to run his housenold
(he had lost his wife long ago)
and to teach his daughter. 3

Chandrika was grateful to
Barus for extending his hand of
friendship in distress and was
ably keeping house for him.-
Once the old man sent his daugh-
ter to his sister’s house which
was in a distant village [and
Chandrika found berself alone.
When he entered her bedroom in
the night with a sheepish grin
she knew she was trapped. She
hissed at him and tried to run
away but he forced her.  He
proved too strong for his age.

The next morning the old man
expressed his penitence and‘apo-
logized for the wrong done to her.
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He said that the temptation and
the impulse had been too strong
for him and gave her a pledge
never to come near her again.
She wept and wept and left his
houee in the evening. With the
help of an old actress she enter-
ed films as an “extra”. Slowly
she pushed her way up and her
fortune and fame were steadily
rising. She owned a big house,
& car and two servants and she
adopted a high style of living.

But love came her way in the
person of Malik and she loat her
head and neglected her work in
studios. Mareover, it was a
painful realisation that the years
were creeping on her. Her body
began to sag slightly. There
were dark shadows under her eyes
as she got up and she had great
difficulty in hiding the strands
of grey hair. Though she look-
ed desirable still she knew that
she'was losing in the game. New
facesin the screen made a greater
appeal and only secondary roles

~yiike an elder sister or a mature
matron) were being assigned to
her. Her fan mail which had
been carried in bags everyday
from the post office had virtually
ceased. When she had lost her
hold on the fans how could she
retain her hold on that hand-

~ :some Romeo, Malik ?

This then was her last kiss,
her last embrace and her final
farewsll. She knew it in her
heart of hearts and was aware
that he had had quite enough of
her. It was not his fault, she
admitted to herself, he was far
younger than herself.
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When he opened the door and
bade good-bye she simply nodded
her head, put on her clothes and
shut herself up in the hath-room.
Sht turned her mind on another
problem—something that imme-

diately affected her. Her income
had dwindled but her debts were
piling up to an incredible extent.
How could she answer her credi-
tors?How was she going to spend

the evening of her life without
anyone to love or look after herd

She finished her bath and
changed her dress when she heard
a knock at the door. She was
sure it must be some insistent
creditor out to make & scene.
Only when the knock was re-
peated half a dozen times did she
open the door. She was surpris-
ed to see two visitors—the old
man had who once molested her
and his daughter. He conld hardly
stand and his body was shaking
and his daughter supported him.
Chandrika didn’t have the heart
to shut the door. on them. She
asked them to come in and sit
on the sofa. His daughter spoke
for him: “Oh Chandrika, my
father says that unless you for-
give him a wrong done to you he
can’t die in peace. In compensa-
tion for that wrong, he wants to
offer you here and now one third
of his property which is conside-
rable and I am to inherit the two
thirds. 1 beg of you to accept
his offer and let him die in
peace.”’

Chandrika signified her assent
with mingled feelings,

——
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9~ SHORT STORY ™~

A SECRET TO
SHARE

% When she told her lover of her secret he was
{
3

gtunned and thoughttful.
to share with her too.....

AVITA went along .the bazaar,
S gwinging her hips in @
stylish mannerl, She wae‘;i l;ll:)elf:é
ed in a blue sari aqd a 1o ue
and her hair was tied into & p_n };
toil. A pair of fine gold nsﬁe
hung from her ear-lobes: o
looked grand and exquisite,
of vigour and youthful;)ess. e
plastic handbag swung roa] hor
right o a'tl'd o hal;‘isls-wa,tch.

ractive
;!}la,ny xa;f:n turned their heads to
admire the new face.

was this glamour girl ?
Sh?lk]];)d come and gettled in tlﬁz
city only siX months a%o~ She
had a most sophisticate ap;; r-
ance apd even glamour i;gli
Glms could copy & poit o
from her every tme. =Vl
e rsn a:;il:(’erdolct‘:rof&lx:er small
knocked at the i
residence 10 b b,
turned on them her most ved
witching smile put gently 8
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But he had something

¢
¢
¢
¢
é
By L. R. Dhawan ,.\g,

aside. “We shall meet
Zl;;n; other time,  she Wou111d
say and quickly close ttl; g
door behind ber. Her mptherf,.
Shanta, heaved a heavy sig {(})
despair. “We want a Gurtha
watchman to keep out these
callers, Savita,” she would say.
«Only we don’t }}’awe the mean~

to engage a man.

e daughter looked .serlous
an'(ll‘h thoug%ltful. «“Which re-
minds me, mother, that We
have only siX hundred rupees
loft out of that two thousa’r’ld.
We may run short very sooun.

«[ am ,more deeply worrieg
than you, my da.ught,er,
Shanta said. ‘It is time you
had a heart-to-heart 'ta.lk with
Ramchapd and indicate your
consent if you ate 80 inclined.
1 won’t seek to influence you.
I know where to draw the line
even if I can exaot your absolute
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obedience. But it is wige to

make up your mind one
the other.” ey or

- Savita embraced her mother

fondly and said, “I know
Mother is a darling and will
make any sacrifice for her
daughter. You see, I am going
out now.”

She was going through the
bazaar to reach the central park
where  Ramchand would be
waiting for her  Of the half
dozen richest men in the city
Ramchand was one, and he had
fallen in love with her hopeles-
sly. He had pots of money to
waste. There had been some
women in his life but he dropped
them one after another. He
thought that none of them had
the qualifications to become his
wife. He bad a knack for get.
ting away before there was any
treable from any dame.

_ He had been waiting for Savita
Jmpatiently for more than an
hour in the park- He had met
her in the same spot one even-
ing five weeks ago and he was
courting her since then. She
knew a few facts about his
wealth and extravagant ways
So she did not resent his atten-
tions. She encouraged him but
wag elusive. He took her in his
car to the beach every evening
which was fifteen miles away.
Onb the sands they sat for three
to four hours chatting or watch-
ing the eternally restless waves.

As soon as he saw her coming
towards him in the park, he uo-
ceremoniously hustled her and
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led her towards the car standing:

& hundred yards off.

s .
“Get in quick. Thers is some--

thing to tell you about” he

urged her in a coaxing voice, "

But herdid not talk to her until

he reached the shore. He park-

ed the car near a statue which
was spouting water from its
mouth and took her to & canteen
where they ate bun and butter
and ice-cream.  Then the

sought a secluded corner on ch)7
beach, She lay flat on her
stomach and he was sitting very
close, gazing at her ivory-white
neck and lovely glossy head.

(11 A
Come on now, Ramchand,” -

she said smilin ¢ is
Jour ming g. What is on

“I don’t know how to i
¥ you, Savita,” he said Iv)vl;tb;h l:
sad expression.  “Things have
been going wrong with me since

8¢t my eyes on you. Iam
getting absent-minded and mis-
place files, letters and papers
I have not bad a wink of slee[;
for several days. 1 have lost
my appetite too.”

