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EXIT OF SOUTH AFRICAH

SOUTH Africa has walked out of the Commonwe
cial issue. Will the Commonwealth become a
count of its exit? It is not easy to answer this
independent African nations, which met in g
are concgrtixltg mjaspre; todspeed up the libera
the continent and win freedom for e A
tant of Africa. Can this goal be re:cct?e?inv(:it}i\c;elfty tgrlgmal inha.bi-
of a war with all its terrible consequences? Sur ;’ Conﬂagratn'on
governments of Africa will not be sitting with folj Y, the ‘white’
will be more dangerous spots like the Congo which tleld arms. There
ing it so difficultto control. And then it will be ext e U.N, is find-
Who knows thatit may not turninto global war Xtremely difficult.

the East finding themselves in the opposite camps‘f’lth the West and

Ith on the ra-
stronger on ac-
question. The newly
c_:onference recently;
tion of the whole of

It would have been far better to i :
folfi and c_ontinue the attempts to c::\tvael:‘t i?t;ltgl Africa in the
point of view. Nothing will be gained by ex ul‘?COmmomsense
mer_nber ho'w we have been trying to get New ¢ }En sion. Let us re-
Umt.ed Na.tlons. Ourargument is that if we ﬁnda admitted to the
munist China she will behave' with 3 better s @ seat for Com-
and become less belligerent. ense Of/ responsibility

_ When Japan left the League of Nati
sed. Even though South Africa isauons, that world body collap-

the Commonwealth would have stey wrong-headed and Perverse,

. d i
the S.A. Union. Loss of a limb docy nott::] agam more by retagnd

~ is the grim truth. ke one Stfongi\% Tha
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SHORT 3TORY
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BY K- SUDHAMA

—— N ,'(\-/W-\‘/OWW\‘/\./\./\./

EASY MOVE

It was like a case of jumping from *5@@
the frying-pan into the fire .........

'\VHENEVER I passed by
the house at the western
end of the street fscing the

. small park, my eyes would auto-

matically go up until they rested
on a pretty woman leaning over
the parapet wall. Dark she was
but how beautiful! Her creeper-
like slenderness and supple figure
captivated my soul, It is true
that no other woman had caught
my fancy as this.

I often went into the park and
sat on a cement bench from
where I could feast my eyes on
her unobserved. It was a dis-
used park full of over-grown
plants. The grassy path was
full of thorns and you couldn’t
walk bare-footed. So nobody
frequented the park and the
only watchman bad nothing to
watch over- He would go to
the neighbouring street and play
bridge with a friend.

There was only one” small
dome light in the centre of the
park and it shed e dim lustre
after 7 pm. I would lie on my
back on the bench and look up

,,';;ti;‘xhe woman and drink in her
" bea ity

A’ chokra would take tea to
her .h & tray and she would

p
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spend nearly twenty minute’
sipping at it. Every movemen'
and gesture of hers were grace
ful. She had a room in the
upper storey into which she now
and then moved but she didn’t
stay there long. There was a
powerful bulb  which threw
strong light not only over the
terrace but also over a part of
the park- So, you see, 1 could
observe even the minutest of her
movements, ‘

It was clear to me that she was
expecting some one. For three
or four nights I observed that a
man who might be about thirty-
five or so, with his beard and
whiskers unshaven with a furtive
look about him would stand
under a peepul tree in front of
the house. Ho was strong and
well built. With- the beard oft
he might have been handsome.
His dress too was not proper
The woman from the balcony
wounld beckon to him to come
up. There being no other house
at that end opposite the psrk;
nobody (but myself) witnessed
this interesting scene. The man
would hesitate for a -while,
would lock this way and
that, would satisfy himeelf that

+nobody was watching and them



'

in a jiffly would dart up the
flight of stairs.

I saw them Jlocked in each
other’s arms. She was love-
starved and hungry for his
kisses. After an hour or so, the
old woman would loudly call for
her daughter. * Manju, come
down for the meal. It is past ten.
Be quick.”

The man would unéeremonion-
sly hurry out and JManju would
begin to dress, I would gaze
with open mouth at her perfect
body—which #eemed like the
statue of a goddess that had
suddenly become animate,
Sometimes I'saw the ran coming
back, pocketing something and
"disappearing quickly into the
shades of the night. Once I
wanted to follow him and find
all about him but the attraction
in the room above was great and
I stayed on every night until
eleven when she would go to bed
and turn off the light. Then
I would trek back wearily to the
heart of the city where the bustle
and hustle of traffic and the
crowds on the roads would keep
me on my toes.

One night after the mystery
man had gone, the two women
ran to the front of the house
and shouted in terror; * Help!
Help! There is a snake in the
kitchen.” But it was past ten-
thirty and there was a sharp
drizzle. No one was moving
about in that God-forsaken place
except myself. I dashed out of
the park and approached the
ladies. “ Don’t be afraid,” 1
said. “Give me a strong stick
! or iron rod and show the place

10

where the gn
finish it.”

b
Manju’s mot, 1“3 i
showed the ki:ggen.ﬁ Iﬂl](?oi(n (?nd
‘t‘he reptile and thep Iaueh 3‘;
Lam’es, it is cnly a \% i :
snal_;e. * So saying I Ea,ught }a fg
of it by the tail without f;O
:: {?‘mt ll:(pr to the_zark and threwairl;
here  ami
When T came baSIbi l\fll::) , uohes.

ake ig hiding. I will

> ju spok
jl?d her voice and behawpiouilf
showed her admiration for m

resourcefulness )
posourcefuln and presence of

: ou sece, sj Y
sight of a serpent ha:,rrfxllm-‘ery
Doisonous.  paralyseg ith
fear. Anyway we thank v f

Teassuring us and givip u)mé X
our peace of mind.” § us back

Manju’s mother T
(tlo take a cup of tey pFGzS‘:Z:} tline
ay onwards J wyg a re lat
Visitor to their house, Alrguc?r
an unexpressed love haq 8 rony
up between us. At a };rung
I undqrstood that they wegrance
bard times and were lookin , fon
som]e Source from whigh gt)hor
gc\;l\; d borrow. Once When I togi
out xmy pocket bogk 4 do
dred rupes noteg fell on the
goor. Manja picked them e
anded them ¢, me. 8 o
Liake them all gnd regqeiPo®
money after time ? 5 the
?,sllzfed me half~seriously n.nd hs?fe
]rci) ttr;gly. at once gseized ie-
thg hand boldly ang la i
@ notes on her palm “pTced
are yours. You may ret.urn th}:in

when and how
place more():ty O D ease. I shull

you want it your ldl'sposaky“

The o0ld wom ‘

fo
Voman on lg
my generosity came to :lfgén?g
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us  with

warm-heartedly and would not
let me g>-without taking my
meal. After fupd. Manju invited
me to come up to the terrace’
There under the moon, sitting
close to me, her cheek brushing
against mine like a rose petal she
told me her story. Jhe man who
visited ler every evening was
her husband. He was wanted
by the police on a charve of
murdering an aunt and robbing
her of her money. He was hiding
for a year and Manju had to
support him. He had been
planning to disguire himself and
run off to some foreign country.
He had been earning Bs. 509
and maintaining the family.
Now they were ruined and they
did not know what fate wasin
store for them.

She was weeping and was in my
arms before I made any move.
My heart’s desire was within
my grasp. My heart was
pounding fast. ¢ Oh, vou are
marvellous,”” she whispered
and eank inmy arms again.
< You will never leave me, will
you?" she asked with new
endearments. * Before God I
swear I won’t,” 1 gave her a
pledge.

It was the most exquisite hour
of my life. Suddenly we were
startled by loud footsteps on
the staircase. There was a squad
of policemen looking for her
husband. But they caught me
and led me to the station. I too

. was wanted by them in connection
-, tqith some pocket-picking cases,
you see ! L
4
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Short Story
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By T. K+ Prahalad

TRAGIC TRUTH

She had lost her heart to a man but
to marry the one who was devoted to her

“PREMA darling, you are far

sweeter than before,” said
Jagadish, clutching the young
woman by her shoulder. Come,
8it close to me. Let me see Yyour
beautiful face once again. It ig
five yeurs since we met, is it
not?”

It was dark outside and the
rain and wind were competing
with each other to make the
night gloomy and terrible, He
turned a small bulb inside the
car and he saw her looking radian-
tly lovely. He gasped as he
looked at her wet blouse outlin-
ing her firm ripe figure, .

+ Bubt Prema wag writhing in
discomfort. She was almost near
the brink of tears and she had
difficulty in controlling them,
Bhe cursed herself and Fate for
landing her in this awkward
situation. She had been walk-
ing home from the picture~house
after seeing the second show of g
musical film which she had long
been waiting to see. From her
vouth she was mad after pictures
sd when they had more than g
;ood sprinkling of songs she

was.wise enough

..................

Would see them
& waiden she wag living in gor.
did poverty and Scraped mone

to see films as some means of eg.
capism.  Her mother toiled harg
to feed herself ang her d

ar orders with her for th
qf her edibles. n o?:::sli)grlg
like the festiva] of lights they

Presented pew clothes
mother and daughter, w0 both

Bein

“vances from her
mers gngd custo-
regularly, manageg to Bee\ﬁ]ma

\

at any cost. Ag

When she was grownup there
were two young men who regu-
larly escorted her and footed the
bill, One of them was Sridhar
and the other Jagdish- The lat-
ter was a very rich young man
who had an indulgent father who
sllowed the widest latitude of
freedom to the son. He was
preoccupied with the pursuit of
women aund he did not mind if
his son followed suit. He had a
car of his own and naturally
tempted Prema to have a ride
with him whenever she was so

_ inclined.

Sridhar was poor but he was
earning a decent income as a
canvassing agent for a cosmetic
firm. Whenever he took out
Prema he behaved like a gentle-
man to her and though he wag
very much in love with her he
never took advantage of her
poverty.. He had sirictly honour-
able intentions and had plans of
approaching Lakshmi for her
consent to his marriage with
‘Prema. :

The young woman was fasci-
nated by the glamour boy
Jagdish and was more free
with her smiles in his pre-

- sence- She exerted all her
charms to win his favour. When
Jagdish found the moment ripe
he was quick and deripg in his
caresses, He sat with’ her in
the dark corners of the theatres
and flirted with her to his heart’s
content, It was clear that she

" was a fool and victim of his
romances. One night when he
took her to his own bungalow

¥ where ‘,libre was not a soul she

fell into his trap- She had never
seriously known before the.
mysteries or the implications.
of love. She went home.
weeping and was about to con-
fess everything to her mother,
but held her tongue on second.
thoughts. Such a revelation about
her affair might have farrea-
ching consequences. Her mather
might blurt out the trutth to
her friends who might spread the
scandal. She might burst intoa.
fit of fury and scream her head:
off. Then she might prevent her .
from going out. And what about .
the pictures which were so neces.
sary for her very existence? That -
evening she thought that the pre-
vious night’s experience was not
so awful or disgusting. So she .
dressed herself in her very best )
and sought out Jagdish. The-
affair went on merrily for two
months until Sridhar seemed to
know about her secret. He gent-
ly tackled her about it and drew
out a confession frorm her. Then
he gave her & solemn warning.

“Jagdish is a rake. He has rui-,
ned many innocent young girls
and he won’t stick to any woe
man for more than a few mon~'
ths! He begged of Prems to
think of her future. When she
wept in remorse Sridhar pro-
mised to marry her if she gave:
a promise in return that shes
would not think of another man-
except himself, C R

L

She knelt at his feet and touck~’
ed them with her hands in reve-'
rence and love. He raised her’
up, embraced her apd kissed her .

for the first time- The very'.
next day he had a talk with
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Lakshmi and obtained her ready
consent to her daughter’s marri.
age with him.  He had forgiven
her puse folly an i like a gentle-
man made no reference to her
affair with Jagdi-h. They were
traly happy until the call came
from hus cotrpuiy togo on tour
for fuur raontus,

It was during her husband’s
absence thet Prana saw the pic-
ture and was caught in the rain
on her way back,  And Jagadish
picked her up and hiustled he.r to
his side. He signed to his driver
to speed on and reach' the‘ bun-
galow. He dragged his former
sweetheary into his arms and
overwheimed her with his kisses.
The glamour boy had hypnotised
her again and she made no vigo-
rous protest when he led her up
to his room,

When early in the morning
she hurried back 1o her hushand’s
home, she found Sridhar had
returned in the night. ‘He bar.
red her entry and quietly told
her to go back to her mother.
He had sensed the whole tragic
sruth.
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Pass Standard
Distinction

4 Answers
6 Answers
*
Which word becomes shorter when two
more letters are added to it?

Cross out the Word not belonging to the
group: extempore, unprepared, offhand,
brilliant, spontaneous.

Give at once the value of the product:

(6—1) (6—2) (6—3)........(6-9)

Give one word for: abnormal increase of
currency.

Spot the misprint: No garden without its
needs. , !

Straighten out GETMAN to give a word
in Physics.

What part of the body is affected by
Pyorrhoea ?

Which is the longest river in India?

Is this word correctly spelt: ACCOMO-

DATION?

What does A.B.C. stand for in the news.
paper business ?

(See Page 25 for Answers)
V. K. Dorasnbamy,
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Short Story

By D. N. Devchand

SERUNRARDURRER:NRRRESEE ..

THE FAIR FOOL

One mistake led into another. Jyoti saw
the writing on the wall...............

< VERYONE in the town was
shocked. Such a beautiful
woman who looked so pretty and
sultry, as Jyoti, was found hang-
in her bedroom under mysterious
circumstances. Her husband
Sethna had returned home after
an abseuce of several months.
She was leading a gay care-free
life. Her cousin Madan often
came to her house to enquire
how she was getting on.

Sethna had gone to a neigh-
bouring tovn the previous
evening to see. his very old
pmother- He had suddenly con-
ceived a great affection for his
wife. _He folt he had neglected
her for long. He had been
manager of a sugar mill far
away, situated a little beyond
civilization. Jyoti  dutifully
came to live with him but she
was a passionate lover of city
life and all the excitements and
pleasures that go with it.

.

+ Near the mill life was very

. dull and uneventful. During the

night she was startled by the
roar of wild beasts and she
dreaded to go out even in day-
time. So she told her busband
that she would go back to the
city. Since she and his mother
often quarrelled and could not
get on together Sethna permit.-
ted her to take up a separate
house and live near his mother.
They would meet once a week
and exchange formalities. But
the old lady was too old and in-
firm to move out of her house
and she was already looking for-

ward to her last journey from
the earth. ! y

Remittances from Sethna were
prompt. She could command -
money at any time she wanted. -
.He never questioned the items- .
incurred by his wife, He
honestly believed that a faghion~ -
able cultured woman like his
wife should have the liberty to: -
spend as much as he liked. He- ..
had full faith in her unshakable
virtues. Though seemingly friw. -
volous, she was true to her huse



band. One or two friends of his
hinted to him that a wife’s place
was by the side of her husband.
But he paid no heed.

For some time, it is true,
Jyothi remembered heir marital
vows though she did not love
her husband with her full heart,
She went to parties and pictures
and was even flippunt in her
tall. But she cared yreatly for
appearances. She had male
escorts but she kept them ut
arm’s length when they tricd to
tempt her or made suggestions.

The only excoption  was
Madan, her aunt’s son, who was
employed in a motur engimeering
firm, He was very tall, hand-
some and polished in his ways.
He had plenty of money and no
worries. He often did not
know what to do with his salary
and allowanee which were surplug
.cash. At the instance of his
mother and Sethns himself, he

" paid periodical visits to Jyoti and

enquired after her health and
welfare.

At first Jyoui was indifferent
to her cousin but his engaging
talk won her over completely
soon. In his company she found
time flying fast. Nobody mis-
took them as they moved like
brother and sister. Some neigh-
bours even thought so.

But a night of rain and thun-
der made all the difference and
brought about a change in their
lives. He had taken her out in
his car after a hot day in office.
The heat of summer was at its

- 38
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NO TROUBLE

Lung Specialist: “ It is my
considered opinion that a man
who sings at the top of his voice
for an hour each day will never
be troubled by chest complaints
in his old age.”

Student: “He probably
won’t even be troubled by old
age. "’
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worst, and they were panting for
breath in the congestod heart of
the city,  He siggested that she
would  accompany him in a
drive for nearly thirty 1o forty
miles and come back after cool-
ing their heads.  She jumped at
his offer.

Soon the car was madly
careering along the voads and
reached a famous pienic spot in
the country side. ‘They spent
some time gazing at the (uict
landscape, but suddenly a vio-
lent wind began to blow. The
sky was quickly overcast with
thick, menacing clouds Tarth
and sky were rent asunder by
vivid flashes of lightning and
loud peals of thunder,

Jyoti was jittery and scared
and Madan’s encouraging words
were of no avail. Suddenly a
thought occurred to him. He
drove en with difficulty for two
niles and reached an old travels
ler’s bungalow. There were nd
tourists staying ther® at the'
time, Only an old wakchman

INDIA MAGAZINE
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was there. He was already half
asleep in a cozy corner.

Madan tipped him handsomely,
paid extra charges for a night’s
stay and got a large comfortable
room with sofas, chairs and
double bed. The room seemed
almost sound-proof and when he
brought in Jyoti she was
delighted. A terrible storm had
alrcady broken out, and trees
were uprooted by the hundred.
The bungalow alone cscaped the
fury of the cyclone.

After a time, Madan rose to
a0 to another room, instructing
LTyoLi to close the door and go
to sleep without fear. But the
young woman on an impulse ran
up to him, and threw her arms
round his neck. Madan had been
expecting this romance to
fractify for a long time though
he was careful not to make the
first move. He had been terribly
in love with her.

Early next morning she rose
- with a guilty feeling but soon
got over it~ From that day
Madan visited her house by
stealth and stayed with her
for a time. Nobody knew about
this affair except the housemaid
but she received high wages and
kept silent.

Early one morning Jyoti was
half awake. Madan was sleep-
ing soundly. He had come
rather late and did not leave
the house at 5 a.m. as usual.
He had always been discreet and

y
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scrupulous. At that time Jyoti
was aware that some one was
staring through the window
which was partially open. Hor-
ror of horrors ! It was her
mother-in-law’s ycunger sister
who had been sent by her with
an important message from her
son.

“So it has come to this. Ob
poor Sethna! My poor Sethna!
What a fool you are to be
absent !’ she muttered loudly
to herself.

In tke folloving week Sethna
had mysteriously resigned his
job and returned home all of a
sudden. He went to see his
mother to have a talk with her.

Jdyoti knew that she had been
discovered. She was too sensi-
tive and sensed a change in her
husband’s attitude. She took
an easy way out of her dis.
honour.  She hanged herself to
death.

\./\./\../O\A/O‘\- ~a a0
THE BRUTE
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“In a few years,” said the (
artist to his landlord, “people (
will look at this miserable -
studio, and say: “ Arbuthnot,
the famous artist, used to live
here, ” %

“If I don’t get the rent by to-
night, they’ll be able to say that
very thing tomorrow, *
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The matron was too strict and would not tolerate any indiscipline.
The young nurse shivered in fear at her sight '

......

R. SAHAI and nurse Savitri ‘ .
ou ¢ i i
D wandered along the dark ioﬁr d;:msa’l’ready taking me  in
Ionely avenue leadingaway from .

the hospital. It was past ten
and the road was absolutely de-
serted. Between the overhang-
ing branches the pair could glimp-
se the starsand the crescent moon
forming a picturesque pattern
among the leaves.

Heled heronto a cement bench
between two trees and they both
sat close to each other, cheek to
cheek. His arm was thrown round
her neck and he was drawing her
still closer into an embrace.