“Then the best thing is
banish myself out of you{i sighttg
she retorted, laughing: “Krom
tomorrow you won’t be seeing
me, I assure you.”

Sho half rose to
detained her. “You ar%onll)iz:alllie-
ing me, dear. I am saying all
this to emphasise that I can’t get
on without you even for g
moment.”

“We are meetin i

g daily, are
we not ¥’ she asked W?t:h a
mocking expression.
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- He understood our plight, paid

“Stop tantalising me, honey,
I beg of you. Have you talked
to your mother about me and
have you obtained her 'consent
to my proposal ? You said there
is a seoret to share with me. I
promise you I won’t change my
opinion. There is nothing that
will take away my love for you.
I have already told you about
my weakness for womel and
vices. 1 know and I fcel that

you alone can reform me,’

She patted him on the arm.
“Ramchand, I know you are
devoted to me. But I don’t
think we can marry, and remain
happy. I think it is but proper
that you should know all about
me. Supposing somebody else
tells you the secret about me
afterwards, serious misunderstan-
ding will arise. Iam notan inno-
cent girl. Five years ago when
my father and my only brother
died of small-pox we had no
means of livelihood. We were
famished for food and the land-
lord had given us notice to quit.

«Next door there was one
Kapur, an old man past fifty.

off our debts and asked the
landlord to cancel his eviction
notice. He asked me to assist
him in his correspondence- He
was secretary of an orphanage
and was making a fat sum out
of it. He persuaded me to stay
late in the nights as he wanted
to dictate urgent letters. I was
quite an innocent girl then and
was only giggling when

thought he was playing with me.
The devil had actually seduced
me. I knew nothing about these
matters and sort of liked what
he was doing to me. My mother
discovered the horrid truth
when I was five months’

pregnant.

«“She is & very strong
woman with a will of her own
which nobody could resist. The
next night when I was working
in his room she came in armed
with'a dagger and asked the old
man to answer for his crime
against me. He had a wife and
daughter in his village. He was
terribly afraid of my mother’s
menacing attitude and after
much argument agreed to pay
me off at once with three thous-
and rupees by way of compensa-
tion. We went to another town
where 1 was delivered of a
female child which survived only

for & month. v

«“That is the truth about
me, Ramchand, and if you still
care to marry me—an unwed
mother—you are welcome.”

Ramchand bent low and
kissed ber full on the mouth.
«You see, Savita, I was born
of an illicit union. My mother
had a rich lover and since he
had no issue he left me all his
property. Shall we get married
next week, darling ?”

Their lips met again in a pas-
sionate kiss and they took a
solemn oath.
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mocked at her..........
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¢/ OU are sweet and charm-

ing, Kamini,” he whispered
as he kissed her tenderly on the
-cheek-

“LSekhar, you always want me
to'remain in your arms. Can love
be a substitute food for the hu-
man body?”

"He strained her in his arms
again and only after another
long fierce kiss did he relcase
her.

She adjusted her sari and
blouse properly, ran a comb
through her hair, looked in the
mirror to satisfy berself that
everything was all right about
her and slowly walked towards
the kitchen,

She lighted a stoveand placed
a vessel of water over it She
.sat on a stool and stretched her
legs at ease. She heard him
whistling a merry tune. From
the room adjacent to thekitchen
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sne heard » snore in alow key.
It was her mother who was
sound asleep after 8o many rest-
less nights. She was suffering
from blood pressure and con-
stant worry had only accentuated
her trouble. Any other woman
would have collapsed long ago
under such an intolerable burden
of worries. Her father had

suddenly died one morning of a .

heart attack. He had been a
broker earning a moderate in-
come but he gave little to his
wife for the maintenance of the
family., He had been unfaithful
to his wife and ran after women
of loose character. He spent on
them most of what he earned.
What was worse, he borrowed
heavily to win their favours. He
dressed himself in the finest
clothes and used scents of the
highest and rarest quality.

0 3 '
Kamini’s mother was a wo-
man of angelio patience. 8he
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S If she was insistent he woul

"~ while.

- gold up the hous

" to get on WO

‘perway to offce,

" ‘ band’s
was aware® of 'her hus _
wickedness and sin. In the ea?:g
stages she remonstrated vi?ll
bim but he paid no heed tod ;;:

gent himself for geveral days

from home. For the sake of

peace and for the gake of Kalm:;r]:xlle i
continued education the mo or
kept quiet. She received 2 mortl) fo-
ly pittance from her elder ore
ther and managed the househol :
It was her hope that Kan%;n
would earn her livelihood alter
completing school. o

Farly one morning Kamini's
father came in ond slept for h&
Both mother and daugh-
ter were glad thathe had returnci
ed home. Hegot up lute a'r'loh
as he was cleaning his ‘geet.h Wlh
a brush he felt a pamn i bt de
chest and tottered back to i ehé
A doctor was sent for and I
pronounced that life was extinev.
ini and her mother al-

Kam
i w and
away in sorrow a

most melted

i ly. he

ears over this trage -
; tter was faced with the great
. After con=

et crisis in her life. ;
ions Wi r brother she
sultations with h(; D er

husband, cleared off some g;leté
gtanding debts and enguca-
Kamini to continue her e

tion.
completed
After two JEAT S:li%ed berself

studies and qua

:x:r& stenographer- She %o; az
job in a mercantile firm an wos
: ble to please her supenors. Sho
aot o salary of Rs. 130 apr% a(:) b
pherself and her mother We

11 on this sum.

. ung man on
She often met & yowh% canght

her fancy- He was working as- -
an insurance agent and looked.-
very affluent. He always touch-
ed his hat whenever he met her.
He introduced himself as Madan,
He was suave in his talk and
polished in his manners. Kamint
who was usually shy and reser-
ved with men responded gene-
rously, talking to him freely
and éoing with him to restau-
rants and picture houses.

That was how she fell in love
with him. She gave him the
first kiss when there was a
tumultuous love scene in a Holly-
wood film where a young woman
meets her lover en a mountain
side and clings to his neck.

Madan used to boast of other
conquests. Instead of being.
angry, she was eager to be loved
and petted by him. On the pre-
text of seeing his room, 'she sur-
prised him late one night and
gurrendered to him.

But he was not very communi-

cative about himself. She di .

not know much about his antece-
dents, his parents, their place
of residence and all that. When
she told her mother about him,
the old woman was anxious to
know about these particulars but
he was evasive. It was plain,
however that Kamini was head
over heels in love with him and

‘told her of her resolve to marry

him. She wrung her consent to
an immediate simple ceremony,.
Madan was eager but pleaded
that none of his relatives could
attend the marriage. He, how.
ever, promised to take Kamini
to his own town beyond Delhi
soon.
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The wedding was a very sim-
ple affair lasting over just two
hours in a temple with only two
purohits officiating. Madan mov-
ed his belongings to his bride’s
residence. There was a spell of
heavenly happiness for them. He
had told her that his monthly

income touched a cool thousand
and that there would be no neces-
sity for her to work after the
marriage- The first thing she
did after her wedding was to
send in her resignation as a typist.
She wanted always to be in his
arms and kiss him all over until
the hunger in her heart was satis-
fied.

He went out early in the
morning with his valise and came
back iate in the nighgs to find
his wife all tremulous with ex-
citement and lookingz forward to
new thrills and pleasures. As
tirree wore on he had a fishy look
about him.  After about five
months he suddenly slipped out
- her life and vanished without
a word.

Kamini broke downin sorrow
and distress. So was her mother
when an intense search proved
futile. They discovered that he
was not working for any insu-
rance company at all and that he
was an adventurer. They broke
open his trunk box and made
another  shocking discovery.
There were some old letters
- which proved beyond doubt that
he had already a wife and child-
ren and the wife implored him
to send her money for main-

tenance. That was enough for
Kamini. Her love changed into
hatred. She had been betrayed
and reduced to utter poverty
and misery. She had no more
desire to see him: She could
not get back the job she had so
thoughtlessly kicked off,

After an intense effort she se-
cured an employment on a low
salary in a drug store. But they
were half-starved. Her mother
had fallen ill, denying herself
many things and worrying
over hoer daughter’s sad fate,
She became worse and was bed-
ridden. The poverty and wret-
chedness at home were beyond
description.

It was during this period that
she met Sckhar. He was a fre-
quent visitor to the drug shop
and got into talking terms with
Kamini. He had lost his mother,
wife and children in disastrous

floods that inundated his village
and had come fo the city to for-
get his sorrow. Kamini’s pro-
prietor, too, knew all about his
family and she used to listen to
his accounts,

She invited Sekhar one day to
her house to take tea and see
her ailing mother. At one glance
he understood her dire distress
and poverty and heclped them
with his money of which be had
plenty. He came every evening
and talked. Though he was fifteen
years older than herself, Kami-
ni gave him her love and forgot
her rascally husband.

—
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ARTICLE

- WORSHIP OF SASTA

A Unique Festival in Kerala

~ most

By A.

THE annual worship of Sasta
is considered to be the

delightful and unique
among the festivals of Kerala.
‘On the remote hills of Sabari-
mala in the erstwhile central
Travancore is the famous pagoda
confining in it the deity of Sasta
or Ayyappan as he is popularly
called. This pagoda, situated
on an eminence of 2000 feet
above the sea level, is not often
easily accessible although the
modern means of transport have
started peeping into this region.

The access to the gate of the

S

pagoda on the East is led by a
flight of steps. Therefore this
temple is also known as ‘Pathi-
pettampati’. The pagoda is
comparatively small in size and
fully covered by fine copper
plate.

During the famous Makaravi-
Jakku festival in the month of
December there is an influx of
votaries to Sabarimala from all
parts of Kerala and the neigh-
bouring states- The Malayalees,
the Tamilians. the Andhras and
the Kannadigas who assemble
here in countless lots forget dis-
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parity of region and languages.
The rich and the underling, the
capitalist and the proletariat,
the landlord and the peasant—
all forget their sectarian antago-
.nism and differences for the
moment. The path to Sabari-
mala takes a sinuous course
through the thick deciduous
forests and the taxing journey
of the pilgrims often last for
day:.  Yet their enthusiasm
and fervour are not chilled by
the ordeal of the journey.

The birth of Sasta is one of
the most interesting romances of
Hindo mythology. According
to the Epic, the devas (Gods)
and asuras (Demons) were churn-
ing Palazhi, the sea of milk,
with a mountain serving as a
mighty churn and a snake doing
the part of a rope. By constant
and vigorous agitation they got
the sweet and pleasing ambrosia
capable of conferring eternal
vouth and beauty on those who
consume it. Unfortunately the
demons were the recipients of
ambrosia. The disappointed
Devas Jodged a complaint with
Vishnu, the head of the trinity,
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and urged him to recover the
neotar from ihie demons before
they consumed it and became
immune to death. Vishnu,
therefore, assumed the guise of
a beautiful domsel and began
enticing demons.  Under the
spell of her charims the demons
requested her to distribute the
-ambrosia among them.  Adept
Vishnu asked them -o shut their
eyes and deciired  that she
would marry whosoover opens
his eyes lust. No sooner did the
lustfui asuras close  their eyes
in a competitive spitib to win
her over than the disguised
Vishnu quictly made away with
the ncetar arud gove it to Devas.
Shiva, tbe third amoeng the

trinity was unxious to under-

stand how Vishnu could hood-
wink the asures.  With o view
to allaying iis eurinsity Vishna
sppeared in the guise of the
charming girl for a second time.
Sluva was so nwuch attracted by
her voluptuous heauty that he
instantaneously feil head over
‘ears in love with her quite
oblivious of the truth that the
girl before hite w.r none other
than his colleague Vishnu., Sasta
was born of their embrace.  He
is, thercefore, known as Hari-
harasuthan, the son of Hari
(Vishnu) and Liaran (Siva). The
temporary couple lefv their off-
spring in the woods from where
the childless Pandalam Raja
picked and brought him up.
Later on Suasta cmbarked on
popularity by slaying the fero-
cious Mahishasura, the demon
with buffulo’s head. Sage

Agastya is belicvod to bave re-

quested  Nasta o romain gy

‘Babarimala to shower hisi bless-

Yo

ings on the people and there he
remains to this day.

The Makaravilakku festival ,
falls goncrally in the second.
week of January., A votary'™
who intends to participate in
the iestival has to  ohserve
stern discipline  for 41 days
from  the middle of Novem.
ber.  Following 4 solemn oath
of fidelity, the devotes wears a
necklace of beads, abstaing from
meat-eating and drink, refrains.
from sexual  thoughts, grows
beard and indulges in regular
prayers. The outcome of such
dlsclplinary and pious life is g
acquire bodily and mental cop%
trol so as to enable him to hear
the tedium of the journey with.
greater ease,

By the beginning of the
sccond week of January, vota-
rics ake preparations for the
pilgritnage. They, at. the very
outset, tic up a head load consig.
ting of two scetions.  In one of
thein are stored the offerings to
Sasta and in the other, materials
such as rice, vegetubles, pickles
and coconut required for theip™
own consumption.  An impor-
tant item among the offering is
a sizeable coconus filled com-
pletely with ghee. The votaries
invariably carry  with them
woollen rugs and blankets to
shield their bodies against the
piercing winter,

The majority of the pilgrims
choose to go in small groups led
by the most senior man ocalled

‘periasamy.” Seniority is reck-
oned by tho largest number ofy

(rips e has made to Sabarimala:.