She gently resisted him. “Oh,
Sahai, we are getting reckless,
aren’t we? Remember, please,
I was transferred to this hospi-

tal only three months ago and

“What if?” retorted Sahai. ‘H
cupped her beautiful ova] f;ce ig

his palm and kisseq her fiercely .

on the lips. My dea

rest, no
one kn0\’wvs ‘when love comes info
aperson’s life and how mad it
will make its victim. It may

come down on a man ag g’ torna-

Shall I quote to you some poets.

on;th,
hoixe ;?%lory and greatnegs of love,,

She rested her head on his: :

ihould_er and agked hjm laughing.

Sahai, yoy have strayed into
ave |

the wrong line. You should h

€en a poet and write} instead o\
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your stethoscope except to deter-
mine the nature of illness? You
have not obeyed the inclination
of your heart in'choosing this
profession. Of that T am cer-
tain.”

“You think so, Lady? You
are wrong. I tell you, and I
will show you how mistaken you
are in holding that opinion,” he
said, shaking himself off. He
got up from the bench, took out
his stethoscope from his pocket
and hung it round his neck.
Pointing to it, he informed her
in a mock serious tone, ‘“Now,
lady, T also at times examine
hearts that become sick with
love. I can suggest remedies
also.”

He then bent down and exa-
‘mined the heart of his compa-
nion, much to her amusement.
He pretended to be very grave
as he listened to her heart beats.
“Your sentiments are a bit un-
stable, lady. Sometimes they
make you burn hot and toss
sleepless on the bed. Some-
times they turn you cold and
_make you indifferent to life and
surroundings.

“Let me suggest the remedy.
If you go on allowing your dic-
tates of the heart to get the bet-
ter of your head, there is dan-
ger, I warn you. What you need
every evening after sunset—pre-
ferably after 10 p.m.—the last
thing before going to bed—is
half a dozenkisses, one or two
warm hugs. I will show you here
and now how it is to bedone.”

Suiting his words to action, he
clasped her iight in his arms and
SR ,
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Kissed her and crushed her to his
heart’s content and left her
breqthless. “That is the right
tonic, young lady, and that leads
the way to the altar of matri-
mony. Now will you sti]l con-
tradict the fact thatI know some-
thing about hearts?”

Dazed and happy, she consult-
ed her tiny wrist watch and ex-.
claimed, ““Ouch! it is five miny~
testo eleven and I have to be in
the hospital on the stroke of the
hour. I have to run along,
Doc.”

Sahai tugged at her arm to
restrain her from going alone.
*“I shall come along with you and
leave you at the gates, Pro-
mise to wait for me at the same
hour as today. We shall have
to probe this matter of the heart
stil further and analyse the re-
sults of our research work.”

She just nodded assent and
walked arm in arm though at a ra-
pid pace. The matron was a strict
disciplinarian and was very har-
sh and severe upon Savitri in
particular. Though she was
forty-six and bhad a far from
pléasant visage she had fallen in
love with Sahai and fancied that
he too was fond ofther in his
own way. He was considered
the most handsome bachelor
and had wrecked more hearts
than mended them. Girls simp-
ly ran wild after him. Matron
Madhu fell foul of any purse
who crossed her path. Tt was

-now Savitri who incurred the

full displeasure and fury of the
matron. She wrote daily some
remarks about Savitri’s incompe- -
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tence for the job. Byt the senior
authorities simply ignored her
effusions and no action was tak-
en. This made Madhu more
furious and unbalanced. When
she came late even by two minuy-

tes she called fora written expla-
nation.

This night in particular Madhu
had seen Sahaj going  out
nto the night with Savitri and
she was glowering  with rage.
When  Savitri reported  for
duty it was ten minutes past ele-
ven. “It isimpossible to main-~
tain discipline with such a frivo-
lous woman Iike you! 1 will see
to it that either you are suspend-
ed or I shall resign my post. One
of us must get out, that is cer-

tain,” she shouted thuraping the
table.

Early next morning as $oon ag
she finished her work Savitri
went to Dr. Sahai’s residence
and knocked at the door. The
surprised male attendant in.
formed her that he was still

asleep and requested her to
wait,

But hearing the noise, Doctor
Sabai himself came out to see
who the caller was. He was as-
tonished at the sight of his red-
eyed sweetheart and at once sen-
sed that something must have
happened in the hospital. He
took her into hjs study and
seated her on a sofa. But no
8ooner did she start to speak
than she burst into 2 flood of

" tears. Then mastering her emo-
tions she told him of her deci.-
sion to resign with inimediate

22

gﬂrﬂr%ﬁ:‘-o-'ﬂr-ﬂrw
§ TOO THICK -

¢

g

SHE: “How do you like
my new coat ?”

. He (looking at her face) :

in¢, only you got it on too
thick ! "
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effect and return home. She
had had enough of that wretched
matron Madhu who would not
brook the sight of a cheerful
smile or youthful appearance.

He bent down and kissed
away her tears, slowly taking her
in his arms. “That  is allright
Your decision suits me too, dea-
rest. I wasabout to ask you to
resign. We are going to marry
tomorrow and when I intro-
duce you to Madhu as my wife,
turn up your nose at her.
Won’t that be funny?”

She was too happy to speak
and only langhed.

- —
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Short Story

By Vijaya 'Mehra
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A PROMISE TO KEEP

Marriage and love complicated matters for Ashok.
It was the worst period of trial for him...

ASHOK was the very picture
of sorrow and dejection.
He was in the depths of gloom
which no amount 0(1; cofgee conld
dispel. He paced the room
nungerless timgs ,with his bands
locked behind his back. He
shook his head and tried to clo-
se his eyes and thereby shut
out the scene that danced bei_’ore
his mind. He wasin a terrible
fix; he didn’t know what to do.

0 any outsider it should have
be;l;x : rg,att,er of jubilation for
Ashok, His marriage was com-
ing off in three days. The wed-
ding party was to leave for the
bridal place in Rajkot. They
were all agreed that the bride-to
-be was a charming girl who
would prove to be the ornament
of any household. Brinda was
not educated beyond the elemen-
tary stage in the school but she
was intelligent and well behaved.
She went to the temple every eve-
ning and offered prayers to God-
dess Devi- The man who won
her hand must be very lucky in-
deed, ac' they said. Ashok’s

i
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parents and sisters were very
happy about the choice and were
greatly impressed with the girl.
They had even begun to talk
about Brinda as one of their fa-
mily and were busy planning
what portfolio in the household
should be assigned to her as soon
a8 she joined them.

But Ashok alone was scar_ed
stiff. The whole thing was dis-~
tasteful to him even from the
betrothal stage. His heart was
not in it and he bad told himself
80 several times,

The truth was that he had al-
ready given his beart to some
othef %voman; He bad beqn
married before but he lost his
wife under tragic circumstances,
His first wife Malini was a per-
fect little beauty full of sym-
mwetrical proportions. Wheneve:;
she went out in the streets she
drew many admiring male glan-
ces. She walked with a proud,
graceful bearing and there was
dignity every inch of her. Trne,
Ashok was very much in love
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with her during the first few
months after marriage. The ad-
miration that other men had for
her made him very jealous and
possessive. Malini too was very

_ happy but that happiness was
only a brief spell:

Malini suffered three miscarria-
ges and the doctors in the hospi-
tal advised her to go back to her
parents’ home and take complete
rest for at least six months. This,
they said, would restore her to
normal health and make her fit
enough to resume her marital te-
lation. Ashok was really anxi-
-ous that his wife should go home
and stay away from him for
some sime. So hereadily accep-
ted the doctors’ advice and

- took his wife to her parents’
village.

But his mind was fickle and
he could not help staring at
other beautiful women. Very
near the office where he worked
there was a block of flats gocu-

. pied by people of all sorts and
classes. He had a friend there
whom he visited often, He no-
ticed a buxom woman—a com.
parative newcomer who had ren-
ted an apartment on the fourth

. floor. She wore flimsy dress

* which hardly hid her attractive
‘breasts and besides she had a

* ‘well-built figure. Whenever she
Ppassed by Ashok which was often
—she directed her killing looks
at him and he became enamour-
-ed of her at once.

The friend whom he tapped for
information told him that the
new-comer was one Leela, one of
the dramatio troupe which went

24
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: ‘ WHATEVER you say I shall |
l" believe the exact opposite ’, said

| the judge, I

' ¢ Guilty !’ said the accused.
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on tour from place to place. She
was8 next in 1mportance to the
leading actress. The troupe was
likely to stay in the city for ano-
ther three months since their
drama, so full of songs and dan-
ce numbers, was having a record
run. When the friend added
that he was vacating his room
and going to join his family in
the,next town, Ashok took it
over and paid the rent.

He remained there every night
till one or two a.m. and then
only went to his parents’ home in
the suburb. Mis parents and

sisters thought that Ashok was .

distraught with grief over the
prolonged absence of his dearly
beloved wife and he wasg tryin'g
to overcome his feeling of lone-
liness. They never questioned
him about his movements, and
left him to himself.

Meanwhile, Leela had sensed
his motives and understood why
he had taken up a room. She
sent Ram, who was living with
her, to speak to Ashok. Ram,
though tall and sturdy, was a
timid fellow and made s hesi-
tant approach to Ashok. He
vited him to his flat for a chat
over a cup of tea. '
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But Ashok was nervous and
gcared. Supposing the husband
became joalous and fell foul of
him, what was to be done? Any-
how he took a risk and went up.
Leela welcomed him with a
smile. She was more provoca-
tively dressed than before. ]_Jer
nylon sari was more revealing
and more daring. Her compa-
nion also was cordial and he
talked to him for a few minutes.
Then he suddenly jumped up.
“Leela, I forgot to see the Mana-
ger. I am going to the com-
pany’s headquarters and may re-
turn only in the morning.” He
then snatched a bag and walked
out.

Leela drew him into a long
conversation and learnt about
his marriage and his present
loneliness. She told him that
from her twelfth year she was
with the troupe and was quite
comfortable. Her perfume and
the nearness of her soft velvety
body were too overwhelming to
Ashok. He just bent dov‘vn and
kissed her on the neck, ‘I apo-
logize to you, Leela, for what I
have done. But you are t00
lovely and I couldn’t resist it.
I shall go now. Your husband
may return any ti‘m? and may
get furious with me.’

“Husband, indeed! 'No, he is
just a companion, going on my
errands, He is not even my lover
she said, and pulling Ashok into

her arms, she turned off the
light.

He had become her slave. Her
word was law. When Malini re-
turned he neglected her. She
went back home and drowned
herself in the river, knowing
that her husband had transfer-
red his affections to another
woman,

Leela knew of her hold on
Ashok: He begged of her to
stay with him and not to go with
the dramatic troupe. She con-
gented to stay on condition he
would think of having no other
womsn in his life. She e'xaotl'.)ed
a solemn promise from him A\ e~
fore a picture of Lord Kris :s
whom he worshipped. Soon ah 10
gave birth to & boy and t (118
made matters more complicated.

w, was he to marry 2gail
oer?eep his promise gw?en I;n
all solemnity to Leela. y
morning the wedding par}tly
had to start by -train a,r}d e
had to wear a new outfit suitable
to the occasion. Leela Was
creating a scene whenever he
visited her. He thought for
long and came to a decision. By
midnight when everybody was
asleep. be took a little box. and
left the house~and vanished into
the darkness. Till today there
has been no trace of him.
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A NEW NOVEL BEGINS:

GRANNY’S TRIUMPH

Instalment One

By P. VENKATESAN

HIS Granny, like everybody’s

granny, was on old woman.
Really old, too, but with a dif-
ference. She had been old and
wrinkled for the twenty years
that he had known her.
The women of the neighbour-
hood said that she had once been
young and blithe, but that was
hard to believe for her grandson.
Old, so terribly old that she
could not have grown a day
older. He was even certain that
she had stayed on at the same
age, ever since he could
remember,

That day she said as he was
starting out for the evening,
“Why don’t you fetch some
good jaggery and coconut from
the market, Giri 2" Girishan had
planned to go towards the river
bank that evening and not to
_the fly-ridden market place, and
he felt reluctant to oblige her.
But she was insistent, She
reminded him.

“Tomorrow is Thaipoosam”.

“What'’s that, Granny? Then.
- gai Paisam?” he cried,

- 26

“The Poosam Festival”Granny
corrected him, ignoring bis joke.

“I want certain things for use
tomorrow. It’s not for me! It's

only to make some sweet, stuff
for you”.

“Really! then do pre are
Th,engai Paisam, Granny.pPlI:aase
dq " he almost pleaded jumping
with  joy. Granny Prepared.
several sweets with her deft
hands. One on each occasion.
Gulab-Jaman, Rasagulla, Burfi
Jalebi. But Girishau’s mout};
watered for Thengai Paisam:
that was his favourite. ’

Granny also seemed to have
felt pleased and she smiled

_broadly. Girighan thought that

now was the time to work up.
Mmatters and he shouted, “Ramj
Rami”, The servant woman
Soon appeared on the thresh-ld
and stood outside by a sack of

rice, leaving a respectable dis-
tance in between,

But a lady, who was the wife

of a district judge, ¢annot be

(
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put off 8o easily: And besides,
the presence of thie unclean ser-
vant woman was distasteful to
her. She simply could not brook
the idea of sending her to the
market, She said sternly.

“Rami is no good. If you're
not going, I'll go myself.”

A trick occurred to Girishan.
He suddenly feigned backache
and slumped down on the bed.
Ten minutes and Granny would
foregt her errand. Oh, Eh......

Ten minntes, Girishan found
to his bewilderment Granny
standing before the bed ready to
administer her treatment with
the brick. She had not forgot~
ten to bring Velu and Muthu too,
her neighbour’s servants, to hold
the patient tight, if need be from
fretting. ,

Hot sweat, hotter than the
brick which Granny held in her
hand, stood on Girishan’s brow.
You have seen clothes being
ironed.” Clothes, yes. But have
you ever even heard of human
beings pressed bot? Monstrous,
indeed, it would be if the latter.
Yet, it was quite a common
practice under the roof of No.
17, in Prasanna Vinayagar Koil
Street, When Granny had a
backache, she got someone to
run a warm brick over her back.
She knew there was nothing like
localised heat for releasing aches
and pains and what could be
better.than a flat heated brick
for applying heat to the exaoct
spot ? There was also a fable
widely current in Malnad that
Dr. 'Vajapayee, the famous

; .
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physician, first learned this art
of brick-therapy at her feet
though he called his brick diffe-
rently (lofra-red lamp). -

And today when her grandson
complained of backache, Granny’
prepared herself to practise her
ancient art of healing.

To escape the ordeal Girishan
lost no time in confessing hie
guilt; grumbling a great deal, he:
got up, dressed himself and
started out to do the marketing’
for Granny.

* ®  »

As he passed through the
Grocer’s lane and neared ‘“The-
Thambi’s Cafe”” Girishan came:
to a halt and debated whether
or not he should have his tiffin.
Iddlies were really a speciality
in this fixed-price eating-house-
and would be hot even up to
midnight. \

Before making up his mind he-
looked at the illuminated clock:
at the criss-cross of the road. It
was a quarter past nine. He
remembered that Granny' WO\‘ll(L
be waiting for him at home with-
her food cooked in the morning
and now gone horribly cold. It
was also the fag-end of -the:
month and out of the twelve
rupees she allowed him for hi&
sundry expenses, he had only,
some small change left in his
pocket. This sum was the equi
valent of six iddlies without
coffee, or three iddlies with
coffee, whichever he preferred.
But if he restricted himself to

"just one iddly and a cup of cof+

fee, he would have & balaﬁ@
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sufficient to meet his bus-fare
{up-end only) to college for the
remaining two days of the week,
Anyway he had to go without
smoking. There was a touch of
melancholy at the thought. This
last was his chief extravagance
and his principal amusement of
an evening after boredom in
-college.

A moment’s reflection. He
walked on. “I shall go home
straight,” he told himself and
strode rapidly along.

. * * -

~ Climbing the steps of the
verandah, Girishan heard Granny
talking inside with someone in a
loud voice.

It was Gopi, the Secretary of
the National Cultural Club, that
‘had come for him. It appeared
be had come at 7 0’clock itself
and was waiting. Of course, he
was all along being regaled!
Granny had a knack of engaging
anyone ' (be he a gay or gloomy
vigitant) in lively conversation
for any length of time. She had
- fund of her paternal episodes
to parrate in detail. Tonight
she had pitched upon her father’s
-fatber who had taught at the
Tamarind School; his had been
0o ordinary brain ; he had been
different from the others. He
had solved the most difficult
problems in a moment but made
mistakes in summing up dhobi’s
bills; He had been known as
Mathematics Subramaniaiyar by
one and all...........

“He must have been a very
learned man”, ventured the
N

N. C. C. man. Evidently her gab
got on his nerves, That an
Interruption might perhaps check
her further flow of talk, was his
desperate hope.

_But Granny only corrected
him, ,“ He was a very learned
man ", and went on ; ‘“ They say
that thq great grandfather is
born again as the great grandson.
And our little Giri has the same

nose and the same f
e orehead as

. It was at this juncture Girishan
Intervened and put an end to
Granny’s prattle.  Bug why the
deuce has the fellow come
that night 2> he thought, He
ransacked his mind  withoug
success. Then abruptly he agked
tapping him on the shoulder:

“What do you want with me
Gopi 27 '

Gopi began to laugh.

6
You remember your old
promise ?

“No”, said Girishan rom
s t
to be on the safe side. P PRy,

“You promised that I could
count on you for an article any
time I was hard-pressed for one,
You must help me now. You
know we are going to have the
Cultural Renaissance Week soon
and we are going to bring out
@ souvenir on the ocecasion
I could’nt get any one to write
on a very humorous subject,

“ What’s that about 2 » Giri-

shan asked, interrupti i
rather anxiously, rupbmgo him,

\
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*“ Decoying, of course” said
Gopi coolly.

« You mean girl decoying”.

«Yes”,

“] am a Sociology student.
I can’t write on that subject.
O! what a topic! My professor
will eat me up.”

“Don’t worry. I won’t put
your name ’’,

“But why not some other
topic ? ”’ Girishan almost pleaded,
for he could not brook the thought
of his article appearing in print
without his name appended .to
it. * Any other topic, any other
subject please ”’,

“Impossible,” said Gopi and
shook himself free. ;

Girishan threw ano ther
“ please > but this time thq

Secretary made a bid to go.

“ All right . Girishan at Jast
agreed.  But you must sx’xrely
print my name you know he
entreuted.

' »* * *

Granny’s call again sounded
from the kitchen. * Qo you
want your food or not?’

“Yes, but just to please you;
that is all. I am not hungry,
I must tell you that” Girishan
replied.

But this was a patent lie.
Hunger was gnawing his vitals.
Of course he knew he could not
but opt to swallow the cold stuff.
In fact he pleaded lack of appetite
just to miake Granny know that
and warm him up to dine.
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Granny knew her grandson
well. She softly came to - him
and said very earnestly, “YO}L
must eat your dinner, my boy .
And as if for a distinguished.
guest, she bustled about the
store-room which was only a
portion of the kitchen partlgloned»
off with a cupboard -of pickles.
She cleansed his platter and:
placed it before him, filled his:
tumbler with hot water and drew:
the bronze rice pot nearer and-
sat down in order to be able tor,
serve Lim without getting up:
again. , -

]

Girishan ate in silence, took &
drink of water (partially cooled '
by now) out of ‘the tumbler that
was by his side. He.suddn'snly'_;
remembered about the. article,.:
and hurried over the remnants 1o .
his dining plate. He was going-
to pen his maiden article wight.
that night. God knew what was-,
in store for him. Perbaps his
long cherished dream of be-:
coming an author might come
true. He felt like discussing all:
his future plans with Granny but
soon dismissed. the idea. He-
knew it would be no good ever
talking to Granny about his..
aspirations. All that was comp-.
letely beyond her comprehension. -
She could understand only:
edibles and dinner and procuring:
a Government clerkship in order
to adjust the family economy..
No use talking to her about’
anything else. Best to sit up by
himself and start his chensh.al;
career. Everything has a begin-
ning.
He said to his Granny, * I'my
now going to write an artiole.”