The subordinates have to Obéyz :

the instructions of ‘periasamy’
scrupulously and they shouid not
resort to abusive or unpolished
languaze. It is with such com-
mendable code of behaviour that
the Ayyapans (votaries) march
towards Sabarimala.

At an intermediate  station
called Erumeli, the cnthusiastic
Ayyappans celebrate an  interes-
ting function which is emblema-
tical of Sasta’s hunting expedi-
tion to kil Mahishasura.  Ilach
group blacken their fuces :m.d
bodics and carry over their
shoulders a long bamboo stick
on which s slune a blanket con-
taining currystufts  and  ban-
anas. Some of them carry bows
and arrows cud some others
equip themselves with bl:anch(:s
of trees. Then vo the vigorous
and  stentoriun  orchestra of
drums, trumpets and cywmbals
the Ayyappans begin to dance
uttering hymns in praise of
Sasta. The procession gradually
moves to the Jnuneli temple
where it terminates. They
camp at the temple during the
night and continue the journey
the next day.

Votaries leaving Erumeli have
to pass through a number of odd
places like Peruthode, where
they offer fried rice and molasses
to the rocks on the bed of the
stream, Azhutha, where the
government transport system
ferminates, Mukkuzhikkal, where
the evergreen canopy of thick
forests begin, Matakkuthavalam,
which is a resting place and

tew porary sho ing ocontre, the

S00ting bamk of Puthusseriyar

and the panoramic valley of
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of Karimala. When the never
ending cavalcade of devotees
reach  the picturesque littoral
region  of  Vawmpanadi (river
Pampa) they set up temporary
huts thatched with green leave«
and branches of 'he wood. It
is surprisingly  pleasurable to
ohsarve the miraculous transfor-
mation of this regular arena of
wild clephants into an extensive
township with lakhs of men,
thousands  of  ¢uweer looking
dwellings, of retuil shops busy
catering to the needs of the
votaries and the medical s*alle
to provide first alds,

The Pumban Vilakkue (illumi-
nation) in honour of Sasta cons-
titutes one of the most alluring
and rare scenes at night.  The
devotees set afloat on the waters
of the Pampa, myriads of tiny
domes over which are lit pisces
of camphor. Some ingenious
and craft minded people mani-
pulate small chariot-like struc-
tures of bamboo, decorate them
fully with Iit domes and then
float themron the surface of the
river.  The venerable Pampa
flowing continuoasly filled with
the melody of natural music is
forther gloritied by millions of
such twinkling luminaries,

_The devotees then proceed to
tReir final destination, Sabari-
maia, after enjoying a sumptuous
feast. Before ascending the
18 stairs thev break the ghee
cocoanut brought by them ss an
offering to Sasta. Ornaments for
the deity arrive at night from
the Pandala palace where they

are kept for safo cuatody.
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-Short Story
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FMAIDEN'S DESIGNS::

O 3rerar Er’arﬂr‘ar’ar‘ar'arﬁrola,-ra,

She was too clever for hi
her sinister designs whe

“SEETA dearest, « T cannot
help loving you even
though . you have betrayed me
andf.done me the most grievoug
wfong.  During all these five
years we were supremely happy
in each other’s arms. = At any
wirt ik,
<ate, that was the most equisite
time of my life. T don’t know
how you felt. When you said
that you could not live without
me I was a fool to believe you.

“I  shall narrate here the
circumstances of our association
from the beginning.  When I
came to your house as a lodger
Your mother, yourself and your
two little sisters, Parg and
Swarna, were treating me with
much affection and solicitude,
You all called me Dilip ang
made much fuss over me,

“X too reciprocated those feel-

ings of cordiality and wammdh,

My job was new but I did not
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By Padma Rajan

m and he saw through
n it was too late

......

feel very lonely in the city be-
cause your lively presence did a
lot to cheer me up and drive
away my clouds of gloom,

“My salary wag ot much but
was careful in spending, A
Protty girl-Tulsi-wag waitihg for
me In my village. I haq told
her mother that I would brin

took years, ang w

her daughter at, any o;olgt. maSl‘trl.Z
Wwas poor and Tulsi wag her only
chil _and she wanteq tq see her
right ¢

who could be reh'egd upggeinofoxggﬂ
wind and fipe weather, She
made me swear before her family
deity that would keep my
word and marry Tulsj ag early
as possible. She allowed me to

take a photo of Tulsi
81 and b
me before starting for the eligéed

“T came tg gpe CIty with g feel.

'
1ng of exaltation and g sacred

task to fyjfi] Every evening

INDIA MAGAZINE

after finishing my work in the

office I did part-time work in a

‘watch-dealer’s shop as a typist.

After attending to the correspon-

-dence there, I would take a

frugal meal in the hotel and
come to your house.

“I admit you were all most
considerate about my lhealth.
The upstair room which I was
oceupying was breezy and com-
tortable.  There would be loud
noise downstairs and I knew
there were even quatiels among
you but vou would stop all that
and welcome me as [ entered.

“Slowly, bit by bit, I under-
stood the nature of your family
and position. There was not
much food in the house to go
round. The tcnant downstairs
was paying you Rs, 35 and I was
paying you Rs. 25 for the s1pgle
room upstairs. With sixty
rupees your mother hud to feed
herself and the three daughters.

In these days with prices soaring .

up to dizzy heights a house.
hoilder has to do tight rope
dencing. I knew your mother
was in difficulties. So whenever
she wanted small logns Iwa(siz
€ to accommodate an
:vgl:il}é refuse to take back that

.money.

“Once as I went up to my
room late, it was dark. I
thought someone was exploring
‘the pockets of my coat which I
had left behind that day as it

was very warm. The next mo-
ment you threw your arms round
my neck, Pressed your moist rosy

1i ainst mine. You Whlsper.
ﬂl(li)s bggme not to speak loud, and
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made me understand that you
were hiding in my room after a
quarrel with your mother who
was thinking that you had gone
out to some friend’s house in a
huff.

“As I felt your soft breasts
pressing against my chest I
shivered in happiness. Here was
the love-god aiming his flowery
arrows of loye at me, and I
succumbed to temptation then
and there. You spent half the
night in my bed-in my arms-and
I forgot my promise to Tulsi’s
mother.

“From that time on you stole
into my room every night and I
had a suspicion that you did it
all with. your mother’s full con-
sent and approval. Naturally
you all began to loox. upon me
as the head of the familyl)"Anti-
cipating your needs I Save you
three-fourths of my galary and
put the balance in vfie bank.

“Thus it was a mad whirl of
pleasure for us. You revelled as
much in my kissesas I did in
yours. Only your mother pre-
tended there was nothing hap-
pening between you and me. She
wae always harping on the early
necessity of marrying you to
some decent feilow.