=%
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Perhaps I may have to sit up
the whole night. You mustn’t
mind my kecping awake.”

* * *

Once in his room which was a
thatched hut upstairs, Girishan
sdid to himself, “ Come, I must
get to work ™.

He first adjusted his table light,
which cast curious shadows of
his head on the pad and ihen set
to work. But just then he found
.that he had nothing to write on
except a quirc of brown paper.
That was a drawback, but he
could make use of the sheets by
writing in a bold hand. After
all the first cffort was going 1o be
just a rough one. He dipped his
pen in the inkpot and wrote at
the top of the page in his best
hand “DECOYING™. He
neatly wrote the word in capital
letters. Then he searched his
brain for an apt introductory
sentence.

Ten minutes.

He still remained with his
forehead propped on his hand,
his pen poised and his eyes fixed
on the quire of brown paper
'spread out in front of him.

What was he 1o say? Of all
~that he had read about in his
ancient cultural history, he could
now remember nothing, not a
single anecdote or fact, absolutely
nothing. Suddenly it occurred to
him that he must have some
really good paper to begin with,
-and not that dirty paper. He
Temembered that he had in hig
cupboard still some stock of his
old College examination papers
which he had once managed to
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smuggle out with the active co-

operation of the office peon,
Tirumalaj,

Fetching them, he opened the
white sheets full length and again
wrote at the top of the page,
“DECOYING ”. But this time
no decoration business, he told

himself and went straight to the
heart of the matter.

o Decoying is an art and, as
such, it is neither purely a
skill nor wholly a gift. Itisa

combination of both, you might
SAY. .o, ”

Then he broke off, not knowing
how t0 lead up to what was to
foHow, the Prelude, the history,
etc.  Ten minutes of reflection,
he decided to postpone  the
introductory page till the follow-
ing day ‘and to proceed at once
to a description of its technique.
And he wrote down :

“Firstly, the students of
decoying should start with,” But
he failed to produce anything
further. In his mind’s eye he
beheld various devices,—dressing
n one’s best with stiff pucker—
free collared shirts, tweed pants,
flinging meaningful glances, etc,
ete., but he could not hit upon a
single phrase or word to express
what he knew of the art. He
scanned through the mountainous
Quantity of reference material
he had around him and after
a mighty effort, produced the

caption;  “Fundamentals of
identification............ ”

He then threw his pen down
and rose from his chair and put

off the light. He got disenchanted
Wwith his own fancied talent.

(To be cont;'pu‘ed)
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GEMS

AND A
GLAMOUR

1

RAMATIC jewels set the gla-
mour tempo for most wo-
men, giving pleasure that l'(u?ta:
a lifetime. Famous beauties
tbrough the ages have had Lhen;
perference- Cleopatra colleche(f
pearls and emeralds, sc_)melo
which were engmvgd with 162
own image. Catherine the grea
liked unusual gems Bramha,n
aquamarioes, Siberian  Beryl,
Uralian amethysts- Unhappy
Marie Antoinette had a pass;zn
for dismonds and once owned 1{4;
famous Regent diamond ( i3
karats), now in the Louvre
Paris.

Many of the world’s most fa-
mous gjtram stones have be]ong.eﬁ
to British queens. In the 16t
century Queen Ellzabeth trea&
sured her pearls, and love
countless strands. Queen Victo-
ria was especially jewel-conscious
and the jewellery of her era 18
still very elegant and Ptlll worln
fashionably. She admired opals
and incpeased their popularity.
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The late Queen .Mary ﬁ%:mt;sh
ecially fond of ]'ade, a thone
She loved all Jewels_, a,sa%
many diamonds, opg,zis, - hgr
hires and sl30 (?mera.l 81 e
gollecbion. Gracious Queen o
ther Elizabath cherishes pea&.3 };,
collects coral and tarea.sm(';:1 >
turquoise given her as a W(e}edr g
present by the late King G © gis
IVI The turquoise, whicl Iy
said to bring success in love afor
money, is the birthstone 0
December, as is lapis ]azua,'l
known in medieval times as
cure for melancholy and fever.

eon Elizabeth II has exqui-
sitg‘claste in jewelﬁs. S'hi el:;z:;
jamonds and has in .
(rix::r[xny fabulous gems. Her collep“
tion, accumulating rapldly,ﬁth
pml;ably be one of the fines
ever assembled. d‘

o

all stones can also be us
tosti-;ace a design on one of the
new gold dome rings 80 chlcf to-
day. While not many O hgz

have discarded wrist watc
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besprinkled with smali diamonds
if we have, these sametiny chips
can be reset in the band of our
newest watch, A pair of gold
earrings will look precious and
elegant if set with the tiniest of
discarded heirloom stones, no
matter how small.

There’s another good reason
for taking stock of older, though
genuine stone jewellery. To be
absolutely up to date, jewellery
should have a modern look, no
matter wWhether it is “real” or
,‘costume,”’

Haven’t you noticed, especia-~
lly among more mature women,
even though they are impeccably
dressed and up-to-date fashion-
wise, how an old-fashwoned pin
will spoil the whole effect? In
having a piece of real jewellery
remodelled, you lose none of its
exquilite taste and beauty. Real
atones are always good.

Diamonds particularly are gl.a-
morous and provide inimitable
sparkle wherever worn.

Glamorous ladies of the paste
were less fortunate than we
are today. “Costume’” jewellery
with a handicraft look which de.
fies even a connoisseur to deteot
it from real precious etones was
unheard of. Today, when fashion
is in such an elegant mood, app-
ropriate jewellery is more im-
portant than ever. It provides
~‘just the right foil for subdued
* colours, the slim silhouette and
the need for contrasting textures,
just as one costume is not suita-
" ble for all ocoasions, there’s
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SO SURE

The timid little man rose to
leave,

“Do you have to go home
early — as usual?” exclaimed
an irritated associate, “ What

}

)

)

>
) are you—a man Or a mousc ?
]

)

)

)

lied with dignity.

‘ What makes you so sure 7’
asked his tormentor.

“Because,” explained the
little man meekly, My wife is

' afraid of mice.”

“ A man, of course,” he rep- g

Z

SIS SINSTNOINO TN TN N0

correct jewellery for every en-
semble_, and almost everyone
can afford good costume jewllery.

Multiple bracelets have been
the vogue for a season or so but
are still favoured, though some
bangle bracelets are wider this
scason; studded with semi-preci-
ous stones, with the wider part.
of the bracelet covering the
wrist, the narrow side beneath.
Narrow bracelets are best worn
in groups, while chain bracelets
are especially good-looking, per-
fect complements to chic short
gloves.

Certainly jewellery was never
more exciting and costumes
never more elegant a8 a back-
ground,—G.C,

 §
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Short Story

By T.K. Ramaéhand!‘fénl“

RIFT INg,
THE LUTE

She was starving and desperate. And she
wreaked her vengeance in an unusual way......

HEN Prema knocked at the
door her mother opened
it with a whisper. “Your husband
came back an hour ago. Hesaw
me fondling the baby and asked
where T was. 1 said you had
gone to the temple. Baby is in
tbe cradle now. Go up and talk
to him.”

She climbed up the stair-case
, with deliberate slowness and un-
certain steps. She wondered
what he would say about her
absence. Had he made any
discovery ? Fear clutched at her
throat but the next instant she
calmed herself. Ag she stepped
into the room he was reading a
novel with great interest anll
looked up only when she stood
before him. He got up with
* asmile and stretched out his
arms. They were locked ina
tight embrace and he eagerly
sought her lips-
“You ars ‘sweet as ever,” he
murmured.  “I don’t know
how I managed to earry on
- without you. A railway sorter’s
job is always like that.. For me
the nights are days and vice
'versa.”

Both laughed as he led her on
to the bed and impatiently pull-
ed at her dress. “I have weaned
baby,” she told him, sinking on
the pillows with him. “He
drinks only . cow’s milk now.”
He switched off the light and the:
room was plunged into darkness.
There was a shaft of moonlight
filtering through the cracked
shutter of a window and it fellk
on the cot, revealing thir bodies.

The next day as he returned
from the bazaar with a cloth bag
of household requisites he looked:
sullen and morose. " “Prema,””
he called her. “I met my old:
auntie, Jumna Ba. 8he ssid”
you are always going home late
after attending temple worship-
and the bhajans. Then i
appears you go to some friends™
houses and chat with them,
Your mother is there of ' eourse
to look after baby but I don’t:
approve of a wife who does not.
return  home by 7 p. m. Ony
alternate weeks I go on tour and
I can’t check your movements.,
But can’t you behave decently $
My auntie was derisive in her
laughter and sa.'id- somothing:

: [
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about powerless husbands and
wayward wives.”

“That wretched old hag can
never keep a civil tongue in her
head. She is the worat scandal-
monger in this town,” sgaid
Prema, gseorn blazing in her
eyes.

Satish sprang from his chair

in a sudden burst of anger, seiz-
od hold of her pigtail, gave her
stinging slaps on the face and
threw her down. He kicked her
hard in the bottom until she
screamed. Then he put on his
shirt and coat and left for his
office. All the time Prema’s
mother and baby too, cried
-.aloud,

"It was only after half an houy
-that the pathetic chorus died
down. The mother raised the
-daughter to a sitting posture,
smoothed her hair with a comb
and gave her a cup of hot tea to
forget her pain.

“Once a month he c¢reates
such a scene,” wailed Prema’s
mother, “His aunt is a devil
incarnate. 1 am watching for
‘an opportunity to wring her
‘peck and throw her body into a
well.  One of these diys I mean
to do iv whatever comes.”

Premsa wiped her tears and
fondled baby on her lap, “Ha
speaks and behaves as if heis a
dord born with a silver spoon.
He knows we are starving and
Jhegives us just one-third of his
salary. I never thought he
would let us dowa so badly.
“When:he comes home he expects

. %0 be entertained like a prince,
All the favourite dishes that he

’
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Dames must be prepared in pure
ghee and he eats like s wolf.
Where is money for all this?

“Several times T have asked
im 10 pay more every month
but he has™ turned deaf eak,
Hov_v he lectures me on wifely
dutxes: You have married me
to a nice man indeed.”

“Prema’s mother threw up her
hands in despair.  “What am I
todo?! We never thought he
would  degenerate so, ~When
Your father and 1 saw him for
the first time he wag amiable
and well-behaved, After seeing
you he said he would cither
Warry you or remain a bachelor
all hislife, He prowised to take
every possible care of you and so
Wwe consented to e marriage.
Your father has left me 5 helpless
widow and we two are thrown on
his mercy. Oh, God.’ How I wish

that my life was ended here and
now!”

She beat her head i g
her hands untit Prems elaf,rlxlle h:;g
ewbraced her.  Both wept to-
gether and parted. The daugh-
ter forgot her grief ynd put on
her be{st clothes and made up her
face like a glamour gitl,  She
took a red plastic purse and
sallied out, Qe asked her
mother to take every possible

care of baby and keep aw
til her return, P ko on-

She hired a cycele rick
A shaw and
travelled five miles %0 the Can-
tor(:{m(}ant area.  Night had set in
and the street lightg
twinkle, 7 P
entrance she got down {;
I t rom the
rickshaw and digmissed it after

paying the fare, She showed a.
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Opposite the hospital

token to the watchman at the
gate who at once admitted ber.

She went into the special ward

and approached the last bed. A

young woman, who was a pitiful

bag of bones was stretched on it,

her eyes elosed.

“Mala,” she called ina low
soft voice.

She opened her eyes and 'bea-
med welcome.

“How do you feel?” she asked.

The patient shook her head.

“J am a burden to my husband
and to my parents. Prema,
when | am gone, get a good girl
for my husband. I hope and
pray she will make him happy.
For a whole week he has been by
my side. My parents have come
today and they will watch over
me. Prema dear, don’t forget
mwe when Iam gone. The ties
of friendship that were formed
in our school-days shounld never
be severed-—even after death.”

Her husband Vishnu quietly
entered and smiled at the visitor,
The patient looked at him and
urged him to go home and take
rest. “I am anxious that you
shouldn’t bresk dowm’ she
urged.

After some hesitation he left
the hospital, after giving some
instructions to his father-indaw
and mother-in-law.

Prema left a few minutes
later. She found Vishnu waiting
for her at the gate. ‘ What do
you think of her condition? Do
you think she will recover
soon?”’ .

i
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There were toars in her eyes
“Her life is in God's hane
and let us hope for the best
Now it is getting = late
Mr. Vishnu. I have to go bacl
five full miles to reach =y
place.”

*1 shall engage a tonga fo
you and leave you safe near yow
nouse. Please come to my houst
and wait outside while I go i
and change my clothes. Mj
present dress is awful.”

She waited for more than hali
hour. He must be bathing, she
knew. The lights were burning
and she want in to hurry him up.
He was just combing bis hais
and a pleasant perfume was
emanating from his direction
“ 1 am sorry to keep you waiting
like this,”” he said apologetically
and invited her to sit next to him.

When he finished his toilet he
came close. ‘“ You are far pret-
tier than I thought, Prema™ he
said, suddeply seizing her in
his arms.

In her heart of hearts she
knew she had come only for this~
the culmination of a long secret
romance. She buried her face in
his shoulder and wept and told
him of the cruelty at home. 1
just heard your husband is run-
ning after & low-class woman,”
he whispered, .

She gave him a kiss and stayed
in his arms for a long hour.
When they emerged from the
house it was past ten. She held
fast to ber purse which he had
filled with his money

‘
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EVEN after his continued

sojourn in foreign countries
Srinivasan looked with a sense of
repulsion at the English way of
hair-dressing. It always pleased
him to see women with long
plaits swinging like a pendulum
as they walked. Whenever his
matrimonial issue was raised he
told his mother he would marry
any girl with long hair even
though she was not very much
good tolook at. ‘Long hair turns
even ugly women beautiful,” he

would exclaim. His adoring and .

'extolling women with long hair
was resented by - his sister
Lakshmi because she had a braid
. like a rat’s tail about which she
wag always self-conscious. To
secure a lady of Srinivasan’s
_dream and desire his mother was
prepared to wait for any length
of ftime to have such a lady as his
wife, :

One evening towards syn-.
Srmlvasap and his friendughigx‘gg,
dresseq Immaculately, went t(;
an exhibition where there was a
sea of humanity. Many lasses
were there parading their beauty
mostly made up. Srinivasan’s
heart jumped with joy when he
saw a lady ata distance with a
long plait, longer thap he liked
who was making some purchases,
g;sp ?;ZS spa;lklinfg with curiosit);
see her face. ing’
the band of his friend hlztgigﬁgg
fast towards her. For his curjo-.
sity he would have galloped
towards her like a swift-footed
l};orse but for the hustling crowd
ut by the time they reachcci
that place she had moved away

from t i
o t!}:?re and was going out of

Soon these t ‘
e WO were
road chasing her as a gﬁnthe.

tiger would chase its kil Sharngg,
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unable to equal his friend in his
fast walk stopped in the middle.
Srinivasan didn’t care to pick him
up lest he should lose sight of
her. Her desire to see her, na-
turally gained an upper hand at
that moment. When he was at
a fairly close distance to her, as
fil-luck would have it she entered
a bungalow without affording him
a chance to see her face. He

looked this way and that at the

bungalow to see her, even at the
risk of appearing like a man 1n
suspicious circumstances. But
she didn’t at all come out. Dis-
appointment was_Wwrit large on
his forehead. Meanwhile his
friend joined him and they *left,
Srinivasan wringing his handsin
despair.

But a silver-liningin the cloud
was he was able to make a note
of the house. So the possibility
of having a look at her was still
open to him. He thought that if
he passed that way daily he was
sure to see her at least once.
Twilight was lingering still and
darkness had not yet set in. His
friend left for his house lest he
should court the anger of his
father if he went home late. But
Srinivasan trudged along to the
river-bank and sat on the sands.
He was revolving many thoughts
in his mind about her, imagining
50 many things till it was_ quite
dark, all the while scribbling
undecipherable “letters on the
sand. C

. He reached home with a dis~
spirited couptenance. His sigter
questioned him' abowt i, but
her voice didn’t enter bis cops-

giousness okl she ahook his

PRT

heavily catching hold of his arm:
and cried: ‘Seenu.’

He looked up at her and saic
with mild reproach: ‘Lakshmi,
please don’t disturb me. Leave
me alone.’ .

‘No I won’t, she said with
emphasis and stood her ground;
“You must reply me why you are
not your usual self today.”

Srinivasan kept_silent for a
while and said: ‘Missed a golden
opportunity.’

“What! did you pitch upoﬁ any
girt of your choice?" she asked
smiling. :

“Yes, Lakshmi,’ he replied, ra-
ther involuntarily. :

‘May I know who that blessed
woman’ss’

‘Had I known her why should
T be like this? be said with dejegr
tion, ‘I saw her this evening in
the exhibition. Oh! what fine
fong hair she had, you know,
1 followed her but before I over=
took her she entered the house,
not enabling me to sge her facg.”

She, instead of sympathising
with him, broke into a peal of
laughter at his disappointment
and was about to leave him when
he stopped her and said: *Laksi;-
Plitell you 'where her house is,
Will you kindly for my sak%'l
meet and make her your friend?¥:

‘And {len make her my sxstmr
in-law,” she smiled with moes
kery. o
u‘;;’ea, Lakehmi," he said anxige .

; o;l
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" SHORT STORY

By § K. DATTARAM
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She was as clever as she was beautiful.... -~

She invited him for a chat and a meal
and for a merry time.

AS 1 was .preparing the state-
ment of account for sub-
mission to the manager, Janaki,
the girl typist, swept past my
table. There was a trail of per-
fume that overpowered me. “You

have forgotten your lunch, Mr. -h

Mohan. What will your wife
think when she returns next

month and finds you so famish- °

edf" b4

- She laughed like a new bell
and smiled sweetly on me. She
was about to sail towards the
canteen when I accosted her.
“Miss Janaki, when you have
had your bite, will you please
type this personal letter for
me?!’

“By all means, Mr. Mohan. I
will send you the typed sheet and
the envelope in time for posting.
Don’t talk to me please for pay-
ing for these little services. That

88

is nothing. 1 will et
. . 0
if you mention mon%y ag:if;[.""kd

She went a few steps
the exit, glanced at E’ly tg]\;'; rg;
paper. folded it and put it inside

er blouse. Then suddenly she
turned back, “Mr. Mohan, | shall
wait for you at the canteen” It
took me fifteen more minutes to
finish the ‘tabulation. | shoved
my papers into the ‘drawer,

straightened my tie
and
for the canteen, sfarted

_We all knew that Janaki
flirt though of a canutious v:;‘s)ea
‘Where women are concerned I
;rrl;rii gverytcunous fellow. That

nature was born. wi
and I suppose* | ¢ never oyes

come it. I am the father o
children and supposed to gztzg;e:
thtt;‘r. sense of responsibility:
M ty riends qnd neighbours cre-
it me with high intellig€nce and
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speak of me as a man of integ-
rity and polish.

My wife thinks I am like the
traditional hero who would ob-
serve “‘eka patni vratha”—who
would be content with one wo-
man for one life. If the reader
will excuse my frankness I would
like to confess I was the pet of
two love-starved women jn my
teens—before I married. It was
an elderly woman who was living
with her grown-up sons. She was
living next door to ours and she
often invited me to share Iger
food or read under her lamp with
her sons. My parents were 100
poor and were glad whenl proved
less burdensome to them.