“Every night as you crept
into my bed in the dark and nes-
tled close to 'me you gave me
solemn assurances that you

would always be mine whatever

happened. Then I told vou with
innumerable sighs about my

he]pless position-how I had given
my word that I would marry
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Taulsi and nobody else. You coa-
xed out of me all the details
about my undertaking and the
news about my savings for the
purpose.

When 1 finished my narrative
you broke out of my arms and
looked very annoyed. After
much argument and persuasion
you slipped into my arms again
but exacted a piomise from me
that I would never write to
Tulsi’s mother so ‘ong as I was
with you.

“From that day you were
domineering and assertive. You
would now and then check the
contents of my purse and scruti-
nise my items of expenditure,
You would take out the photo
of Tulsi and direct at it your un-
disguised Jooks of hate and
jealous;,

KA
“QOnly after six months had
gone I rvcalised the sinister
natyys of your designs. When I

~ent to office one morning the -

boss sent for me. In his room
was seated a visitor whom I
knew to be a very old and res.
pectable resident of my village.
His name was Moti Babu. The
boss asked me to listen to him,
I was shocked at the news he
brought and the accusations im-
plied in what he said. He said
a girl named Seeta bad written
to Tulsi’s mother that she was
betrothed to me and that she
might as well look elsewhere

for an eligible bachelor for the
hand of her daughter. She also

informeed  thav Harl (myself)

LI

B ALY

would not be writing to her at

all. The mother and davghter
were shocked and heart-broken,
and committed suicide by hang-
ing on the same night.

“The whole village was guth-
ing with anger at me over this
outrage. You see, my boss
having connections with a family
there dismissed me on the spot.
Gone was my mainstay. He
told me that it would be a sin to
keep in his officc such an un-
pricipled rogue as myself. I was
stung with a sense of shame.

“I was unemployed, So T
wanted to go to my room and
ensure the safcty of Rs. 4500
which I had savad all these five
years. Only the previous week
I had withdrawn this sum from
the bank and had quietly plan-
ned to go to the village in fulfil.
ment of my promise.

““When I went to my room I
wag shocked to discover that my
little box containing my hard-
won savings had disappeared.
When I tackled you about it
yourself and your mother denied
having seen it. You stormed
and threw my things out. You
knew that I was unemployed-a

broken reed. I did not go to the-

police for fear that the unsavou-

ry details of our affair would
come to light.

“Tonight I am going to join
my dear Tulsi and in the land of

shadows I shall meet Tulsi’s
mother and apologise to her for

1y errors.  (lood-bye—Hart.!*
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Short Story

By ). R. Dwarakanath

She had a tale of sorrow to
tell and the visitor squeezed
her hand in sympathy....... .

-ulT is only three o’clock and

the cold scems to freeze my
very blood,” said Prasad,. cun-
sulting his wrist watch in the
flare of a match stick. In that
tiny flame, the face of a beauti-
ful woman scantily dressed was
illumined. She might be twenty-
five. Her eyes were large and
sparkling, her mouth was small
with rosy red lips and she had an

attractively ample bosom. She

was lying in the lap of the  man
who was on the wrong siie l(l)f
ty. “Don’t go now,” she
Af'?)laged him. ** At five o’clock if
you stand outside this bouse
taxis will go by. You can hire
one and go home. If you pay
five rupees more to the old
woman Mantba who is 1n charge
.of us, she will be satisfied.”?
“That is @& sensible sugges-
4ion,” he said, preparing to
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gtretch himself on the\ bed with

€

one arm round her nevi{Some-

how I don’t get sleep. en I
go home it will be far( worse.
My wife is a paralytic*yatient.

The left side of her Yody I use-
less and lifeless. She had a stroke
ten years ago. I have engaged
an old retired nurse to attend
on her. My two daughters also
minister to her needs. But my
wife is always shouting and
mosning in pain. What is to be
done?”’

“Qh poor man!’ she said,
stroking his cheek with her fin-
gers. ¢You must have suffered
a good deal. That is fate and
nobody can avoidit, What did
you do whenever you needed a
companion, and you are such a

full-blooded man®”’
«Twice or thrice a week 1

would surreptitiously visit such
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houses as this. But always T re-
turned home with a feeling of
guilt asif I had done some grie-
vous wrong to my wife., I was
pretty well disgusted with myself
and the women I had slept with.
There is nothing compared to the

happiness of a life with one’s
wife.”

She sighed aulibly and moved
away from him. *“Yes, men have
only contempt for us. When
they first approach us they praise
us to the skies. Jome of them
who are very rich make glitter-
ing propositions. ‘Am I prepared
to run away with him? He will
provide me with « grand bunga-
low and place a car at my dis-
posal- The only condition is that
I must be his mistress for ever,
Five hundred rupees or even
more a month will go into the

~Dank to my credit. What more
do I want?” 1 just shrug my
shouid. vs and say to him, “[shall
conside  this proposition in
about / teix-days and let you
¥rgi.”” That]man would usually
vanish after a week. 1 guess he
has gone in search of fresh pas-
tures. I don’t believe in the pro-
fessions of these men. They
have a cheap gibe that women
are fickle-minded. But in my
experience it is the men who

change their minds like weather-
eocks.”

“You are an admirable wo-
man, Pushpa—an exception to
the rule. Most of the women I

have met were pretty like dolls
but they were stupid and vulgar

wivh coarse voices, I have had
nothing but contempt for them.

They had-an eye only on my
118

purse and always asked for extra
cash to be paid without the

knowledge of their owner or
master,

“But  you are so different,
Pushpa. T am not in the least
exaggerating. There is about
you some subtle attraction which
irresistibly draws me here every
night for a whole month. You
have some culture and polish
that I see in every word and
gesture.” He  kissed her
moist lips and went on. “Iam
very eager to know your story.

Won’t you tell something about.
yourself 2

She spoke after a long pause..
“Prasad, I appreciate your fine
com plm_xents and for the first time
I am going to break my rule and
take you into my confidence. I
feel and know that you will never
give away my secrets.

“My days of childhood and
ad_olescence were full of the sun-
shine of happiness. My father
was a very rich landlord and my
mother was doting on me as I
was her youngest of three daugh-

ters. T had two brothers besides..

and_we were a well-knit happy
family. 1 was put to school where

I'shone very well with distinc-
tion.

“When I was nineteen and out
of school my father passed away.
He left us insolvent. His landed

property was saddled with debts.

and the creditors laid claims to
them. We werce forced to strug-

glc for necessities. My brothers.

earned low wages as clerks and

he had to be fed. It was lucky
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that my elder sisters were marri-
ed before father’s death and my
brothers-in-law gave us some
help.

With one of my sisters I went
to her husband’s house to be of
some assistance to her. My bro-
ther-in-law had also promised my
mother that he would secure a
job for me. My mother went to
live with my brothers in a small
portion of a house. Thus the
family was broken up and I was
sad at the turn of events.