So 1 would go there and spend
most of the time. Sometimes
I would read by her lamp and
drop off to sleep and would get
up early in the morning. One
night when the lamp had been
blown out and it was pitch dark
all around she seduced me and
taught me the mysteries of life.
At first I felt ashamed and dis-
gusted but somehow 1 grew to
relish it.

Some women on the hunt have
aninnate sense that enables them
to find out whether a particular
man is susceptible to their charms
ahd set to work immediately. It
was so in the case of a widow
who was the mistress of a very
old but rich man who visited
‘her twice a fortnight. He approv-
ed of her choice of me as an
errand boy. ‘Tused to carry her
messages discreelly  to the old
man and ran to the bazaay to
buy ber. household requisites.
Sht paid me a small sum. every
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month which I passed omto my
peedy parents. Besides, 1 was
her secret lover behind the old
man’s back. Ouly I got tired of
her and walked out. My college
days were over and I had to seek
a decent full-time job.

Dear reader, how silly of me!.
I should have set down my im-
pressions of Janaki first, is it not?
In the first month she came to
serve in our office she wore a
faded saree. There was a rent in
it which she hid tactfully. But she
was very efficient. She had
her education in a convent school.
Indeed she was as efficient as she
was good-looking. Even her
shabby dress could not obscure.
bher magnetic charms. The
Manager, usually hard-headed
and close-fisted, gave her liberal
advance and asked her to get
some sarees and other sartorial
equipment. Once while suddeniy*
opening his door to consult' him
on an item of office expenditure,
I saw Janaki sitting on his lap.
He was kissing her and crump-
ling her dress. 1 withdrew in
haste and approached him only
next day.

The boss was usually a very
orthodox man, very much devo-
ted to his wife and children. But’
the fair newcomer had tempted
him with her coquettish ways.
Rather, it would be incorrect to
say that she took the initiative in
such matters. Her beauty was.
stunning and intoxicating and .
any man looking at her could
not help burning with desire. -

*She was so perfect — fair -

complexion, black hair, a body
full of voluptuous curves that
her flimsy dress hardly attempted -

@



2o hide. Thatis why our rishis
of yore ran away from tempta-
tions and took refuge in forests
or caves. So the puranas empha-
sise this truth.

And in that office we were not
saints, to besure. The men rap
after her and 1 knew that she
was liberal with her favours.
But none talked about her in the
office. We all knew the mana-
get’s fondness for her and were
strictly formal with her.

Thistime the boss was down
with typhoid and it was a safe bet
that he would not get. up from
bed for another month. A very
-old senior clerk was acting for
bim and nobody was afraid of
him. He wastoo good and do-
cile even to speak sternly or
xebuke the servants. :

I used to give Janaki personal
letters for typing and she would
readily oblige. But we were more
free in the absence of the boss,
Now she had invited me to the
canteen. She was alone in a cor-
.mer sipping tea and apparently
waiting for me. The rest of the
staff had already gone back to
their seats as it was past two.

“Mzr. Mohan,” she said as soon

-as I began attacking a toast,
“ *you yourself told me you are
- feeling lonely at home since your
wife is away. Why not come to
my house and see my mother and
elder sister? They would be de-
lighted to meet you. Come thig
evening with me. Another thing.
You must have your meal with
us, Thatisa promise, isn’t it
" Are you hesitating?’* .
-~ T was excited. “With pleasure”
.Xsaid. ‘I will be charmed ¢o
wvisit youall. 1tisO.K.’ I told her,
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I couldn’t concentrate on m
work and [ was constantlyncgg
sulting my wrist-watch. As pre-
Yiously arranged I went to the

US terminus in the evening
where Janakj joined me. When
we reached ‘her home it was
e ’f{]) add to my romantic

€r¢ was a full moon
overhead and the entire lands-

o 2
li?lﬁ. was bathed in g flood of

ey 0 went into the
niezlll-;en and quickly prepared a

“I am sorr h 3
. ¥, Mo »
lanakl it ’ an, said

“ M
Y Sister has gone to our bro-

ther’s .
late.” house and’ wij come back

She took me ; .
€ 1nto her roo
after the .meal which we hatg
caten in silence. She gave me

€ responded with i
ardour .and togetherw:vremts!lta?:g
ufgtll midnight. Thep she begged
? Ine to go home as it wag wige

o keep up appearances,

Back home I got back i
Ol my sense which haq disg'tttelg
me that day, The insurance

cover I had received from a

friend for Rs, 400
from my pocket.
had asked Japaki to
acknowledgement of its receipg.
;

" The * Hirakud

type was ip |

ARTICLE = . °

HIRAKUD:

A Tourists’ Paradise

2 o 2

HIRAKUD Dam, the pride of

India, is one of the sacred
temples of modern architecture of
the twentieth century. Thesmall
Hirakud village of the past, has
now developed into a beautiful

Aattractive town after the cons-

truction of the great Hirakud
Dam. It was inaugurated on 13th
January 1957 by our Prime
Minister Jawaharlal Nehru.

Situated ata distance of 11
miles from the sambalpur district
Hirakud Dam is now in the path
of controlling the constantly
threatening flood due to river
Mahanadi and the frequently
haunting famine of the rich
State, Orissa. It is the longest
Damin the world having 650
million of C.H. of earth and 46
million C.H. of concrete and
masonry. It has been built up
with an approximate amount of
100 crores. -

reservoir  is
the biggest astificial lake in Asia
With an arca of 288 square miles,
It is more than four timeg
Bbakra lake and a.shore line over
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400 miles. It has a capaqity -of
6.6 million acre feet. This pro-
ject provides irrigation ~ to
85,87094 acres of land having
200,000 tons of additional food
grains per year. This is the big-
gest block of Hydroelectric project
in India, with a capacity ‘
270,000 k.w. and will produce
1000 million units of energy.
The turbings and generators are-
the biggest of this kind so far
installed in India. The project
supplies power to Alumininum
factory at Hirakud, steel and
fertilizers at Rourkela, ferro=

‘manganese plant at Joda, cement

s

factory at- Rajgangpur, paper
mills at Brajaraj Nagar; mining
loads at Koira, Nuamundi,
Cuttack and Baragark.

The tolal length of the main
dam is 15,7848 feet. At night.
the whole dam including the dyke:
(15 miles) are brightly illumingte:
ed.  Streams of visitors from’
all over the world are coming’
to see this greatest achievement.
of India, since its constructiqn.:
The revolving Gandhi Migat:
located at the left abutting; hifl



and the Jawahar Minar in the
right abutting hill overlooking the
dam and the reservoir are alone
attracting more than 200 visitors
daily. The Gandhi Minar is 64
feet in height, having attractive
park and fountain at the entrance.
The project has gota beautiful
air-conditioned rest house (Ashok
Nivas) by the side of the
Jawahar minar at an altitude of
800 feet.

The Hirakud island is another
spot that attracts !arge numbers
of picnickers. This is situat-
ed on the down stream of the
main dam and is planned for
a biological park. This is equip-
ped with various botanical spe-
cies. The zoo, started with deer,
pigeons, parrots, etc. is far

expanding-- A beautiful swim-
- ming pool is also soon going to
be constructed ih the island.

Hirakud reservoir provides
excellent opportunitics to the
enthusiastic anglers. It is also
delightful to hear melodious
tunes of the cow boy’s flute or
the local maiden’s folk song.

More thrilling scenic beauties
will be seen on the right side of
the dryke. During the winter
a large number of Himalayan
ducks pass by Hirakud on
their way to Chilika lake. So
winter is the best time for the
amateur shikari to fire the ducks,
The big shikaris can enjoy their
game at ‘Bar Pabara’ at the far
end of the dyke. The place is
crowded with wild animals in~
vluding Royal Bengal tigers.
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In Doubt! *

A superintendent of a
was mal(lligg an order. He zt(;e(3
gan: “‘“Kindly send -
B e two mon
Somehow that didn't
. h see;
‘r‘xgk.\t; so he started again withm
Kindly send two mengeese.”’ ’

Finaily he settled his problem

by writing :
“Kindly send
gooin me a mon-
Then he signed his nam
added a P.S.: «g ond
one with it.” end another
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At night one will thrill to ep-

joy the sight with th
lights all round. ¢ galaxy of

The tourist informatio
) n, state
transport and project authorities
will gladly extend ™ all the facilj-
ties to the visitors.

~— Contd, from page 37

‘But you say you haven’
ven’t
her face.’ seen

‘Even if she is not yery good-

* looking T don’t mind. She has

such beautiful hair 1’

When he gave her the ad
she exclaimed with wondear: d‘rggs

that’s my friend Meena’s house.’ ‘
At this revelation Srinivasan’s .

delight knew no bound

s. B
that was only short lived since r(:
nued: ‘But she doesn’t (1)\23;
long hair as you say. On the

contrary she has oni '
hair. That braid w it aopbed
one, I know.’
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Article .

By John O’Hare

{"TuE TREASURE HOUSE OF |
f ENOWLEDGE OF ALL AGES:

:........O..O..........0.00‘O,.O...O..‘..

THE British Museum is world-
famous. Itisin Blooms-

- bury, in the centre of London,

-

and has been in cxistence for
more than 200 years. Itwas
founded to house the tre.as:ures,of
Sir Hans Sloane, a physician and
scientist, who died in 1753 and
offered his vast private collec-
tion of manuscripts, books and

‘works of art to the nation. From

this beginning grew an unequall-
ed tressure house of knowledge.

Montagu House, the former,

home of the Duke of Montague,
was the first building to be used
for the British Museum, but as
the original collection was added
to, Montagu House became 100
small to hold it all, and was
pulled down. The present buil-
ding was put up on the sanfe site
a little more than a century ago.
There have been several additions
since. Itis one of the moblest
buildings in London, with 44
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massive columns dominating the
front. It hasa dome larger than
that of St. Paul's Cathedral, al-
though curious enough this can-
not easily be seen from the street.
All the rooms are on the
grandest scale, some of them
being 100yds. long. .
Whole History of Mankind
The exhibits in the British
Museum are so numerous that it
would take a lifetime to examine

them all in detail. Gathered
from all corners of earth,
some have been excavated

from buried cities, others
brought up from the bottom of
the sea. They cover the history
of man from his earliest days,
through the great civilisations of .,
antiquity, the Dark Ages and the
Middle Ages, up to modern
times. )
You can ‘see there mummies

‘older than the Pyramids; tools

that were in use when mammoths

o



-toamed the earth; words that
were written before the time of
Moses and the house-hold goods
- of families who have been dead
10,000 years. There are plenty
of examples of ithe glory of
Greek sculpture and the grandeur
of Roman statues. You can look
at the wonderful Portland Vase
that was smashed to pieces by a
lunatic visitor and put together
again so skilfully that the naked
eye can hardly see the joints

The British Museum has books
written and illustrated by monks
centuries ago, perfect as print,
with the blue, gold and red letter-
ing unfaded, asthough they had
been done only yesterday. There
are Bibles printed in the langua-

_ges of the North American
Indians and books printed by
William Caxton. You can read
“the last letter written by Admira]
Lort Nelson before the battle of
Trafalgar, and turn to the diary
-of Captain Scott, open at the
last page, and see how the marks
- of his pencil grow faint as the
great Antarctic explorer’s hand
froze in death.

Echoes of Great Men

The signature of William
Shakespeare is there, and you
~can examgine the handwriting of
other great men and women,
poets, soldiers, sailors, states-
men, kings, queens, churchmen,
philosophers and' scientists who
have made history and literature.

For instance, there isa page

written with a quill pen by Char-

les Dickens, complete with blots
.and a}terations, a letter written
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by King Henry the Eighth, one
by O!rver Cromwell and another
by Sir Francis Drake. In yet
another the poet Alfred Tenny-
son complains of the pile of
letters he found on his door mat
when he returned from a holiday.
Wherever you look in the manus-

Cript room, you will see an im-
mortal page. '

The Reading Room

Perhaps the most famous part
of the British Museum is the
R_eadmg Room. This is imme-
dlate_ly_below the mighty dome
and isin the form of a giant
circle, with rows of desks radiat-

ing from the centre like the spokes -
of a wheel, with “cliffs” of books

towering up all around, There
are miles of bookshelves under-
ground too, and the catalogue

alone runs into many huge volu-
mes,

Many famous people have used
the Reading Room for study and
fesearch, and many well-known
works have been written there.
The noveliét, William Makepeace
Thackeray; is one of the authors
who composed chapters in the
Reading- Room, George Bernard
Shaw wrote his first play there and
a regular visitor, who always sat
in the same seat, was Lenin,

. People from all over the. world
visit British Musuem and in the
tourist season one may hear all
ﬁgﬁwu languages spoken in the

In fact, the British Museum-is

a first-class education, and it is
free.
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“ONE FOR THE ROAD”
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He averred to her there was no other

he had to bid
and he was s/o:r\y/.\’/"\/"v.\/'\/w\/w\/'\/“\/'\/"\‘3
AN .

'
IT was nearing midnight, wh;n
Johnny took the stairs to the
first floor of the expensive apart-
ment house.. He wason his way
up to see some one Very specml,
and this someone was a - girl-the
girl he loved. Loren was the~on'ly
one who had been able to stir 13
his hard heart, the age-ol
emotion. They had been very
close to each other, when tragedy
obtruded to separate them. He
had not seen her for five years,

“and was -looking forward, eager-

ly,. to this meeting.

Hjs pame was Jonatha Cy-
rus Bond; but in certain circles
he was referred to as “The Trig-
ger”. His uncanny deftness with
a gun had earned for him a
place of respect among other
denizens of the underworld. Tou-

~gh and ruthless, he lived by &

code peculiar to men of his type;
He algrays remembered a favour
and néver forgot or forgave an
injury. There were mapy Wh A
would like+ to -have secen him

_put away; but the brave few who

o)
woman‘in his life g

good-bye to her.........

had tried were no longer around’

to tell about it.

When he reached the landing:

he turped right, and walked

the corridor. He passed.
atlxl’g] gdoors and stopped pefo];'g-
the third. On it, raised in the
wood figures of old, was the.
number 37. He pressed the bell--
button and waited. The seconds.
ticked by; and then he heard the
soft tread of approaching foot-
steps. The lock clicked, and
the door was slowly opened.

Loren looked up at ber caller-
with wide-eyed innocence. . She
was wearing pink ‘pajamas, slip--
pers, and a_black silk kimono.
As recognition gradually came to
her, her expression changed to-
one of astonishment; of incre-
dulity. Her lips formed tl;z;{;
word ‘Johnny!’ but the . sound’,
died in her throat. / L

Johnny pushed into the room.

o and closed the daor. ‘Withouta:

word he gathered her into his. .
arms. His mouth came down ori



‘hers, hard and demanding, with
the accumulated passion of five
long years. As the soft curves of
her body were pressed against
his, she felt a series of delight

ful sensations pass through her.:

Johnny was the only man who
could make her feel this way. He
had but to take her in his arms
and her soul soared into thé
heavens like a moon rocket.

With great effort he released

his hold on her, and walked over .

to the nearest chair. Loren lean-
ed back againt the door, afraid
to trust her legs. She could not
control the wild beating of her
heart, and her body was all at-
remble with the excitement of
the last few moments. Only when
she was sufficiently recovered
did she speak. Her voice sound.
ed somewhat tired.

“Tell me all about it, Johnny,
I didn’t think I’d ever see you
again.”

“How could you think, baby?”
he replied. “You should have
known I'd come back. You
- should have known I couldn’t for-
get you.”

Loren shook her head slightly.

here was the faintest indication
of a smile on her lips. “Same
old Johnny.” She said, “You
haven’t changed. What are you
going to do after this?” :

Johnny shrugged his shoulders
“I’ll get by, somehow. I always
do. I've been in worse situations
than this,”

“Well” said Loren “As the
saying goes, what will be, will be.
Let’s have a drink for old times,
unless you’re in a two..,...”’
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COAT (OF POWDER)

my new coat?

. Fli-{]e (lool;ing at her face) :
e, on i
ok thick!”y You got it on
Q/v]\‘;-\/'\o/'\o/-\ -0
“There’s always time for a
drmk,“baby.” Johnny interrup-
ted. ““Make this ope for the
road, one half-of-g long road.”

Loren walked over to the mini-
ature bar in the corner, and pou-
red two drinks. She brought
his across to him, and then dr(g>p-

4

; SHE: * How do you like
)
)

ped into an upholstered chair -

opposite, kicked o i
Ell_n(_i drew her legs lihuezrxdsgrpplfg’
ar?:is J‘Z?lfnl)];r t}i)‘avouritc position,

o

very cucld)esome.ught she looked
He raised his glass. “Here’
Eo the happy times we have 11;:3
together. ““He sipped his drink
?}?d looked round at the room
€y were seated in. The ‘last
word in luxury and comfort
1t reflected the temperament’
tglfste, and character of jtg beau-,
t;x ul owner. It wag far better
pi?ctl' tl:;elast flat she had occu-

; one :
memories for hirrtll.lat held tender

He looked across at her
; . “You
kg:ioxy, baby, I'm damn sorry I
1an't get out of this town earfier
a}?.d take you with me, Maybe
things would have turned out
t'l crent. I was getting a little
ired of having to cut " down
every cheap assassin that came
UP against me. When I dis-
covered Blanco’s plpt to kid-
nap Bill Wesson’s {ittle son,.

s
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had to stick around. There was
nothing in common between
Wesson and myself; but he was
good Police Chief; upright and
incorruptible; and 2 constant
worry to the big operators like
Blanco. Besides, he had done
me a favour some years ago,
and I didn’t want to see any-
thing happen to his little boy.
I couldn’t go to his office as
many of his cops wer¢ 1l Blan-
co’s pay. A phone didn’t ring
on his desk without Blanco
receiving information about it.
But I managed to get a mess-
age through to him, to meect
me at a deserted cottage on the
outskirts of the town. He. was
not to tell anybody about it.

“That night when I left you
to keep my appointment with
Wesson, 1 didn’t dream that
1 would not be seeing you
again for many years. It was
your birthday, I rer_nember; and
we had planned a little celebra-
tion later in the evening at
your flat — just the two of us.
In the years that followed,
I often reballed your last words.
You had said ‘Come back soon,
Johnny. There’s a champagne
dinner and a whole night of
{ove waiting for you.’

“Y couldn’t come back; becau-
se when | arrived at the cottage
Blanco’s boys were walting for
me. You know the rest from
the newspapers. The cops pick-
ed me up ina svmi-CONSCIOUS
condition, and smelling of alco-
hol. There was a gun in my
hand and Bjll Wesson lay dead
in the same room.
shot thropgh 4he head and
heart. It was the peatest frame-
up and double cross I have
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He had been’

known. Blanco paid big money
for the tip-off.

“Acop had been killed and
the entire police force were
thirsting for my blood. I didn’t
stand a chance; [ was sent up
for life.”

He paused to finish his drink,
then continued. “From the
day 1 entered that prison 1 began
working out my escape. Step by
step. Systematically. For weeks,
and months and years, I bided
my time, as I couldn’t afford to
have anything go wrong. Today
my carefully laid plans, and
years of patience were rewarded,
and I busted out.” '

He stood up and looked at the
dial of his wristwatch. “Time is
running out, baby; 1 have to go
now. They’ll have an alarm out
for. me by morning, and 1 must
pay Mister Blanco a visit before
[ leave this town.”

He walked over to her chair.
<1 have loved you dearly, Loren”
he said. “I guess Fstill do. And
for me there can be no other.
it's tough that we have to part
this way; but now could it be
otherwise?”’