“My brother-in-law had a
brother Gokul who was studying
for law. They were rich people

" with high traditions. My bro-

ther-in-law’s mother looked
down upon us as being inferior to
her family in status and expected
that we must be ever grateful
to them for the alliance made.
My sister Pratiba was terribly
afraid of her mother-in-law _and
though she was very fond of me
she would not talk to me boldly
in her presence.

“Things would have gone on
very well if something had not
happened to me. This Gokul and
I fell in love. He wasall appre-
ciative of my figure and would
not bat an eyehd whenever he
saw me. He would whisper to
me when there were _people in
the next room. I slept in a room
adjacent to his own and he would
come on tiptoe there and thrust
money into my hands and urge
me to send it ina cover tomy
mother and brothers. Thus he
touched my heart 1D the softest

spot. After some time he g%‘
very bold and embraced:me in my
bed and kissed me all over. 'At-
first I silently resisted but he was
so very handsome and the deli-
rium of delight made me intoxi-
cated and together we plunged
into the vortex. Every night
it was sheer delight to nestle in his
arms and enjoy urjnhibited love.

“But every thiny has its own
end: In less thar] four months
of this clandest’de affair I be-
came pregnant. ‘Gokul’s mother
was the first to $etect my condi-
jon and ordered me out of that
house- My sister put in a gentle
plea that Gokuland myself could
be married but nyither her hus-
band nor her mofher-in-law paid
any attention, Yhey denounced
me and sent me out.

“When I went «‘\oomy\})rqther’s
house they were thost .ilignant
and felt outraged. They th ht
their future would be in j{opar-
dy with a sister who wni§ be-
come an unwed motner. hey
asked me to get out. My mothe,
alone wept but she was help-
less.

«] wandered through this city
which I reached after a long jour-
ney, determined to commit sui-
cide. It was this Mantha, owner
of this house of ill-fame, who saw
me, and took me here. 1 gave
birth to a still-born baby. You
know, what Tam now.”

Prasad said nothing but he
squeezed her hand in sympathy..

N\
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By B. BHASKARA RAO

Before old mer marry again they must pause and think

of the covnsequences.

Otherwise incidents may

hapgen as in the case of Sundari .-

ROPRIETOR’ Prakash marri-

_ed Sundaria year ago. Sun-
dari is thesecond wife of Prakash
who is now ageld 50, Sundari is
a vepv-veautilul young woman
and)J. e has got everything and o
bungat/)w but she is not happy.

.0 *kash is the proprietor of a
~ company dealing in the busi-
ness of all machinery and Ppra-
kash improved his business by

his own eff
his orts and earned pro-

It is 770 Clock in the nioh
) t.

P.rakash returned in his C‘:I,I’g to

BIS bun_galoVY from the office,

iStun;i}itrl-l;-.d. > Prakash entered

into the bedroom with

in his hand. ® Packet

Sundari is in the sofa reading

8 novel._

“Sundari! Can you tell what

ds in th? packet?’ Prakash asked
Sundari and sat in the sofa.
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“How can I tell?”” Sundari said
without caring for the packet.

€
No;. You can......T want you
to know .”

“I have just told you that Ido
not know what the packet con-
tains, Why do you worry me,
})rakash?” Sundari replied blunt-
y.

“I know, Sundari...1 know you
do not want me to be married
with you. Even a beggar is better
than me””  Prakash threw away

the packet on the table und left
the room,

Sur}dari stood and without
knowing what to do threw her-

self into the cot and began to
weep.

After a while Prakash again

game nto th«_a room and found
undari weeping, His heart mel-
ted away. Prakash sat near
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Sundari and gently touched her
cheeks to console her.

“Sorry, Sundari, I hurt you
unnecessarily ; you know since
how long you are unkind to-
wards me though I have not
done any harm. T do admit that
I am aged, but I thought that
you would gradually love me asa
dutiful wife, All my expecta-
tions are proved to be otherwise.
All right....I don’t mind all that.
But I beg you, Sundari. Past is
past. Please try tolove me as a
housewife. 1 want you to be
cheerful always...”

Prakash took Sundari in his
arms, but Sundari half-heartedly
obeyed his will.

After a week Sundari had
slight fever, but she did not tell
this to Prakash. Two days pass-
ed. Prakash himself noticed that
Sundari had fever and he request-
ed Doctor Manohar to attend on
his wife.

Doctor Manohar examined Sun-
.dari and when anxiously ques-
tioned by Prakash, Doctor Mano-
har said ..<She requires complete
rest. The complaint is due to
mental worry.”

When the doctor was getting
into his car, Prakush in a piti-
able voice asked him.

¢« Kindly tell me Doctor whe-
ther my wife will recover from
sickness or not.”

«You need not worry. She

will recover within & forpnight,"’
Dr. Manohar said starting his

CAT ..

Qundari began to recover from

her sickness after 10 days.
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Dr. Manohar took special}%’rje
of her and prescribed ail the
latest and costly medicines.

Sundari felt a sort of pleasant-
ness at the sight of the young
Doctor Manohar. Manohar is
a tall, charming personality.
Sundari used to think “How
lovely is Doctor Manohar.”

Doctor Mano pjar came in his
car to visit Sunfari. She was in
her bedroom, Dr. Manohar
asked— o

“How are/you feeling, Sun-
dari?”

“Not too ' ad Doctor - re-
plied Sundari\smilingly.
She sat ir} the sofa and the

Doctor exa dined her looking

into her face.

Doctor “Mghobar did not pre~
viously motic the beauty of
Sundarl since kX = tmeating her
as a patient, He coi now
think how lovely she w & When
he touched her arm“ﬁ/{;examine
her he felt a shock:" He noticed
that she was feeling shyness.

«I am sorry, Sundari. I am
notin a good mood now” Mano-
har suddenly turned his face,

«Don’t mind, Manohar. I am
very grateful to you I bave re-
covered from my sickness under
your able treatment.”

Sundari stood and replied
smilingly.

“Thanks, Sundari’.

Doctor Manohar proceeded to
his car.

After the Doctor left, Prakash

came and informed Sundari that
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he ws going to Bombay to fina-
lise a Lusiness contract and that
he would rcturn within five days,
He also told her that there was

improvement in her health
felt glad. Wik and

The other day Prakash left for
Bombay. Sundari is alone with
the servant maid in the bunga-
low. She spent \he day as usual
?i;ld that evening ?he did not feel
il

Bundari longec’ for the pre-
sence of Doctor MEnohar.

As usual Dr. Mar char came in
his car and Sundars invited him
to her room.

[ ia 1 < 1 1
How is it, Suncari? Are you
feeling well?”’ “

A

_ Doctor Manohar enquired sit-
ting in the sofa.

Sundari also sat by the side of
Dr. Manohar, She looked like
an angel,

“Tell me, Sundari. T find you
are all right”’,

Dr. Manohar pressed for her
reply.