As he stopped over her, she
raised her lips to receive his.
Kissing her gently; he straighten-,
ed up, and looked down at her
for the last time; drinking in all
her delicate loveliness. Then he
spoke. His voice was low and
chilling; his words deadly in their
significance: ‘“‘So long, Delilah:”

His right hand came out of his
pocket, and cracked three times.
A dark red stain was slowly -
spreading across her left breast
as Johnny closed the door softly
behind him, and made for. the
stairs. :

a1
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sister but a great shock was in store

for him one night. N

. C. S
He was in love with the younger g l N. PANDYA.
i
[ ]
[ ]
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NIY new co-tenants were quite

an interesting lot. The

head of ‘the family was an old

woman Indu by name. She had

two daughters, Mrinal and Uma.

The elder girl, who was about

twenty-four and very attractive,

was married. Her husband, Pra-

kash, who was older than Mrinal

'by about twenty years returned
from work late in the evenings.

He seemed to be of a quarrel-

some type. Saon after he took

his meal there would be a battle of

words among the mother, her

first daughter and her husband.

‘The second dayghter Uma would
- be studying by the lamp—she was
still in the school-going stage byt
she was already a budding beauty
and I thought she would in
the course of years become more

‘ .

43

beautiful than her i

1er elder sister.
The mother would ask her youn-
ger daughter to close her books.
and go to bed and not keep listen-

ing to the unsavoury details of

the conversation of the eclders.
I Thei{ were resid

\vas living on the ground fioor
My mother had gone to my elder

sister’s hoy
had schog S¢ near Allahabad. She

sister in Lucknow and it ‘would
take at least six to nine months.
before she returned home, The
house was ours and we reserved

lt};: downstairs portiop for our

If I was 30 minded '
I would
g;te&arf my own meal but I was.

lear my office; which
good food and I hadw a rse;r‘;,‘:(ll“
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ing upstairsand.

uled to visit my younger -

azy. There was a hotel |

account there. At home I had
an electric stove and prepared
hot tea or ovaltine which I took
with crisp biscuits.

Uma made friends with me two
days after the family moved in.
I should say the ovaltine and the
biscuits and some of the fried
stuff I used to bring from the
hotel must have lured her into
my room.

She was not unwelcome. I
was courteous and kind to her
and insisted on her sharing what
I had. Once she got over her
shyness she was all smiles (ah!
how charmingly she smiled!) and
began tochatter on with ease and
informality. She never seemed
to think 1| was a stranger and
thought nothing of rubbing
shoulders with me. She told me
it was her last year in school
and she was struggling over
Mathematics. And she engaged
me to solve her problems for
her.

When her studies upstairs
were interrupted by stormy
scenes and quarrels she would
bring her books into my room as
if it was her own and continue
to read. For my part, I was
very proud to have such a pretty
companion who had complete
trust in me. The way she coaked
me to do her sums was bewitch-

ing. She would bring her olive-

skinned face close to mine with
its scent of sandal and jas-
mine and show her rosy red lips
and pearl-white teeth. Once she
sent my blood coursing wildly in

my veins by brushing her lips

against my cheek.

Upstairs “the quarrel went on
and on until midnight and -poor
Uma slept over her book in my
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room. She looked so fascinating
that I couldn’t help imprinting a.
kiss—with brotherly affection of
course--on her forehead. But
she slept on until her motheg,
peeped in with an apologetic
look, woke up Uma and led her
up.

Occasionally both the sisters
would invade my sanctum. The
elder one would prohibit me froms
attending to the stove, compel
me to sit like a lord and
get the beverage ready. The two
would fuss aboutf, bringing the
tray, the saucers and cups and
would serve me as if they were
waiting on a king. It would make
me laugh and then it would be my
turn to wait on them as if they
were queens. At such happy
moments I would sing some
catchy film tunes and they
would listen in amazement and
wonder. The mother for her part.
was so fond of her daughters that
she never interfered with them
and let them do what they pleas~

“ ed.

Once 1 asked Mrinal, “Are you
not afraid of your husband?
What will he think if he finds
you in another man’s room?”

She laughed and shrugged her
shoulders. ““You see, he comes
home only after 9 p.m. and then"
you know what happens up~
stairs.”

I kept quiet. I envied the -
swarthy ugly-looking fellow who-
had married such a cuddlesome-
beauty. With her big soft bosom
she had a provocative figure.
She knew I was staring at her.
but did not feel embarrassed. But

_the next momént I felt ashamed

and penitent. I was really inlove -

RO



with that peerless beauty~her
-sister—and here 1 was unasha-
medly gazing at her sister—yes,
in the very presence of Uma.

The party broke up, however,
-as I had to leave for office in a
hurry. That night I came back
‘rather very late. There was a

fierce quarrel in progress and I -

heard even some pots and pans
being hurled across. Mrinal’s
“husband was creating a nasty
scene and her mother was bawling
her head off at him. “You are
welcome to do as you please.
But I want to be leftalone in
“peace and Uma mustbe able to
.complete her studies.”

‘I could not make head or tail
-of it all. But this much I under-
stood. Mrinal’s husband was
leaving them. He was taking
his wife with him. The coast was
now clear for me, I thought. As
soon as Uma was out of school I
‘wouldclaim her in matrimony.
Before that we would be meeting
~every night and a little wooing
was notout of the question. She
“too was not averse to. it. What
a delightful creature she was.
Her very presence radiated a soft

light and enveloped me in joy.

To be in her arms would  be
very heaven indeed.

I was fast asleep with those
thoughts and when I woke up I
had the surprise of my life. Next
to me on the bed was Uma—her
head on my pillow and her arm
round my neck. When did she
come? It waswery dark and I
should have left the door open
<even as 1 dropped off to sleep.
Love for  the angelic creature
came like a flood and swept . me

50 -
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It was the man’s first visit to
the psychiatrist. Ameong other .
6 questions, the doctor asked:
*“ Are you troubled by improper
thoughts?”

“No, doctor,” the man answer-
ed. “In fact I rather enjoy
them,”

Ll o 2 L1 W W

ofl. I strained her in my arms
and kissed her like mad. She
was not asleep and kissed me
with equal warmth.

“When did you come?”’ I ask-
ed her.

“He left us an hour ago,”
she said. “Mother and Uma
have gone to a friend’s house and
will come back in the morning.
I was afraid he may come back
and hit me. So Isecured all the
doors with two locks and came

«into your room to see you. Do
you love me, don’t you?”

I had a great shock. It was
Mrinal in my arms--not Uma!

*Yes, I love you t00,”” 1 whis-
pered tightening her in my arms:

Early in the morning as she
got up to go, I asked her, ““Mri-
nal, are you not afraid of your
husband? Won't he murder us
bothif he finds us in this state
now?”’ ‘

' »
“Husband indeed!” she scoffed.
“Fate made me his mistress for a
while. We are rid of that rogue.’
He has left me for another wo-
man!”’ :
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ARTICLE

~ pening.

' ‘emce, morg.a sense of exhilara-
~ tion and elation than .a feeling
,.of dejection or sorrow on having

IS TE

—— AFTER DEATH?

HE Shastras exhort us at
every turn that man’s stay
on the earth marks a stage in
the transition of the soul. There
is continuation of life after death.
All that one sheds is the body,
which in fact proves to be bur-
densome and cumbersome to the
soul.

But what exactly happens
when the icy hand of death is
Ianid on the human frame?
Among the mortals who actually
suffered death and, miraculously
enough, have managed to sur-
vive, is that great writer Paul

. Brunton.

For a short while, he recalls
death descended on bim and he
left his body on the earth below.
He could at the same time watch
and . witness what was hap-

Exquisite .

He had an exquisite experi-
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oes of agony . approaching:

e, T L
R T [y'ad ~
R :
,'/ +

o
R

By G. PRABHU

to leave the earth. He says:
“It was very plessant and much
freer, the body and brain seem’
to be a clog which, when shaken
off, leaves one calm and free.””

After floating in unusual light-
and radignce for some hours he
came down to the earth. From
this extraordinary experience be
was thoroughly convinced that
there is life after death. '

In 1933, a similar remarkable
incident happened in Nellore.

' Sharma was twenty-two years

old, studying in college. He
had gone to a friend’s house to.
attend the birthday celebrations-
of the latter’s baby. ,

On the previous night he had’
been drenched in heavy rain and’
was feeling uneasy. While the -
priests were sitting round the
holy fire, invoking the gods to:

elf becoming unconscious.

i
ia friends'sitting round. hini‘.
:h erstood that he was .in‘ the

“béff:he littlelzoy,_ Sharma felt




death, Sharma wanted to éay
something, but no coherent
words came,

There was a gurgling sound in
his throat-almost a rattle. His
host was anxious that the happy
celebrations in his home must
not be marred by the death of
"someone even though he might
be his friend.

And he was pleading with
- Sharma to go to his own house,
which was not far off,

But one of Sharma’s true
friends, Sethuram, jumped to
his side, rubbed his hands and
chest, poured some soda water
into his mouth and went on
massaging him. Ho was drag-
ged nearer to the holy fire and
his body began to warm up.

Sharma, to the surprise of all
those gathered, turned his
wondering eyes all rennd and
"began to speak. “I had a
strange experience. My soul,
tied as it were by a silken thread,
began to soar, up into a new
land of light.

“And what a delightful experi.
ence it was. At the same time,
I was able to watch my friends,
my mother and sisters weeping,

- X will never, never foreget this
experience.”

On the same day, be it noted,
another man called Sharmas, resid-
ing in the same town passed away,
Is it not reasonable to conclude
that the messengers of Death
sometimes get confused over
names ?

" Pleasantly lifted

In a South Indian village
(near Ramnad) s school teacher
was given up for dead. He woke
up Just when he was about to be-
cremated. The mourners con-
verted themselves into a congra-
tulatory party and took the man
back to his house in a triumphal
Procession.

Wife Saved

The young wife, distraught at
her husband’s untimely end, was
about to commit suicide when
“the dead man” rescued her from
the jaws of death.

Near Poona, in the pre-Inde-
pendence era, a' butler named
Ankiah, serving an Englishman,
was bitten by a cobra. The
bungalow was far away from
any hospital and was almost

isolated.  The master was
frantic.

He had no car to car
patient away or to bring l'ya, dtz)hc(3
tor.  One of the bearerg brought
n a mantrik from the neighbour-
Ing village and, - before the .scep-
t;lcayl white man infused, by his
recitations, life into the blue-
coloured body of the vietim,

When the hugler
narrated an eerie experien

arrato 0 ce of
his.  Though his body writhed
1 agony and his kinsmen ghrie.
ked over hig Passing, he wag
to an unknown

region. The recitations of the

mantrik, however, broy i
back to earth. = . ght him

sat up he

*
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" SHORT STORY

—  PART TWO

WAS IT ROMANCE?

By ¢‘Teekaybee’’

He was desperately in love with the
girl but she disappointed him.........

(Continued from previous issue)

r I‘HE note book lay open cold-
ly, the typewriter was un-
cared for—it was not even dust-
ed. Kumar could not under-
gstand it. What had befallen
‘Manian, his usually cheerful
friend? He looked lost in thou-
ht, instead of being care-free
and gay, Had he lost some-
thing? Did he have any disturb-
ing news? Kumar enquired of
him with great concern.

“No—nothing,” said Manian
.and tried to smile. It was a bla-
nk, vacant smile, without life in
it. Manian was not of a confid-
ing nature. Kumar was unable
to endure his silence. He knew
that deep down in his heart Mani-
an was worrfed. He didn’t like it
and decided to set his mind at
rest, if it was possible for him?

The officer called for a steno-
grapher; Kumar glanced at
Manian. He was crest-fallen and
was in no mood to go. His eyes
pleaded to Kumar for help.

nstantly Kumar rose up to the
«occasion.

That evening Kumar~ suggest-
ed to Manian a picture. - He
was not yery happy but all the
same he accepted the suggestion.
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The picture was going on. It
was below expectations but they
did not worry about it." At the
theatre, Manian opened his
heart to his friend. Slowly, bit by
bit, he gave vent to his feelings.
He emptied his thoughts. Kumar
knew he was under a great emo-
tional strain and a mental dis-
equilibrium. “Poor chap” he
said to himself. He always tho-
ught that only shorthand interes-
ted his friend, besides reading
fiction. But he was mistaken in
his calculations.

Suddenly, a bright idea seized
him, It was with much diffi-
culty that he made Manian agree
to his idea.

X X

“How about going to the exhi-
bition?” began Pankaj.

The idea put forward by his.
sister did not appeal to Manian;
but he didn’t want her to miss.
her pleasure for his sake. o

S“All right, anything for ‘a.
change. Are you going to come’
as you are? Go—get dressed
up,” said he disinterestedly. - -

Pankaj hurried before Manian'

could change the programme,




_ Manian waited for his sister
impatiently. She was busy in a
fancy shop, doing some pur-
chases.

The time-fuctor is forgotten
where ‘women are concerned.
Pankaj was no exception. Ma-
nian strained his eyes. Present-
ly, he saw her coming with g
friend.

“Shantha, meet my brother,
Manian, B.A., This, brother
js my friend Shantha, P.U.C.
Am' I not right, Shantha?”
There was mischief in Pankaj's
voice.

Manian’s heart seemed to miss
a beat. Did he need any intro-
duction to this pretty girl who
stood before him? Did he spend
a moment without thinking of
her? But having seen her face,
words failed. to come out from
his1ips. He tried to say some-
thing. But his efforts proved
futile.

“Is...he...... er...... is Sir your
‘brother,” Shantha broke the ice.

Pankaj failed to understand
her friend’s question.

“Do you know him already?”
she questioned her friend.

~Nice to meet you here, Shan-
tha. Have you come by your-
gelf?”’ Manian managed to speak.

“No. My cousin has accom-
panied me. He’s over there,”
Shantha waved a hand in the
direotion of a book-stall.

© Pankaj wasshrewd to discover
familiarity in their conversation.

‘How did her ‘shy’ brother know

‘Shantha? Her doubtscame in the
form of a question.

: . [ o .
I S

"Y_ou 8eem to need no intro-
duction. . May I know.......?”

Shantha cut her friend:

“Your brother ig my short-

gznd’, teacher at the institute.

“No, I was her instructor.”
Manian  corrected Shantha's
Statement in a frustrated voice.
Bufi Pankaj seemed to take no
notice of it. She had got a com-
panion and needed, for the time
being, no brother.

. A good-looking bespecsacled
youngish  man, immaculately
dressed, came in search of Shan-
tha. After the usual, ‘glad to
meet your’ Manian remained
quiet- But Sekhar never had the
courtesy to take the hint. All
the time, he wag talking and
talking about his journalistio
proclivities and his achievements. *
Manian wondered at the intelli-
gence of Sekhar though he was
mercilessly boring him to death,

Manners required of Manj

nod his head and say ‘01&15)18;;6;9 '
‘r.ea,l]y’.and ‘of course’. I’\lost.ly'

his replies were monosyllabjc; HG;

cursed his sister for leaving “him

in such a predicament, Pankaj

seemed to be enjoyingher after-

noon with Shanthg,

Manian saw his radium-dj :
watch. It was seven O’dtl:?ifr
He ‘remembered’ an engagement
at eight with a Mr. X.  With X
polite ‘if you’ll excuse me’ to Mr
Sekhar and a.‘good night’ in his -
SWeetest tone to Shantha, after

barging in their converaation, he

left - his .sister and - ied
towards the exit, 8 husried

In the bus Pa.nkaj asi:ed ﬁim:_
IO koAt

«Oh, how did yau ejoy your-
gelf? Isee you have become so
very chummy with Shantha’s
cousin?”

«To hell with him,” shouted

Manian in a cold fury. Pankaj
understood what it implied and
never opened her mouth:

X X

Manian was in a state of des-
peration. Upto this period he
bad kept his friend’s suggestion
at the bottom of his heart, “"lth
misgivings as to its execution.
But now it had foreibly. risen to
the surface. The gight of my
charming sweetheart in her best
evening dress and in her best
humonr was still lingering before
his eyes. That superb beauty
must be his. It was foolish to
waste time hoping that things
would spring up by themselves.
He must do something about it.
And Kumar’s suggestion would
be the best starting point.

Manian carried out his deci-

sion as soon as he went home.

All that was needed was a piece
of paper and a fountain pen. HS
began with “My dear Shantha
and then the matter gushed out
from his heart as steam from a
kettle. Those words that he
wrote, how long had they been
confined there, deep in his bqsom!
How many times bad he vahed
to repeat them to her and did not,
for want of courage! v

He had always been a coward.
But did courage pay in those
matters? Should not one be very
cautious. lest he should lose
everytbipg? Manian was In a
dilemma. , .

loved the vacant air. For-

At last when he signed the et~
ter, he yielded to his usual ins-
tinct. He signed the letter ‘Bdla’
instead of in his own name. All
that he wanted was to ease his
heart by pouring out his thoughts
on paper and make her read it.

And this anonymous letter
was the one that was giving
Shantha a headache: She tried
to forget and ignore it; but in
proportion to her attempts a
forgetting, there grew in her
heart a strong desire to find out
the author of that strange letter.
Who was that audacious ‘Bala’
who professed to love her much?
How did he come to know s¢
much of her as to comment on
her intellect and childisness ?
Was he so near to heras t¢
watch her every movement and
was she so blind as to be quite
unconseious of his close observa:
tion? ’

Your tennis ball springs up
with the same force with which
you strike it on the ground.
Your large kite soars high with
the same vigour with which you
pull it towards you. And so dc
your thoughts when you want tc
suppress them. They gather in-
tensity and then revolve in you
mind with greater  frequeuncy.
Try a8 you might, you cannoti
forget them; they would haunt.;
you day and night. o

Shantha had the same difficul- "
ty. She had no peace, that
young girl. She suffered from  a:
disease which every young 'per-:
son has to suffer, one time or-'
agother—the disease that peo~"
ple call love. - * e
" Butshe might as well baye®
#he:

S



knew' not the person at whom
all ber pleasant thoughts con-
verged. She had just a few
lines of his handwriting over an
evidently assumed name ‘Bala.’
For the rest she gave her imagi-
nation full play.

It was the first anniversary
pelz‘pration of their commercial
mstitute. A rejoicing crow
filled the hall. The distignguisheg
guest, after finishing his long
lec_ture on the importance of the
twin arts of typewriting and
shqr&hand, sat down to the great
reh.ef of the audience. There was
a significant applause.

Manian cracked his knuckles
and got up from his chair. He
ought to have thought twice be-
fore undertaking to give the
institute authorities a verbatim
report of the speech. But how
could he anticipate that the
speaker would misuse the liberty
given to him and take so much
time as that?

He came out of the hall and
strolled towards the lawn.
Groups of students stood here
and there, chatting and laughing.
Through the loudspeaker issued
the high-pitched voice of the
principal who was offering the
vote of thanks.

Manian went to a secluded
corner and stood thinking. No
doubt he was thinking about
Shantha; his face lit up éven
though he was very tired. How
paaticularly charming she had
been that day! How sprightly
and graceful were her move-
ments ! He remembered her peals
of laughter at the time when the
boys staged their little farce.
‘They were still ringing in his ears.

36

“Are you not going home,

v ) .
Egr. came a voice from behind
im.

_ Manian spun round. He knew
it was Shantha’s voice.

“0}1, is it you, S8hantha?”’ he
exclaimed. “Have you started?
Where are your friends?’ He
looked round and found that
there was nobody about,.

. “They’ve gone. They didn’t
ave the patience to sit through

thq lecture to the end!” She
smiled.

) Ma_nian looked at her with a pang
in h}s heart. She was very near
tobim and yet he had a feeling
that she was far, far away. Her
words were very familiar and

b1 . -
?:r ml::l.felt she was incoirigibly

idgalilmedlatel)’ he had a strange
_He clenched his fist and
sighed deeply. What if he told
!ler that which was uppermost
In his heart? Anyway it had to
be done one day or another.
And there was little hope to
have another chance like this to
talk to her in such loneljness,
He made a step forward. “I've
Something to tell you, Shantha,”
he said slowly, ’ ’

ot Shl;;xn.th& made a surprised look
“Yes, Shantha, I've
wanting to tell you this sl;g?:;
quite a long time, but I didn’t
know how to. Even now I don't
know how exactly to put it to
you, bqt I'd manage, somehow.
It is this, Shantha. I love you
I'loved you the day I saw yOI;
when you were admitted in my
class. Ever since that day you
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“have been attracting me towaras
-you more and more closely, I
‘have no peace; I cannot turn
my mind towards anything else.
Yes, Shantha, I feel ! cannot
live without you”

Manian paused for breath.
«He was shy to look up atShan-
tha. Ithink I have made myself

_clear 1 want, you to think of it:
I am waiting for your reply.”

Shantba was nervous. She
went up to a nearby cement
bench and sat down. When she

- spoke her voice trembled.

«T did not expect this from
you, no, I never did,” she said,
Ataring at the distant trees.

«But I have to glve you more
pain. I have to disappoint
you,” She continued. “No, Sir,
I cannot love you!”

Manian paced up and down in
front of her. He did not know
what to do or say-

“You have always been kind
to me and I have always admir-

.ed your talents and good
qualities. But as to aceepting
your offer of marriage, I am

- sorry, Ifeel T can never do it.”

Manian calmed himself. He
turned to her and said,
«It is all right, Shantha. I'm
_glad that you have been 80
frank in your statements. I
would not trouble you. any
more with my foolish sentiments.
But just one final request:
" Would you care to tell me why
you refuse me 80 decidedly?”

Shantha stared at him. She
was trouhled. Her heart was
heavy: What was wrong if she
confided én him and thereby

. eased her heart?
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not laugh at me. I’am already
in love but I do not know with
whom!”

«“What do you mean? You -
don’t know whom you love?”

“Yes,” Shantha nodded. “A
few weeks back I got a letter.
The one who had written it had
expressed his attachment to-
wards me in the most strong
terms. I might have read that
letter a hundred times. By and
by I was drawn towards the
author of that letter. I now -
find I love him. I am confi-
dent that he would make him-
gelf known one day. And I
would wait for him.”

Manian made a sudden move-
ment. His heart beat loudly in
excitement.

“Look here, Shantha,” he
shouted at her. «“What's that
letter you are referring to? One
in green ink on a blue bond pa-
per? Signed by ‘Bala’?”

Shantha started. ¢«How do
you know?” she questioned,
her eyebrows rising.

“I'm that ‘Bala’; Shanthi,”
cried Manian. “Don’t you know
that my full name is Balasubra-
manian? T wrote that letter to
satisfy myself—to ease my
heart.”’ ‘ R

Shantha blushed heavily. Bhe -
could not find her voice. e

‘“Would you have me now,
Shantha?’ Manian asked.
“Now that you know that T’am
your ‘Bala’?” T

Another heavy blush rose to
Shantha’s cheeks, It was suffi-
cient answer by itself. '

(Concludedy




A SEVEN-PART SERIAL STORY
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INSTALMENT ONE
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"THE BRIDFE’S VISITATION

By ‘¢ REVATHI"”

The hour of expectation for the beautiful bride turned
into an hour of agony and unprecedented experience...

AMIDST peals of laughter,
cheers and jeerings, Sridhar

snd Kamala entered the gaily

Jecorated nuptial chamber,

Sridhar bolted the door inside,
He gently placed his hand on his
pretty wife’s shoulder and led
her to the eouch.

A young girl was chirping a
passionate song about Radha
and Krishna. Her voice, sweet
and sonornus, slowly ehbed
away.

. Bverything was quiet. Sridhar
switched off the light. In the
dim light of the green Jamp, he
conternplated the young pretty
girl that was his wife,

Her flawless face, her firm
breasts, her dark eyes, restless
and darting engaged in a never-
ending game of hide-and-seek
i and her coy shyness proclaimed
her virgin chastity. Y

" Sridhar could contain himself
no longer. He reclined on the

8

couch and drew the girl b his:
s1de._ She | came tov%ards yhim
trusting, shy and timid, with
colour mounting on her cheeks,

Sridhar heard the sound of foot-
steps outside the door, <« Who
is there? ** he shouted.

There was no answer. Sridha,
looked at the door as if h;
;vouldb pierce through it. His.
ace became pale. H
frightened. P © looked

Kamala looked at  him
anxiously. Why was her husband
upset over a trifle ¢

“We must be carefy) -
said almost in g whisper.u " be
_Ne;h moment, he locked herp
yielding form in a firp tight
embrace. Tt was as if he

away from him.

Everything wag again quiet..

He felt reassured.
He took her face in both handp-
n‘;‘nd peered into her :;3:
Kamala darling”, he whispered,
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foused -
that somebody would teu:“f)zczl‘

Her hands tightened "behind
his back.

Oblivious of the world, they
remained in the same manner
for some time. Time stood
still.

They felt the blood coursing
through their veins like warm
wine. They felt simultaneously
that their real need for each
other was urgent.

Sridhar shook himself and
stood up.

He put her a meaningless
question, * Do you love me ?”’

‘She was taken aback but

© composed herself, nodded assent

and waited expectantly.

He drew her from the couch.
He took off his shirt and
gestured.

Kamala understood what he
meant and went behind the
eurtain.

From where she was, she could
hear her husband pouring hm-
self a glass of milk-

She went to the couch again
and lay, her heart beating with
excitement.

She felt Sridhar’s hand on
her fuce, feeling the velvety
smoothness of her cheeks. What
exquisite - joy. Her arm was
enSwining his muscular form.

“I am feeling strange,”
" Sridhar said. There was fear in

"~ his voice. ‘ Water, bring me

some water >’ he eried-

Unmindful of the state she
was in, she rushed to the table,
took a glass of water and put it
to his Yips. He drank i in a gulp,

T—

Her own throat was parched.’
She took the flask and poured
the milk in a glass. ,

“ Don’t touch it, don’t touck
it,” Sridhar shouted, his voicu
shivering in tremulous fear,
‘“ It is poisoned.”

Her face turned pale. Some-
thing seriously was wrong with
her husband.

She went to the door and
unbolted. It was no use. The
door was locked outside.

Sridhar was tossing in the bed .
in & paroxysm of agony- ‘

Kamala knelt beside him. She
now knew he was dying. Amidst *’
gasps, he told her the story of ™
his life, Her grasp on his ~
shoulders tightened and her -
knuckles gleamed white when
Sridhar unfolded the names of -
his enemies who had signed his.

/

death warraunt.

Suddenly, he stopped talking. k
Kamala was alone with the
corpse of her husband !

She draped the sari around
her. Half an honr before she
had undressed and how purpose~
less it ended. : '

She came to the balcony and
looked at the city, her eyes’
ablaze with fire and hate. She- .
would have burnt the city wish -
all its people and Sridhar's’
murderers among them, had she
the power. R

But the days of miracles ;.rm
past, she realised. No divine
force would come to her aid now. .

. She switched on the iight. She-
Was standing before the mijrrér.

o
%]




She could not recognise herself
in the mirror. Her face was
deathly pale.

With a sudden movement of
her hand she wiped off the tilak
from her forehead. She untied
her hair and the flowers dropped
on the ground.

There she stood, before the
mirror, her hair dishevelled, her
face pale and her young breasts
rising and falling and her whole
form rocking to and fro, as if in
a trance. Her marriage had not
been consummated.

She ran to her busband not
caring that her sari had fallen
down. She put her face on his
face. He was still warm, though
his heart stopped beating.

\He lay, unware of the showers
of affection his wife was pouring
on his lifeless form.

She put her palm on his head
and took her vow. Somewhere in
the dark, an owl screeched, fore-
boding death and destruction.

She came again to the balcony
and leaned on the parapet wall

- and looked at the city for long.
She threw her whole weight on
the parapet wall and glared at
thé city menacingly as if she
was an event that was going to
happen to it shortly.

Y

“ Now what do you make of

" it 7" asked Inspector Manohar.

The Sub.- Inspector, Raja-
ratnam, & promising young man,
with curly hair and ocharming
face, more feminine in appeal
“which however belied the
strength of his slim figure,

. hesitated a moment: He knew
his superior too well to give apy
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SHE REMEMBERS !

4 _“ DID you see that charming
) girl smileatme 7.
“Yes, the first time I saw A
you, I, too, had to smile.”

0/'\/'\/'\0/'\6/7\/'\/'\0

bald or flippant reply. ‘*There
is nodoubt that it is murder, Sir.
The post-mortem examination
of the body has overruled the
possibility of the death being a
natural one. The Doctor who
performpd the autopsy says that
death is due to potassium
cyanide poisoning, a large dose
of which was found in the
undisgested milk of his stomach.
The remaining milk in the flask
was also tested. It was also
poisoned. The question is “ Who
put cyanide in the milk?”’ Any-
one of the wedding guests could
have done it- That leads usno-
where. The Doctor says that
death was not instantaneous. In
that case, the dying man him-
self would have talked......... to
anybody of his side ”

“ What about the bride ? Have

you questioned her ?’* agked
Manchar,

“The plot thickens,” said
‘I‘{.a]art}tnam dramatically.

There is no trace of the bride
She has simply vanished into
thin air, as it were. She is of
mysterious origin. No parents
or any relations. 'There is.
absolutely no clue as to her
Whereabouts. The nuptial bed
has not been slept in.”

‘ Find her. She might have
don9 it.” She had.the oppor-:
tunity what is more, she seems

2\.\/\.'/\./0\./0\./\./\./
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to have been the only one person
who was by his side when he
was dying. She might have
shouted, called for help, created

_ ascene or any such thing. She

didn’t do any of these things.
Instead, she calmly allows the
man to die, slips out and
vanishes...... » The Inspector’s
voice rose in anger-

«Her disappearance is of
course most unfortunate, Sir.
But she could not have planned
it. I attended the wedding- The
adoring coy glances she showered
on her husband is no acting, sir.
If ever, there was real love,
I saw it io her eyes. Hindu
girls do not go about murdering
their husbands on the wedding
night...... 1f she had shouted for
help, no body heard her,
sir. In these parts, they lock
the nuptial chamber outside.
Sridhar’s parents did not hear
the shouts perhaps. They were
fast asleep.”

With a puzzled frown, the
Inspector asked. “ How did the
bride escape from the locked
room ? You see, there is a fallacy
in your argument. She could
not have come out of the room
unless the door was opened. But
when the mother of the deceased
-opened the door, she found only
the corpse of her son.”

« I have gone into the question
in detail, sir.”” said Rajaratnam.
There is ounly one possibility.
She must have jumped out of
the Balcony. 1t is of course
dangerous to jump from a height
of 35’ but then the girl must
have been desperate. There was
a thick growth of grass beneath-
The girl might have broken het

‘m“m‘mmzmn -

neck. She might have also
escaped unhurt. It all depends
on which part of her body first.
made the impact on the ground.

The subsequent rains had
washed away the traces I think
gir, the bride entrusted her fate:
to providence. If she dies, she
would be following her husband
......... If she lives.........1 do not
know what she intends doing-
The providence had willed that
gshe should live........I am
afraid sir, we are  the spectators
of merely the first scene of a
great human tragedy.”

« Don’t go sentimental *’ said
Manchar, the elder of the two,
who was anything but romantic.
“1t can be suicide....., 1 have
heard of cases, when young men
commit suicide at the first night
..... out of sheer shame......you
see, unable to comsummate and
all that......Have you considere
that possibility 2" -

Rajaratnam looked at his
boss with a new regard. The
idea bad not ocecurred to. him.
Of course it was possible. Why
didn’t he think of it ¢ At least it
was a way of escape. If the
murder could not be found, they
could cling to the suicide theory.

Miles and miles away from
the Police station, where they
were conferring, in a coay

_bungalow, a young woman, pale

and dishevelled, was deeply "
immersed in the pages of a diary,.
tears rolling on her alabaster
cheeks like pearls. The mougning
bride would have  langhed’
irresitably, had she heard the-
suicide theory to which the police
were clinging. : o
(To be continued)




Astrological Forecasts for April 1961
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The following predictions arc b: ‘
Plapets in the 12 Rasis acco;dinbg“sfg &n the mov

ement of the Nine

' Neptupe and Pluto which are ochara as also that of Ur.
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forecasting the effects. Those runni
! fects. Se runn.
& experience the evil effects in a Ielsggradga‘;?ufa
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By T. V. RAMAN

Planetary transits during th
e e month : [ i
on 6—4—'61. Onp the same day Venus tra Mercury transits 10 Meena

exalted in  Meena while Mercury is debil'tn ed o eena.
This conjunction gives Tise to .a rare l
‘Mars continues its stay in Mithuua

continues to remain in Kumbha.
the following predictions.

MESHA
(Mars 4, Bharani 4, Kirthigai 1.)
Mars, Lord of the Lagna, is

well posited in the 3rd house.
Therefore your health will be
good. , Neptune in the 7th house

aspected by exalted Sun is
sure to bestow on you good luck.
The *“Raja Yoga” conjunction of
Jupiter and Saturn in the 10th

“house is considered to be reward-
 ing feature in astrological par-

lanoa- . Your- profession or busi-

- ness will come to limelight.

Kethu in the 11th house indica-

" tes financial gains. The peri
o _ . period

. is good for. those in politics

- social service and film activities,

62,_‘;

! Venus is
1 In that Zodiacal signs.
Neecha Bhanga Raja Yoga.”

Rahu stays in Simha, Ketilu

The effects of these are embodied in

Luck : ‘
21“.0 ¥y Days: 3rd, 15th and

Household women should res- |

triet diet and try to obtain more
rest and amenities, Qirls study-
igg Wlll]l make headway. Success

e(lln't ® oﬂ'mg_ for women enga~
gervgge ]O;II::imhsm’ politics, social
The perins, ocultural activities.
men in jobs.
Lucky.Da,ys: 8th, 17th and 25th.

VRISHABHA

(Krithigai 3, Rohini 4, Mrigaairsﬁa 2)"’

dV;:nuSLord
ebilitated in 11th hoy

debili ou i
Neecha Bhanga Rajfze ‘;;’:;‘::ﬂ
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be«neﬁcial for wOo-

of the L&gna,-t.hough :

But the Janma i8 hemmed bet-
ween malefics. Hence you are
Jikely to be afflicted with abdo-
minal and chest ailments. The
conjunction of Rahu, Uranus
and Pluto in the 4th house may
cause irksomeness in the home-
front. Kethu in the 10th house
will keep you dignified in_your
office or busipess. Sun-Venus-
Mercury in the 11th house indi-
cate financial gains. The month is
prosperous in general, Business
men will meer. with big financial
gains. Period is lucrative for
politicians, social workers and
those connected with film activi-
ties.

Lucky Days: 9th, 17th and
24th.

Household women will have to
take special care aboub their
health.  Further the family
happening may not be - very
peaceful. Many unmarried wo-
men will get married. Love affairs
will happily ripen into marri-
age. Period is excellent for wo-
men in jobs. Women engaged

" in politics, socisl gervice and

film activtiies will be able to
combat opposition and carve out

.an unique position.

Lucky Days: 13th, 17th and
21st- )

MITHUNA
-(Mrigasirsha 2, Arudra 4, Punarvasu 3)

Meroury, Lord of the Lagna -

occupies. an exalted position in
‘Meena in the 10th house which
is excellent on point of fame and
prosperity. Neptune in the 5th
ﬁouse will keep you bappy and
.dignified.” ' Jupiter and Satur
forming’ “Vibareetha Raja Ii oga”

and “ Neecha Bhanga Raja Yoga™
may bring financial windfall.
The conjunction of Sun, Venus
and Mercury in the 10th house
will bring your profession or busi-
ness into limelight. TFhose en-
gaged in politics, social service
and film activities will be able to
carve out good positions for
themselves.

Lucky Days: 4th, 12th and
19th.

Household women may have
to take special care of their
health. Those in jobs will meet
with sudden prosperity. But a
difficult period will be experien-
ced by those engaged in politics,
social service and film activi-
ties. '

Lucky Days: 8th, 16th and 24th

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

Sun, Lord of the 2nd house ocou-
pies exalted sign in Mesha in 9th
house, whichindicates fame and’
prosperity. The position of Nep-
tune in the 4th house will keep
you lucky. Kethu in the &th
house indicates wasteful expen-
diture. Venus and Mercury.
forming ‘- Neecha Bhanga Rajd.
Yoga” will bestow on you luck:
and prosperity. Exalted Sun in
the 10th house will bring your
profession or business to' limpe=
light. Persons engaged in -polis,
ties, social service and film acti-
vities will have £o reconcile with
enmity and opposition. :

Lucky Days: 10th, l'lth,‘.a‘.ﬁ(;i‘
27th. ‘



Household women should take
special care of lung, ahdoming]
and chest complaints. Family
affairs may not be very pleasing,
The progress of students will be
retarded. Persons engaged in
politics, social service apd film
activities will have to combat
enmity and opposition,

Lucky Days: 12th, 17th ,
26th. wnd

SIMHA
(Makara 4, Pooram 4, Uthira 1)

Sun, Lord of the Lagna stays
. in 8th and 9th houses. This
apart, Rahu, Uranus and Pluto
afflict Janma. Hence take ¥pe-
cial care of your health. The
progress of students will be wel]
maintained. Morcury and Venus
in 8th house may bring sud-
den windfall. Mars in the
11th house indicates financial
‘gains. Those in jobs will manage
very well. The period is pros-
perous for those in business,
journalism, politics, and film
. activities,

- Lucky Days: 15th, 19th and
. 24th.

Household women should gua-
rd against eating stale food and
risks through accidents, Your
husband’s health may cause
‘anxiety to you. Students will
make headway, Those in joba
will get promoted. Women en.

gaged in politics, social service -

and film activities will be gbie to
- combat enmity and opposition

and carve out finique positions
for them.

Lucky Days: 12th, 17¢h
23rd. & w0

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

Mercury, Lord of the Lagna is

posited in  the 7th house and’

orms - “Neecha Bhangq i
Yoga.” Your health willghe glo{g{l‘f
Venus, Lord of the 2nd house is
In exaltation in 7Tth houge which
Indicates sudden improver'nont. in
ﬁpunce. There will be augpi-
Clous and happy functions at
ome. — The conjunction of
Jupxger and Saturn’in 5ih house
formr’r’]g “Kendrq- Panchama-
Yoga wil bring you good- luck
and prosperity, Marg iy the 10th

hfc%uso will kgep you well in your
oflice or business, T career of
persons ey

‘ ngaged in politiey S0~
mfxlll l:;erhwce and film getivities
Will be highlighted by fame

prospert Y fame and

24&301@ Days:  7th 134 and

Household women wi]j find the
';I)'%nod very happy and enjoyable,
e family finance will improve
any unmarried wWomen wil] gel;
married. Love affui/s will ripen
Into ‘marriage. Women, in jobs
will find the period prosperous
quqen engaged iy bnsiness.
politics, socig] service and filpy

activities wij i
meet with f
and honour. 1um§

Luck :
areh, %% S8, 16th and

. THULA
, (Chitra 2, Swathj 4, Visaka 3)
Venus, Lord of t
6th hidden hogse h!?
our health wij) be

: ‘?:;968 will improve, " The con-
ilon of Satyrn and Jupiter in
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4th Kendra will bring- luck and
prosperity. Kethu in the 5th
house will keep you worried.
The conjunction of Venus and
Mercury in Meena will bring a
financial windfall. Sun in the
7th bLouse may bring about a
bhappy journey. The period is
excellent for students. Those in
jobs will manage well but will be
overburdened with work both
at home and iu office. Persons

engaged in business, politics,

gocial service and film sactivities
will be handicapped.