“It is Nature’s Cure, Doctor...
To tell the fact your presence
sl\ies me delight. I am infatua-

ed......”

Sundari pretended shyness,

Dr. Manohar became terribly
excited in joy. He could not
control his passion snd he took
ber in his arms without waiting
any longer

......
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By T. V. RAMAN

Planetary transits during the month : Venus tjansits to Mesh

on 2-3—"61. Mars continues its stay in Miitopd. Rahu, Pluto
and Uranus transit within the sign Simha. I\\ptune stays in
Thula. Jupiter and Saturn arc in Makara. »(\Kf.-'ﬁ;,; an_d
Mercury continue their stay In Kumba. Sun stays bov:)in
Kumba and in Meena rasis during the month.

Nae

MESHA vice and cultural activitr.will
come across opportunities tor
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(Aswini 4, Bharani 4, Kirthigai 1.)

Mars, Lord of the Lagna, is in
3rd hidden house. Hence take
care of your health. Neptune
in the 7th house will keep you
dignified and prosperous. Jupi-
ter though in 10th house attains
< Neecha Bhanga Raja Yoga
which will result in (%lstmct
jmprovement in your job or
business. Saturn 10 the 10th in
a movable sign incidates changes
in your official career: The lot

of students is quite 'efnvm,ble,
The period is_ propitious for
8§ culative activities. Persons

engaged in polities, social ser
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display of talents and will be-
suitably rewarded.

Lucky days: 3rd, 12th and
17th. .

Household  women should
restrict diet and try to obtain
more rest. The family finances
will be good. Women in jobs.
will have lucrative period and
desired change. Period is excel-
lent for women engaged in
politics, social service and cultu-~
ral activities.

Lucky days: 7th, 15th and

24th.
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A(Krifhigai 3, Rohini 4, Mrigasirsha 2)

Verus, Lord of the Lagna, is
hidden in the 12th house. Hence
toke great care about your
health. The position of Iluhu
Pluto and Uranus too is bad ir;
as much as they will cause
irksouieness at home. The posi-
tion of Jupiter and Saturn in
the 9th  hous . will keep you
extremely luck - and prosperous,
The conjunct,pn  of Kethu,
Mercury and Sip in 10th house
will cause minor ¢ isappointments
in your professon or business
but will wither dway after the
middle of the mo .th. Persons in
employment shduld be tactful,
Business men nd speculators
will make hea way. Persons
engaged in politi_s, social service
and cultural act. 7' ., will find
the period ext,reé .ely lucky.

Luc'  d,.. 8th, 16th and

*24th

Hou hold women. will have to
surm;,.ant vostacles and handi-

DIt .
¢z .» 1n household affairs. Women
in jobs will have good time.
Period is lucrative for those
-engaged in politics, social, ser-
vice and cultural activities,

Lucky days: 12th, 17th and
23rd.
MITHUNA

(Mrigasirsha 2, Arudra 4, Punarvasu 3)

Mercury, Lord of the Lagna,
though in 9th house, is afflicted
with Kethu. Further Mars occu-
pies Janma. Hence take care

-of abdominal and chest ailments.
Neptune in tho dth house will
keep you prosperous and digni-

fied. The position of Jupiter and
224

Saturn in the 56th house is no
doubt adverse but the evil
e‘ﬁ‘ects are minimised since
Saturn occupies own house and

Jupiter attains “Neecha Bhanga -

Raja Yoga.” Those in jobs will
have to put up with blame
and overwork. Business men
will huve to resist handicaps and
impediments,  The month is not
good for all others,

Lucky Days : 14th, 19th and

27¢h.

Hpusehold women should take
special care about their health:
Students will have to remain

meek and humble, Those in jobs

will have

y somewhat testing
period  Persons engaged in
politics, social service and

cul;uml activities will have to
wait for eventful period.

Lucky Days: 13th, 18th
and 24.

KATAKA
(Punarvasu 1, Pushya 4, Aslesha 4)

The Janma rasi is hemmed
between malefics. Hence special
care has to be taken about your
health. The presence of Rahu,
Uranus and Pluto in the 2nd
house is likely to cause unplea-
santness at home and setback
in finances. The latter part of
the month will be much better
than the former part due to the
position of Sun in the 9th
house. Venus in the 10th house
will keep you well in your office
or b :siness. The progress of
students will be retarded. Those

engaged in politios, social

service and cultural activities

will have to face enmity and

opposition,
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Lucky Days: 3rd, 14th and
26th.

Household women should take
care about their health. Those
studying will have to face handi-
caps and impediments. Women
in jobs will pull through. 1 hose
engaged in politics, sccial service
and cultural activities will have
to resist opposition and enmity.

Lucky Days: Gth, i6th
and 24th.

SIMHA ‘
(Makara 4, Pooram 4, Uthira 1)

The presence of Rahu, Uranus
apd Pluto in Janma is  net
desirable on point of health. The

resence of Saturn and Jupiter
in the Ath house will help in the
liquidation of your debts, dis-
appearance of your enemies and
financial gains. The position of
Venus in the 9th house \;7]1" ke\jﬁ

ucky despite other €

¥a?(:]torl. l\j';ars inpthe 11th house
indicates financial gains. Thoge
in jobs or ip business will
manage well. }?efsonsv;acl;gaggg
i litics, social servic
lelltll)l(;'al activities will be held to

blame.

Lucky Days *
27th.

e month is nob good for
ho'lrI:)ehold women. The progrl;ass
of students will be somew at
affected. Those in jobs will hav:;
to put up with overwork ap
exertion. Those .engaged ltm

olitics, social service and cultu-
ral activities will have to remaln

calm and composec.

5th, 6th and

8th, 16th and

Lucky Days:

24th.

KANYA
(Uthira 3. Hastha 4, Chitra %’

Mercury, Lord of the Lagna is
hidden in the 6th house and is
afflicted with Xethu. Hence
risks through stale food or veno-
mous bites may be possible,
Neptune in the 2nd house will
keep you weil in pffice or busi-
ness. The progriss of students.
will be affected. Those in jobs
will have to face,/ minor bother-
rations and hanc.icaps. Persons
engaged in polit.ts, social scrvice
and cultural acivitics will have
the desired orénings and will
come to limelignt.

Lucky Days : i 8th, 14th and
27th. :

Household woinen will have to
take speci«iix rfof their health,
also child’s bear.. The progress
of students will e ~<" ''v affec--
ted. Those in jobs will, ho?‘ver,
manage well. Women e fuged
in politics, social servi . and
cultural activities wii “fhars to.
wait for some time.

Lucky Days : 7th, 1S5th and

29th.
THULA
(Chitra 2, Swathi 4, Visaka 3.)