Lucky Days: 3rd, 7th and 2Ist.

Household women will find the
month somewhat depressing.
Women in jobs will find the pe-
riod beneficial. Period is pros-
perous for women in business,
polities, social service and film
activities.

Lucky Days: 10th, 13th and
24th.

VRISCHIKA
(Visaka 1, Anuradha 4, Jyeshta 4.)

Mars, Lord of the Lagna, is in
8th bidden house- Hence res-
trict diet and try to obtain more
rest, and amenities. The conjunc-
tion of Jupiter and Saturn in 3rd
house indicates financial gains
and help through brothers, Ke-
thu in the 4th house is likely to
cause irksomeness in household
affairs. Rahu, Uranus and Plu-

"to in the 10th house will keep
you well in your office or busi-
ness despite difficulties. Those
engaged in politics, social service
and film activities will have to
reconcile with temporary set-
b&OkS- ) . C
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Lucky Days: 7th, ‘13th: sl
24th. '

The household affairs may not-
be happy. You may have to bes~
tow greater care.and attention.
on your child. Students, jour-
nalists, and those engaged in.
politics; social service and film
activities will have to lie low for
the time bging.

Lucky Days: 3rd, 14th and 2 5th

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

Jupiter, Lord of the Lagna, is-
in the house of debilitation. This.
apart, Mars aspects Janma.
Hence restrict diet and. try to
obtain more rest and amenities.
Jupiter and Baturn in 2nd house
will keep your finance good.
The conjunction of Venus and
Mercury in the 4th house Will,
keep you happy. Rahu, Uranus.
and Pluto in the 9th house will
affect your father’s health. Nep-
tune in the 1ith house will re~
sult in financial gains, Those in:
jobs will get coveted positions.
Persons engaged in politics, so-
cial service and film activities.
will come to limelight.

Lucky Days: 6th, 14th and-
27th, ‘

Household women will find -
the period extremely lucky.:,
There will be happy occasion at:
home, Those of you remaining;ﬁ;
single will happily get ‘married,’;
Love affairs will ripen . int
marriage. Students will prog;
well. Those in jobs will get pro=:
motions. Women engaged in.
politics, social service and film

) wed




activities will win recognition
and fame. :

Lucky Days: 13th, 17th and
19th.

MAKARA
(Utharada 3, Sravana 4, Dhanishta 2)

Saturn, Lord of _the Lugx‘)a,. is
in Janma in conjunction with
Jupiter. Take special care about
your health. The position of
Kethu in the 2nq house may
cause eye complaints and \15
likely to affect your finance.
Hence take care of exponditure.
The progress of students, jour-
palists, those in.)()bs an(} tbﬂoss

dn politics, social service imd
" film activities will be r‘eta_r(‘i .
‘Ma.rs in the 6tfh I;ogxtse igflixcc:nzs
iquidation of debts : dis-
.:g;;&?ance of enemies. -Uransusl;
Rahu and Plato in the tl
Jhouse indicate risks through acei-
dents and cha}xcos of vonomm'm
bites. Avoid journeys as far as
;possible.

Lucky Days: 4th, 13th apd
24th.

sehold women should take
;3p£?aﬁ carc about health. The
progress of students will be
amildly retarded. Journalists,
wornen in jobs, an(} those. enga-
:ged in politics, sgclal service and
’..ﬁlm activities will have to re-.
main calm and collectqd and not
get perturbed over trivial mis.
fortunes.

Lucky Days: 6th, 17th and
27th.

&6

KUMBHA

(Dhanishta 2, Sathabhisha 4, Poorat-
tadhi 3)

Saturn, Lord of
Posited in the 12th. This apart,

ethu is in Japmg, Take spe-
cial care about abdominal and
chest  complaints. Venns and
Mereury in the 2ng house will
finances pereunnial.
Exalted Sun in 3rd house indi-
cates financia} gains.  Rahu,
Uranus and Plyte in the %th
house may affect your partner’s
health. Studentg will make ra-
pid  progress. Those in jobs
will manage well despite hard-
ships. Porsons éngaged in poli.
tics, social service and film acti-

vities will have to lie low for the
time being.

tho Lagna, is

Lucky Days: Uth, 17th .and
23rd.

The period ig not. good for
household women. The progress
of students wil] Yemain untar-
nished. Those in jobs will mu-
nage well. Women engaged in
politics, socig) service and fijm
activities will have to reconcile
with minor reverses,

Lucky Days; 8th, 17th ang
24th.

MEENA

(Poorattadhi 1, Uthirattadhj 4,
Revathi 4)

Jupiter, Lord of the Lagna, is
in 11th houge, This apart, Venus
and Mercury veeupy  Janma,
Your health wil) improve, Exal.
ted Sun in 2nd house - wj}} keep
your finances wel]. Family

Contd. on page 77
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' New Mys!ery Serial |
rl talment Eleven “y l.im'lsﬂy “amihon |
~ Insta

THE BLACK ASP

THE STORY SO FAR:

. ; hen their caris
. ine is eloping with Nat Bmgham“W Asp,”
Lady hﬁuélelt}yjéﬁ;:kzlgp:nfn. and thcl leadfe{éndT}BI/?rsBIZ(:rll((Wfisg%t-
ittacked by . town—to her fr . is th
I'back to ed. But who is the
takes Lady Murie hat she has been saved. o A
i lises from w ow her movements
Muriel fully rea d how does he come to kno
Black Asp? An

intentions so thoroughly ¢

i life “doosed fatigu-
i right’s nephew) finds _ d fatigy-
i e i o e e e, "% i
e o Zle,d Paes 35 a merve k Grier believes
e i by the Asp, is a nervous wreck. or believes
the attack by th'eﬂ?el abcr]ink (I))f solving the mystte):]ry 1(();1 gilsffltf; Oa abo-
s n‘iay o c:s] One thread of the tangle is blac
minable crimes.

ture known as The Flail.

—has just been released
w Gentleman Jack ' o o cased
Jack Parnell kﬁlg cgrri?s out to find his daughtela ilés;:a n}gss;?(g ig-
from prison. i w ves , “Ask B
fom e ranti with anxiety, when he rece
ly frantic )
{ijs- near

gham”---... s Bingham's ward. Sheis attacked by gggc;“fsgiz
Sonia Deane 1sbB‘:gmaSked man calling himsel her. Sonia has no
put is rescued yl s her and intends marrying her. ter the hotse
who tells h}f;‘f hea,?‘g;n be. That night.Sh";S‘?es 'Sm}gfnd murdered
jdea who this m . morning_Bingham 1 - -
rom the bal;%%{'be}i%vtgihat her splendid laughing cayaher can be
Put Sonia ca

o er. . . .
J"bmtal muf:; invites Sonia to stay with her until things are
g Arkwl‘l . '
sightened out.

‘ , ing from The Black Asp,
R T, is found a note of warning :
On Bingham sbodylgzgl);? also a list of twelve nal?aesl.lavé\/lg__lgd
Aand a let'teis gftntlhat‘these’arﬁ all names of women who i
Xarier poin :

ey



bytheirownh’ in ci oAb
Flail. and in circumstances that point 1o blackmail by The

Ale lhe T :
Same per son?

And has Parnell or The Black Asp murdered B; "
ingham?

Lady Muriel receives a mysterjous 2

suggesting she calls on Sir Andrew Garz?:ss?ff Sfrom The Black Asp
» the Surgeon.

Tony makes lazy love to So

nia, g
sonchalance. » and takes her rebuff with the same

g’(t)ie'Bla}c\lf 1i\sp suddenly appears §
nia. thougl
never seen hirl;)glin;xliislr(eefiuses to reveal his idenit S¥hag
stranger. » Sonia realiscs tty, and sheifhas
g she loves this mysterious.
She sends T . ' .
Z‘;y to warn The Black As . C
P escapes but T P against any possible trap.’

account I i ony i i
of his meeting to Sonia. .. Y15 100 drunk to give any clear
“

Now read on: B
beutz seated him

8 cigar £ self and took

“A gentlgmwa%n gy see you, sip. ©d 0% erftl‘gxlx:igmﬁ)ox Grier push:

Major G.rie;.rs.w tto Beuts”, oarefully ang wi;,heS?Ut ;hle en&

his chair and ﬁl}g. round in O0: Grier was Wa.tel?v %gbelﬁ:

sign of marked exhibited every Iontly through hajf ond oyon

interest. e Was now the “8}];9105:’3 ey::

) ing the oiga

“Send him u » Lhe first
ordered. P at once,” he flang it awrggtc}}rhbroke ?!nd elﬁ
. o second Wi

. out bef .
One quick glance as his vigitoy than twgr:r ?;retagui;‘ak%‘; lxln :h‘%
8. Wit ]

came forward, shewed him i
’ am thl[‘d h
:(f):; (eill ﬁfoomed appearance. flz the han?iv::l?iﬁ)of successful, bu
den be’a,r?i “f;iﬁ]yk cm%med gol. _trembled uncon::guﬂ[l,? matﬁﬁ
, smile - alittle bturned h : ably. "Dk
:ooth frank - a flash of white b hide i:.lf sideways as though
fe? , cold brown eyes; forehead g%
aintly lined and between the . g
:g:;e t(;\;v:l 3%}) furrows in the Grier. A str
' ook of him ,,
“Sit down, won’t 2 . m. WG]]' he had il
iy you?” gaig Strong men \ B g
Grie i b Finily way. “Tave 2787 Sook 1o wore eig o
. T Onger, but 1 73 Q. 'j?t'o
«Thaaks, T will” - he bregk when it

68

#Y3u ehthe to us for inférma-
tion a little while ago,’’ began
Beutz. “I had not then taken
active control. Gant is a good
mman ab his own job, but officious.
gfe thought he was doing right,

at unfortunately his manner
88 little offensive.”

Grier was more than ready to
agree with him on that point
but he was more occupied in
wondering why Beutz had sought
him out- Certainly not to apolo-

ise for the insolence of one of
his staff.

“Then you agree to give the

information I want?" he asked
bluntly-
" «Most willingly. That is the
object of my visit; to offer whole-
hearted co-operation,” said Bentz
with a smile.

 But Major Grier was not 80

sure.
~ “Very courteous of you,” he
remarked. “But forgive the cur-
osity. It isn’t courtesy alone
that briugs you here, Mr. Beutz?”
Beutz seemed to be considering
the point for a moment or two.

~ ) may as well be frank, » he
gaid at last. <I want information
from you and I'm ready to give
‘you all the help I can in refurn.
Nat and I were good friends
hough we didn’t meet very often.

And I am going into this business
heart and soul. [ can help you
and Iguess you can save me &
16t of unnecessary labour.”
*. Fxaotly, thought Grier, Well
$here was something to be said
for friendly co-operation-

w “Yon think you cen help us

find Jack Parnellt”

2
3

" OO0 S S S O D0

pre s

o . R i

MUSIC ROOM!

“ And what room is this?”
| asked the prospective buyer
while being shown over the
m house.
o Otz’that! That’s the music
room,”’ explained the agent.
“The music room? But I
@ don’t see any piano L”

. “It’s_not necessary. You
just wait until your neighbour
switches on his radio !

Qe O O 5 O I O O O

Beutg shrugged.

“Is that all the story?”’ he
asked quickly. “that is the point
1 want you to clear up.”

“No, it is not,” said Grier,
“There is a deal more in the case
than meets the eye.”

“The Black Asp?’ suggested
Beutz calmly, .

*Ah; So you know that, do
you?”

«I °1l tell you, ” said Beutz,
and began to speak in a quick
nervous manner, “It isn’t only
to avenge my cousin, It was that
at first. But now there’s some-
thing else - my own life. Iam
tgmr(];ed dovaa.dl Sknow it. That
iend - my God, Sir, we’v
to get him.” ° g0t

" «How do you come to know of
ghe Black Asp?” askedmérier!‘
slowly. ' o

“Through Gant. He knows Nat
was terrified of him, A few weeks .
before he was murdered, he set
Gant to try and track him down, |
to get some clue to his identity.

That’s all we actually know?” .



“And  you! You ‘say':.ydu"';;" .

marked down. Hav
threatened?”” e You been

Beutz seemed reluctant to ans.
wer the question.

“Not yet, > he said slow
“But as sure as I’'m sitting her]eyI,
know it's coming. You can laugh
at presentiments, I've laughed
at them myself, but I don’t. now
Do 1 look the sort of man to be
afraid of imaginary shadows?
Tl_nngs have happened -oh, too
trifling to mention. I don’t par-
ticularly wish to convince you
that I’'m in danger so long as we
work together to get the man
Who is he? Has nobody an idea:
about it?”

“Not the remotest,” said Grier
ruefully. *I was hoping for some
clue from your agency. Bingham

must have known him, My own .

idea is that at some time or oth.
er he wag associated with him »

“We are looking into Bingha-
m’.s history,” said Beutz. “If any-
 thing turns up likely to be of
any use to you, We'll let you
know. Perhaps you could come
round and talk it over.”

But something else was in Gri-
er’s mind at the moment. Sudd-
enly he fired a challenging quest-
-on.

1

“Bingham knew the Flail?”

In the act of knocking the ash
of his cigar, Otto Beutz jerked
his hand against the corner of
the ash-tray and sent it to the

loor. When he looked up his ex-
pression was quite blank.

- ¢Did he? I don’t know.
, is the Flail?> ov. Who

‘mw

Grier did not reply, for a¥
that moment the (fogx’- o;:n:dy
and Tony came lounging in. |

- Lo, Major, old lad. Just blo-
" u}xl to ses when you ’re coming
a b(i 6er us up again at
Wa e8: Oh sorry! You engaged
hy, if it isn’t Mr. Getto Blotte.
coldllg;}ltz’ said that gentleman
13
Beu(t,)f Icourse, Beutz. - Grotto
o Z. Lremember it now. Doosed
oas memory as a rule, How’s the
jolly old heart going on? Sorry
:,_n fxll that but I forgot Ame-
a‘c?ed gone dry. If you'd waited
» i W minutes you could have
& ha cup of tea, Cucumber sand-
F,ll;c e t00, If there’s anything E
1k® 1t'8 cucumber sandwiches, '

Beatz i :
ously. gnored him contemptu-

“Well, what brin ‘
1y ’ 8
Tony?” asked the %ia%g!:.to rowe

“You, dear old 1
A ) ad you. We
miss your soothing voize. D:Zh

it, I haven’t sle t )
you went &,Way_I’)s propeﬂy since

“The loss of sleep seems to be

doing you
u good. I haven’ ,
You so lively for longv 2;;:0_??9“:

“Worry, Maj '
» Major, worry. I found
& grey hair in the lz’ath o:lllli!
morning. Anyway, you’ll come,”,

“As soon a8 I can, T
day or two now I th'ink(fay ;In 8

At that moment th, one
e telephone

bell rang and while Griell? v?r!:'
:‘.lnawermg .3 Tony turned the
oW of his conversation onto

Beutz again. ¢

“y . .
are y::’?y&mr G?ler' Whatt Wh%
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The Major “turned rou.nd on
them with a look that silenced
oven Tony. You could have heard
a pin drop. !

Then suddedly Grier Jeapt into
feverish activity. ,

«That call, ” he shouted to
the operator. «Where from? Then
find out gquick- Us; yes-oh, a

ublic call box, Wasd it? Tl}a,nk
ou.”” He replaced the receiver.
“Him I mighthave known.

% What’s up, Major Grier? ”

" asked Tony- «Anything serious.

Hes somebody pinched the Hou-
ses of Parliament? Better puv all

the pawn brokers wise.”

«The Black Assq()1 - éla:mn his
i tinence!” said Grier snap-
;)!?SI;I?;. <«He has the cheek t0 tenl
me he’s getting ghort of cash and
intends to help himself from a

bullion train to-night.”

«Wish him luck,” said g‘ony,
«It’s rotten being hard-up.

«A practical joke, surely, ”’
scoffed Beutz. ’
«ge'll find it & poor joke if he
gries it, ” said the. Major, and

then to Beutz, pointedly. “Are
you going now? T’ll come over as

"soon as possiblg,n

Beutz rose and departed.

"~ 4Queer chappie,” said Tony
. s.lm?st before ﬁ? was out qf the
" poom “You wouldn’t think it to
jook at him, but he he’s doosed
-religious, got & weak heart, a bad
an
i.i)l:em ;:iy;son. Just think of it -and
* he’s an American.”’ :

d bates strong drink’

But Major Grier was ocoupied
with more pressing matters. The-
re were precautions to be taken
for the safe transit of the bullion .
from Liverpool. It was hours
later when he returned again to
the problem of Otto Beutz and -
his thoughts concentrated then
on one thing.

Why had Otto Beutz lied
about The Flail?...... 2

At the rear end of an empty -
parcels train drawn up in & Liver- -
pool dock station, two men stood
chatting. A third jumped down -
from the next coach and joined '
them. , 8

«No stowaways, Harry,” he
reported. ““That ought to ease .
your mind.”

The man addressed as ﬁarry '
turned to his companion, a youn-
ger man, and laughed. ,

«He’d better ring up Scotland
Yard and let’em know” he re-
marked sardonically. Windy lot
of beggars. If we was to take
notice of half the blamed mad-
men who reckon they 're going
o0 smash a bank or do their God.
Give ’em twelve months down -
Scotland Road district and they
wouldn’t get the jim-jams for
nothing.” o

“What’s up with a trip to town,
anyway,” his companion rallied .’
him. ‘Nice sott job I call it,”

«Wish I was coming,” said the':
third. . o
The guard of the train we8"
walking towards them examining:
his lamp as he came. L

«t's all right,” he said chaffs.
ingly. “I'm not after your bullion,




T went to test the vacuum brake
~that’s all. Regulations. Shows
we’re vacuum-coupled the whole
length of the train,”

The two detestives went into
‘the van and watched with intere-
at, He lifted a small lever and
there was a loud hiss. One of the
‘two pointers on the clock sank

back to zero and then began
slo\yly to mount again and re.
mained steady at the figure
‘twenty. “Engine making vacuum
again,” explained th e guard

-and droped off the fooboard. “Got,)
to see everything’s all right. T’m
further up the train. Want lock.
ing in?” |

“None of your impudence
:youngman,” said Harry with o
-simper. “You've got two millio.
‘naires aboard this trip, and don’t
“you forget it.” -

One of the score of red Ji
-ahead turned to green, ‘ghte

‘‘See you at Euston,” shouted
‘the guard. Snould be g non-gtop
run with any luck.”

_ His lamp showed green 5

held it aloft. Chuff, g)uﬁ', (ﬁldug‘e
-from the engine. He swung into
the footboard and entered his
_«OwWD van.

. _“Wish I was on aturn like
“this regular,” he remarked to the
_roof. ‘““Better than milk trains
‘juggling blooming churns like g
-star turn on the musie halls.”*

" In the bullion van at the rear
tWo detectives ' were sottling
down to a game of cards, ’

. *You're expecting no ' hold-
;‘,jl;hgu;"f?’ said the younger ma‘:ap

"Then, seein

; . g Harry’s expres-
;llon of scornful a};nuseull)enti
te'ha,ptened to add, “I wag on1§
hmkmg London wouldn’y kick
up a shine for nothing,*

. “Tchah! You've bee

g Deadwood Dick, (:n; f:gd’:
scoffed Harry.  “In America
Dow, there’d be some chance,
with its stretehes of wild countr
and it’s blamed gunmen Bu{
this ain’t America, thank God.”

“ Precautionary
Suggested the other.

“That’s all we
Precautions. 1f it avl;i’sn};lag:g
strict sense of duty I'd have s
8n0oze and make up for the
sleep I lost last ight trying to
rRope 11 & woman down Scotland
oad district. A female devil,

murderin m
spirits ag gu:s;ua,l.?"d + Mothylated

He went on to regale hi
panion with the cl%ogZelsl;s o(i‘cl?il;
experiences - and adventures :
Z;:r(;li?i 8i]ii‘e?f ethgttl} treating of"

; exoitin
thelp and relieved of%;h:?;n v:orgg
realitios by 5 touch of hum
and not a little ooloured by eﬂ“:
Innate desire for artistio perfez-

tlon Which some would call img. -

gination,

The hours pagsed away plea-

santly encugh. ;
another aneg Hazry finished

his watch,

“We’ll be in Busion in aboy

half-an-h :
he pi'ediog:é: x tbree-quartem,‘

At that very moment the traf;

began 46 slow down T '
« The br
rattled and went on gently ; ':t:

Mmeasures "',

cdote ang consulte(L‘v

" more firmly. A hundred yards

orso at a crawl and the train
stopped altogether. -
The young dectective went to

the window and looked out. He
could see nothing but the side

- lamps of the guard’s van higher

up and the black darkness o'f the
.embankment. A steady hiss of
escaping steam came from the
engine.

On the other side of the train
the guard too was looking out.
The signal he could see Wwas
Aagaipst them.

“Cranston Junction,” he said,
and, as though that were suffi-
cient explanation, turned back
into the van.

. He was busy making up his
report while the opportunity was
good. The engine whistled
shrilly and went again to the
window just in time to see the
red sigoal change to green. The
train began to move again as he
. closed the window.

“Three minutes’ delay—call it
five,”

He noted it down in his jour-
nal, .

Forty minutes later the train
drew up at No, } platform of
Euston Station and the guard
swung down.

“Right on the dot,” he com-

. mented admiringly. ‘‘Four and

a half hours. That’s what I

aall......”

. He stopped with his mouth

‘Fopen. . N .
A moment or two later he was

‘

5/ P

14k rear of the  train; the centre:

R R RO B R B BB
CERTAINLY

“One Jast question before I
engage you as my valet. Can )
you tell when an iron is too 3~
hot?” !

“ Certainly, Sir, whep the
clothes start to smell or burn. *’

)

QR R RS
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of a group of police and plain.
clothes men, trying to answer '
the dozen questions flung at him
from all sides. ;

The builion van had vanished.:

«Cranston Junction”, was all-
he could tell them. ‘“That was the::
only halt.”

Less than half-an-hour later
all wires leading to Rishington,
the station nearest to Cranston.
Junction signal box, were work-
ing at red heat. Had they been |
susceptible to the heat of human
emotions they must have curled
up and melted like silver paper,

At the storm centre the:
Rishington station-master, &
thick-necked, ginger-haired man
of the name of Giles, was getting.
harassed into a frenzy like that,
of a baited bull. Into his ear’
wasg pouring a clamouring hubs:
bub from all quarters, He looked:
as though he might at ang:
moment tear the telephone from:
the wall and stamp on it - .

“ls that Rishington statiop ¥
This is Danby North signal box;'’
“I can’t get......”" S

* . Clamour again. o 'v;x

" “Rishington Station |
ton Station! Ts that Rish




Why the devil don’t S'c;u
answer?’’ ' :

“Get off the line,” shouted
Giles. *““Hullo Danby North.”

“This is Danby North. You
went off. I can’t get in touch,
Cranston Box.”

“Righington! Rish-ing-ton!”

“Get to hell off the line, will
you'u

_ A highpitched voice chipped
in,

“Are you Hishington 2"’

“No, ﬂades-——Dnnby North,”
roared Giles. ‘“‘What’s that about
Cranston box?”

\ “Can’t get on to him; and
" the Scotch express has been held
up here half-an-hour.”

“Rishington ! Get off the line
~everyone but Rishington,”

““Oh hell and blankety blank.
- Get off the blank line. T'm
talking to Danby signal box,”

“This is Euston speaking.”

“1 don’t care if it’s the A
* Mighty. Get off 11}”’ o All

. “Inspector Williams, Scotland
Yard, speaking from Euston. Get
that? Cut out the talk. There's
a bullion van missing off the Liv-
.erpool special. Van probably un-
coupled at (_Zranston Junction.
Hang on. Night station-master

_ will speak to you.”

: ~ Giles wiped the sweat from his
" brow. )
¢ panby calling Rishington
 Station. Hello! - Hello !”

©yet?”

“Shut it off a- minute,” howled:

Giles. “Euston’s on the line,”

“ Hello! s that Rishi '
This is Blakey of Euston, l%tt)g\.;z, .

this break-loose. Do
I . 0
anything about it?* youknow

“No. Danby North has just

:_epog,ted Cranston box out of ac-
ion.

“Have you done amything.

“Who in the name of Hanover

could do anythi i i
ket going 03'?” ng with thx‘s rac-

“Well, you’d better get a i
engine on the job quigk. %1;:
can send up a relief for Cranston.
on it. The police are being war-~

ned. They should
by then be on the spot.

It was on the tip of Giles' ton
gue to start an official wrangle
on the difference between giving(
impossible orders and carrying'
them out. But he refrainedand
got onto Danby North again.

“You can let the Sc
otch expr--
ess through at a crawl,” he sgird

“and send a reli
ief man
ston on it.” for Cran-

Phew: That was t
still the wircs up and hgtt)'v@n]?gxt'
miles along the line buzzed and
clamoured with a confused tur.
moil of questions and orders

And f i
P wa(;,r bt:; officials concerned

In the meanwhile

i messages.
were flashing out to police sgt::
tions in the vicinity. A stupen-

ous attempt was being ma
glgaw a cordon of twenty miles rt:
us arqund the spot. All towns.
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was there. He was already half
asleep in a cory corner

Madan tipped hino h andsomely,
paid extra charges for a night’s
gtay and got a large comfortable
room with sofas, chairs and
double bed. The room seemed
almost sound-pronf and when he
brought in Jyoti gshe was
delighted: A serrible storm had
already broken out, and trecs
were uprooted by the hundred.
The bungalow alone cscaped the
fury of the cyclone.

After a time, Madan rose to
a0 to another room, instructing
ﬁvoti to close the doorf;"md g0
0 sleep without fear. Dut the
young woman on an jrppulse ran
up to him, and threw her arms
round his neck. Madan had been
expecting this  romance to
fructify for a long time though
he was careful not to make the
first move. He had been terribly
in love with her-

Farly next morning she rose
- with a guilty feeling but soon
got over it Prom thet day
Madan visited her house by

gteslth and stayed with her

for a time. Nobody knew about
this affair except the housemaid
but she received high wages and
kept silent:

Barly one morning Jyoti was
half awake. Madan wa$ sleep-
) He had come
rather late and did not leave
the house at & a.m: as usual.
He had always been discreet and

9

scrupulous. At that time Jyoti
was aware that some one was'
staring through the window
which was partially open. Hor-
ror of borrors ! It was her
mother.in-law’s younger sister
who had been sent by her with
an important message from her
801,

“So it has come to this. Oh
poor Sethna! My poor Sethna !
What a fool you are to be
absont !’ she muttered loudly
to herself.

- Intre following week Sethna
had mysteriously resigaed his
job and returned home all of a
sudden. He went to see his
mother to have a talk with her.

Jyoti knew that she had been
discovered. She was too sensi-
tive and sensed a change in her
husband’s attitude. She took
an easy way out of her dis-
honour. She hanged herself to
death.

o \./\./:./O\MO‘\c ~—arO

THE BRUTE 2

) /
> “In a few years,” said the (
artist to his landlord, “people
) will look at this miserable -
) studio, and say: “ Arbuthnot,

) the famous artist, used to live %
FA 2

here.”

«1f { don’t get the rent by to-
night, they'll be able to say that
very thing tomorsow, ”

P2 a0 aNG Ve aXe Ve s Ve s e aNe]



.gomething and fell sprawling. He
":J?cked hgimself up with queer
‘sensation in the pit of his stomach,
for the thing which had tripped

him had yielded softly beneath

his foot and had slid with him a
*ﬁxtileoway down the embankment.

ing for his torch in the
kiaflgm}?ils %and touched a cold
face. He drew it back hastily.
Tt was wet with the peculiar
-glippery wetness of blood.

! The torch! It was against
hi'sA gtl)ot. He flashed it on. One
. glance at that face was enough to
‘ ghow life was extinct. He had
; ‘been shot through the centre of
- the forehead. A few yards away
:':;?lay a second figure, a man con-
_siderably younger m.appearacx;cei
""He was breathing faintly an ta’x
' first sight appeared lc;:)rg ul)lime
H But on 12 im,
3 ﬁfggé found that he was b]eedm(gi
glightly from a contused woun
“n the back of the head.

B & first aid outfit in the
m; , vszig the owner of it help-
i"rfull’y. “T'll go and get it.

e :)od 17  Hodge seemed
-melie\(r}ed. “T’ll Jeave him to you
"ym'le 1 take a look round.

}"‘

‘ X q
<-He was down on the line an
“had taken only a few steps when
':'Z'hp came upon the end of the
! nissing . bullion van. It stood
deserted and without lights, on

bthe up line immediately below

Tthe road bridge.

faxide all - was confusion.

‘ hgd:f ggld lay scattered about

15 ‘%%evv. ‘The xobbers had got
away with as much'as they could

; oy,
i N
TR

SwiaE

carry, and had 16ft the rest sttewn

about like old bricks in a builder’s
yard.

Some of the yellow metal was
streaked with deep crimson as

though a bleeding carcass had

been dragged across the floor of
the van.

Shortly afterwards Constable
Hodge was joined by two other
members of the force. They
came from the direction of the
signal-box. The relief man had
arrived, and the riddle of
Cranston box'ssilence was solved,
The signalman, an elderly man,
had been lying unconscious, It
looked as though he had been
struck down with some blunt
instrument from behind.

Twenty-five miles away the
alarm reached Sergeant Baker as
daylight was breaking. Stop all
lorries! And there outside his
own house, which was also the
Police Station, stood a covered

lorry.

He rushed out to it immediately.
It seemed deserted. He walked
round to the front slipping on
his tunic as he went. Two oil
lamps threw out a yellow gleam
into the shadowy grey of dawn.
No driver in the seat! No si
of a-—what was that ? It sounded
like a low groan. It seemed to

come from inside the body of
the lorry,

_He ran to the rear and sw

himself up ‘over the tgilbo:;:?i"
In the dim light he could make

out what seemed to be a heap of

 lifeless humanity. No! Ope of

them stirred. Now another.
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in a jiffy would dart up the
flight of stairs.

1 saw them locked in each
other’s arms. She was 10\}7;‘3-
starved and hungry for t}ls
kisses. After an hour or so,1 fxe
old woman would lqudly.‘ call for
ber daughter. “ Manju, come
down for the meal. It is past ten.
Be quick.”

The man would uxn'cere.emomou(i
sly hurry ont and Manju 1W0}}}
begin to dress. I would gfazc(z
with open mouth at (lller]iEgr ':he

—which seeme
St?adtfle ‘of a goddess that h‘?d
suddenly become animate.
Sometimes Isaw the man commg
back, pocketing ‘somet_hmg atr}l]
‘disag;pearing quickly ln(t)o ‘ %
shades of the night. ‘ (r;cefzina
wanted to follow bim d:} find
all about him but the attrac od
in the room above was great aré‘l
lI stayed on every pight un ti
eleven when she woulfi go 'u’)r ge
and turn off the light. t(ﬁn
I would trek back wearily tot 10
heart of the city where the b“Sti)e
and hustle of traffic andkt ®
erowds on the roads would keep
" me on my toes.

ight after the mystery
maglnﬁa(rll gg;onc, the two W}?men
ran to the front of the‘z‘ o;xse:
and shouted in terror; .He {)
Help! There is a snake in the
kitchen.” But it was past ten-
thirty and there was a shz.xrp
drizzle. No ono was moving
about in that God-forsaken place
except myself. I dashed out of
the park and upproachgd”th;
ladies. “Don’t be afraid,”
said, “ Give me a strong stick
L or iron rod and show the place

where the snake is hid;
finish it.”

b .

Manju’s mO%t .‘i'h fre in and
showed the kidchen. T looked at
the reptile and then laughed,
“Ladies, it is cnly a water
snake.” o saying I caught hold
of it by the tail without fear,
went up to the park and threw it
off there amidst the bushes.
When T came back Manju spoke
and her voice and behaviour
showed her admiration for my
resourcefulness and presence of
nind.  “ You sce, 8ir, the very
sight of a serpent harmlesg or
poisonous. paralyses us with
fear. Anyway we thank you for
reassuring us and giving us back
our peace of mind.”

ng. T will

Manju’s muther pressed me
to take a cup of tea.  From that
day onwards T wag g regular
visitor to their house. Already
an unexpressed love had spruong
up between us. At g glance
I understood that they were on
bard times and were looking for
some source from which the
could borrow. Once when I took
out my pocket book a dozen
hundred rupee notes fell on the
floor. Manju picked them up and
handed them to me. *Suppoge
I take them all and return the
money after a time 77 she
asked me half-seriously ang half-
jokingly. I at once seized her
right hand boldly ang placed
the notes on her palm, « They
are yours. You may return them

when and how you please. I shal}
place more at

your disposaw
you want it.” ! 3

i
The old woman on leaxg}é of
my generosity came to thal me

\
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HE two women Radha and
Prema stopped and stared
at each othcr. They were in a
crowd struggling at the ticket
counter of the railway station.
There was a surging mass of
people who were milling round
the ticket-counter to get tickcts
for a special train to carry them
to a big mela.

The fight at the counter
caused a regular stampede  in
w};wh women screamed and
children shrieked. Then only the
authorities announced that two
more ticket counters were being
apened immediately—-one of them
specially for the ladies. The
women joyfully emerged from the
srowd and went in the direction
mdlca}]e_(li by the announcer. It
was while waiting to buy ti
that the old friegnds Ra)éht;ciit;
Prema encountered each other
At first they stared at each othex.'
mbelievingly ; then recognition
fleamed in their- eyes. They
varmly clasped each other.

" Where
¢ had you be
e 7 een al
years ¢ asked Prema, }these

£é l .
am askin

. 3 i “ -
question,” mo;i\ you the same

‘ ted Radha wi
i - adha w
Olg(ﬂ] You look not a n(?aa
o since | saw you in K f
welve years ago.” e

VOﬁrc}x:gkgigglcd. “But, Radha
3 more  beautif o
: itul

hough you are past twcnty-cicg}:?

Is that no
t !
proud of 7 somcthing to be

Ti ¢
b, 1&):: htd'd’ bought thejr tickets
e ‘mm was scheduled to
they retr]y two hours later. So
A m?d to a corner o'f th
F pllatform where only :
o WOpeWerc squatting. The
Thoy wemen_ sat chewing pan
garins a{et hsxlent for some timc.
s € stars that were no“;
was ag cr)r?;jgsl:i: ® ome. There
%algng gracefully gl?&" iy
ufly s een white

INDIA MAGAZINE

. «Radha,” said Prema breaking

‘the silence, «“ We were like sisters

in our youth and would not think
of separation for a day. Now
that fate has brought us together
again, we should manage to keep
in touch with each other.

“Jt was you who suddenly
disappeared from home. You
don’t know how many days
I wept over your loss. 1 thought
you must have been abducted by
some fellow and then killed and
thrown into a river. Are you not
an educated girl? You could
have written a letter from wher-
ever you found yourself to your
parents. You could have posted
the letter cven without affixing
stamps. That would have reached
the addressee safer. At least
you could have written to mc.
i would have conveyed your
message 1o your parents.

“ Ah, I remember very well
how agonised your parents were.
They sought the help of the
police who cast a wide net all
over the State. They circulated
prints of your photo to the
different  stations with other
particulars given by your parents.

«« Your father then inserted an
advertisement  in the leading
papers begging of you to return
as your mother was dying of
anxiety and gricf at your
disappearance. They waited for
months but the police did not
succeed in tracing you out. Then
they consulted some astrologers.
One of them, known for his
accurate predictions, said that
you were not dead but the parents
would not be able to see you.

INDIA MAGAZINE

U e e s Uhe e e Y
A CONVERT

Young Hopeful — “ Father,
what is a traitor in politics 2

Veteran Politician—*“ A trai-
tor is afman who leaves our
party and goes over to the

then, what is a man who leaves
his party and comes over to
vours?”

Veteran Politician—** A con-
vert, my son.”

O\A/\./\‘/’\‘/\A/O\A/\A/\‘/\‘/\‘/

other one.” g
Young Hopeful — « Well, %
O

Your mother was broken-hearted
and died raving about you. Your
fatier followed her in six
months.

“Your brother Hari was
equally grief-stricken but he never
gave up his search for you. He
reliffuished his job, sold up all
his property and was determined
to trace yeu out. He was staying
in a hotel., Hé had his fortune
in the fofm of cash in his box
and often told my father of his
intention to go out in search of
you. My father tried to console
him and persuade him to marry
and forget his sorrow.

“Do you know, Radha, your
brother at one time loved me very
much and I too was very fond
of him. But one day he said that
the sight of me reminded him
of yourself and begged to be
excused for his inability to
marry—me. In fact, he said he

79



' Wwas not going to marry at all.
His one and only aim was to
find you out wherever you were.
And onc night he disappeared
without taking leave of us. We
never saw him atterwards. T wag
mourning like a widow over his
loss but soon my parents had me
married to another man but he
died two years later, leaving e
a son. My father died after
five years. Only my mother is
living with us.  Not a day passes
without modier making a sad
reference to you.  Don’t you sec
Radha how you were the main
cause of the v in of your family.”

Radha was wiping her eyes,
But the deurs did not stop
flowing. Prema patted her on
the shoulder in comiort,

“Prema, you may remember
there wias o voung man by
nzme Sunder who  was always
shadowinrgz me. Somchow  he
captured my beard. | I‘cU ‘fur his
glamorous ways and 'iugn siyle
of living. Heo was I truth a
hypnotist. That fact I discovered
later. One night, as desired by
him, [ met after 9 pm. wear
the station.  He sprinkled some
powder over my head and
hypnotised me into obeving him.
I became his slave and carried
out all his commands. He¢ made
me get into the train and took
me to Bombay. It is necdless
to say 1 became his mistress,
After some time he got tired of
me but he was still my master.
He rented a large room in a
dubious lodging house. He
brought in three more gils who
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Appointment

1 am calling to make an
appointment with the dentist,”
sawd the little boy.

_Pm osorry, he's out, ™" rep-
lied 4 purse.

BBy s B BB 1)

¢ oul again 7

b “ Thank you. When will he E
D-’&%%@%"O“E‘EQ&@"&

had once been’ loved by him,
like myself.  Other men seeretly

visited us and paid hijm lots of
moncy.

“But under his hypnotic spell
I had no will of my own and
could  not think for mysclf.
I forgot all about my home,
parents and my brother. The
nefarious trade’in (he fiosh was
going on ualil one night we
licard shouts. Sunder had been
stibbed ny someonce. - So you
rascal, you have ruined that
tnoceat gul. 1 know she will
dic of shame if { sce her’, shouted
the assailant, * But here is God’s
punishment. Take it, rascud. I
feel avenged now 1

“I thought { heard my brother’s
voice but the assailani had dis-
appeared: We girls were taken
by the police to a rescue home.

am now doing some sewing
and needle work, Prema, and
eking out my livelihood. You
see, | was caught in a trap.”

“There is a box of money left
by your brother with us, Come
and take it,” said Prema,
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Vividh Bharati
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entertainment every week

Vividh Bharati
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