Venus, Lord of the Lagna, is in.
7th Kendra. Hence your health
will be splendid. Jupiter and
Saturn in 4th house will cause
minor confusion in household
affairs. Venus in the 7th house
can be counted upon for luck.
Mars in the 9th house will keep.
you prosperous- The presence of
Rahu-Pluto-Uranus in 1lth

ho'use will re§ult:. in ﬁvnancie.]
gains, Those in jobs or in busi-

ness will have good period. Per-
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~serveee and  cultural activities
. v .

“will come to prominence,

Lucky Days: 12th, 18th and
23rd.

Household women will find
difficulties in the management of
household affags.  Thosce study-
mg  will maky good progress.
Women in joks will have fine
period. Thoswengaged in poli-
iics, social service and  cultural
activitics will garn name and
fame. n -

Lucky Days: Ji}lh, 15th, and
Ist. I

W
VRiSvHIKA
(Visaka 1, Anurc fha 4. Jycshta 4.)

Mars, Lord ¢t the Lagna, is
hidden iz."™e * n house. Hence
rest . v diet and obtain more rest
and® menities. Th: conjuction
of Suy, Kethu and Mercury in
the 4 n il .se will cause unpica-
subliliess in household affairs. The
position of Rahu, Uranus and
Pluto in the 10th house will
keep you well in office or busi-
ness. The period is adverse for
those engaged in politics, social
service and cultural activities.

Lucky Days: 4th, 13th and
21st.

The month is not good for
houschold women. Progress of
the students will be retarded,.

Those in jobs will have to recon-

cile with overwork and other
handicaps. Women engaged in

polities, social service and cultu-
ral activities, will be put to blame

and hard work.
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Lucky Days: 7th, 16th and
29th.

DHANUS
{Moola 4, Poorada 4, Utharada 1)

Jupiter, Lord of the Lagna,
though in 2nd house, is debilita-
ted.  Beware of eye complaints.
The presence of Jupiter and
Saturn in the 2nd house will keep
your finances good. Venus in the
Sth house will keep you dignified.
A journcy is probable. Neptune
in the 11th house indicates gains.
Thosc in jobs will have somewhat
trying period.  Persons cngaged
in politics, social and cultural
activitics will have to resist handi-
caps and impediments.

Lucky Days: 9th, 17th anc
26th.

Women in jobs will have to
resist opposition and enmity with
calmness and fortitude. = The

month is adverse for women

engaged in politics, cultural acti-
vitics and social service.

Lucky Days: 4th, 13th and
21st ‘

MAKARA
(Utharada 3, Sravana 4, Dhanishta 2)

The presence of Saturn in Jan-
ma and debilitated Jupiter will
result in abdominal and other
complaints. The conjunction of
Sun, Mercury and Kethu is not
conducive to good finances.
Venus in the 4th honse will keep

you happy despite Mars in the
6th house. The progress of stu-

dents will be Somewhat affected.

ose in jobs will be overburden-
ed W!th work. The lot of busjness
men is not good and hence they

INDIA MAGAZINE
\

. CUT ALONG AND SEND US BY BOOK-POST .iiiiiiiriirirreniiinasaninssasnan

gNDIA MAGAZINE

E MARCH 1956

.,

PUBLISHED SIN(

SUBSCRIPTION FORM
( Please Fill-up & Return)
READ REGULARLY

INDIA MAGAZINE

LEADING MONTHLY FOR HOME AND FAMILY
35.B, E. G. STREET, TRIPLICANE, MADRAS-5

You will find in Every issue of “lNDI-&tMigSZSIN:;d
i ies, exce’.en
5 absorbing short stories, exce. :
aboult r1 features on: Women - Healt}:;_!— Your Questfu:lx:s
f&eguwaered Film — Fun and Planets & -/our Fortune of the .
ns - :

{
Month. 4 _
i / blishing - Jargest number +
o ia’s Only English Monthly pu : e x
:‘ i ?)f stories in each issue and widely ‘cclaimed X
*

Please enrol me 15 a subscriber of

CATZINE fTOMerereerremreeres e issue.
DIA MAGAZINE from. ‘ AT A
;Ijlm sending you the subscription for one /"oyl H?ﬁears y

Money Order To-day.

..................... M \.......-...
NAIIE . ooveeseerieereresaeneeneaessaaranasssess
(In Block Letiers) ST UROPURRTRRERVPUINS: RS ,
A
Date. . evverremmersmreeeianes
SUBSCRIPTION RATES
— P.
One Year 4—50 n Postage
Two Years 8—00 nP. ot
" — P.
Single Copy 0—50 n

% Subscriptions for less than one year are not accepted.

5 month of the year.
isted during any
ribers can be enlis
* Subsc

& Coptes are not sent by V.P.D
Match '61

127



3

shoul’. confine to routine pro-

grammest The period is adverse
for those engaged in politics,
social service and cultural activi-
ties.

Lucky Days: 5th, 13th and
26th.

Houschold women should take
carc of their heal' h.  The lot of
the students is nct good.  The
period is adverse Yor women in
jobs. Women, cnglaed in politics,
social service and c¢hltural activi-
tics, will have to la: low for the
time being. Y

Lucky Days: ¢h, 17th and
23rd. !

KUMB IA
(Dhanishta 2, Salhablhﬁ%._[’oorat-
tadhi "‘, .

The preei c“;tf Sun, Kethu
and M*'tcury=In Janma is not
is con vcive to good health.
Venus, I rd of luck, is hidden in
3rd hoy, e, . "vich is not bright.
Nep#ine in the 9th house will
“keep you lucky in spite of other
adverse effects. The period 1§
not good for students. Business

men and speculators may mect

with financial loss. Thosc cnga-
ged in politics, social service and

cultural activitics will be held to
blame.

Lucky Days: 9th, 16th and
24th.

The month is not good for house-
hold women. Take care of your
health, child’s health as also that
of your partner. Students should

lie low for the time being. Those
in jobs will have to face reverses.
Period is not propitious for wo-
men in politics, social service and
cultural activitics.

Lucky Days: 7th, 16th and

21st,
) MEENA
(Poorattadhi 1, Uthirattadhi 4,)
Revathi 4

Jupiter, Lord of the Lagna, is
placed in 11th house but in the
debilitated sign.  Hence guard
your health.  Venus in the 2nd
housec will keep your linances
well.  Mars in the4th house will
result in unpleasantness at home
and risks through accidents.
Jupiter and Saturnin the 1lth
house indicate financial gains.
The conjunction of Kethu, Mer-
cury and Sun in the 12th house
will result in wasteful expenditure.
Those studying will manage well.
Persons in employment will have
lucrative period.  Business men
and others in speculative activi-
ties will have financial gains.
The period is excellent for those
cngaged in politics, social service
and cultural activitics.

Lucky days: 6th, 12th and 19th.

Houschold women should take

special care about hecalth. Stu-

dents will make headway. The
month is exccllent for women
engaged in politics, social service
and cultural activitiecs. Those in
jobs will thrive remarkably.

Lucky days: 7th, 11th and 26th.
*
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