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Lowest

on-Mile Cost

Tens of thousands of users have learned by actual
comparison that Chevrolet provides the lowest ton-
mile cost® in the history of the commercial car
industry !

This matchless economy is due to advanced modern
design .. extremely low operation and maintenance
costs......exceptionally slow depreciation......and the
most amazing price ever placed on a modern, gear-shift
truck—a combination of economy features found in
no other commercial car in the world.

Whether you operate one or many trucks, come fo our
salesroom and learn for yourself how Chevrolet is
designed and built to save you money. Go over the
chassis, unit by unit. Note the advanced, modern

®  Tan-mile cost is the cost of transporting a fen of material ong mile -
or its equivalent,

engineering—tvpified by a powerful valve-in-head
motor, with three.speed transmission and sturdy
single.plate disc-clutch. Mark the rugged, quality
construction throughout ; heavy channel steel frame—
massive banjo type rear axle — long, extra-leaved, heavy
steel springs, set parallel to the frame.

Then, go for a trial load demonstration—and see
how perfectly Chevrolet meets your own haulage

1,800

1 Ton Truck

Chassis i 2,600
1.Ton Truck Rs. 3,200

Chassis with Cab

1-Ton
Truck Chassis

‘\u; Mm ”h'“ m |

ROWLANDS GARAGES LTD.




ADVERTISEMENTS b '

Digitized by Noolaham Foundation.
noolaham.org | aavanaham.org



' ‘ ADVERTISEMENTS.

[T

Telephones : 144 & 1609. Telegrams : ““COUPON,” COLOMBO.

THOS. COOK & SON, LTD.

ESTABLISHED 1S41.
Managers of Towrs wnd Eieeursions, Forwarding Agents, ele.,

GRAND ORIENTAL HOTEL BUILDING,

Head Oftice: COLOMB O, Branches at: S
BERKELEY STREET. BOMBAY., DELHI. S LA

PICCADILLY, CALCUTTA. MADRAS, é

LONDON, W. 1. CEYLO N. RANGOON & SINGAPORE.

AND OVER 150 BRANCH OFFICES THROUGHOUT THE WORLD.

H’A VE a trained and competent Staff, conversant, through the

experience of years, with all the details of Travel in INDIA,
BURMA, and CEYLON, and respectfully invite all visitors to
Ceylon to call at the Colombo Office to make arrangements for
their Tours.

RAILWAY TICKETS issued over all Railways of India, Burma

and Ceylon, and throughout the World. Ceylon Residents

booked from Colombo to India, Full details of trips single or
return furnished on Application.

STEAMSHIP TICKETS issued on all Lines around India and
throughout the World.

MOTOR TOURS arranged.

PACKAGES of every description stored and shipped as cargo to
all parts of the World, at lowest rates. Passengers’ Baggage
shipped on steamers at lowest rates. Insurance effected.

THOS. COOK & SON (Bankers), LTD.

Head OQffice:
Berkeley Street, Piccadilly, London, W. I.

CURRENT ACCOUNTS opened for approved clients; interest
allowed on minimum monthly balances over Rs. 1,000 at 2 per cent,;
per annum,

FIXED DEPOSITS :—Interest allowed on deposits at fixed rates
7 days’ noticed of withdrawal.

LOANS CONSIDERED and granted against approved securities.
FAMILY AND OTHER PERIODICAL REMITTANCES made

under standing instructions.
INSURANCE PREMIA paid.

DRAFTS, LETTERS OF CREDIT AND
! . Bought and sold for all
Eﬁﬁﬁ%’ﬁl‘(ﬁ%g CHEQUES, FOREIGN} parts of the world.
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"INDO-CEYLON
B T ADING Co. Ln.

\ ANUFACTURING
pl JEWELLERS #AND
I SILVERSMITHS.

ILVER AND E.P. GOODS,
SUITABLE FOR
| PRESENTATIONS.

NGRAVING
ELECTRO-PLATING
| WATCH REPAIRS,

DEON GRAMOPHONES
AND RECORDS
IN ENGLISH,
SINHALESE,
TAMIL, ARABIC,
HINDUSTANT,
TELUGU, ETC,

EW RECORDS
N WITH SONGS

SPECIALLY
COMPOSED.
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ODEON
TALKING
MACHINE Co.,

48, BAILLIE STREET,
COLOMBO.
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PARAKRAMA ENGINEERING

Undertake
Complete Instcallation
of

Industrial Buildings, Factories, Mills, Aerial Rope-
ways, Hydro Electric and Electric Installation,

—]—=——3

Expert Design, All work carried

out under

Accurate
the
Workmanship Supervision
of
and

British qualified
Straight forward

European,
Dealings Ceylonese and
Guaranteed. Indian Engineers.
———=3&———=
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\ e
SOLE AGENTS for the World's best Engines, Tea and Rubber Machinery.
For further particulars please apply to :—

J- S- PARAKRAMA; M.I.M.E., A.M.l. Min.E.

Consulting Engineer, Architect and Engineers’ Agent
SKINNER'S ROAD, (South) COLOMBO.

Tel. Nos. 177 & 4254,

Telegrams, ‘‘ PARAKRAMA”
Extension to all Departments,

Panchikawatta,

(|
A |
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Eando-Eastern & Oriental Trading Co.

Proprietors of GENERAL TRADING COMPANY

DEALERS IN

ALL ESTATES SUPPLIES, MOTOR CARS & TRUCKS,
| ELECTRIC LIGHTING PLANTS, WIRELESS SETS, &C.

SOLE AGENTS FOR TAPPING KNIVES
PLOUGHS
NASH CARS DISC HARROWS
MATHIS CARS MAMMOTIES

FELLING AXES
WIRE NETTING
BARBED WIRE

CEMENT, &C.
—r—

Full Stocks of

Drainage and Sanitary
Fittings.

HANOMAG CARS
CLYDESDALE TRUCKS
UNITED CHASSES.

=/ ==
All Motor

Accessories in Stock.

SOLE AGENTS FOR

“SALONIT »” ASBESTOS
CORRUGATED & FLAT SHEETS ELECTRIC PLANTS
FOR ROOFS & CEILINGS. 110 Volts Direct Current.

Complete Installations undertaken.

SOLE AGENTS FOR
KOHLER AUTOMATIC

VE RI CARBOLINEUM?” Wiring and House Lighting a specialty.
“A. NA US A N h\

The original wood Preservative

; WIRELESS SETS
“ CARBOLINEUM DI\I)[OL of 2, 3 & 4 Valves.
PLANTARIUM?”

The best treatment for
bark diseases

e

Coriplete with all accessories.

“CLIMAX” OIL ENGINES,

s =L S5 S e s
COLOMBO.
OFFICES AND SHOW ROOMS :— EANDO EASTERN & ORIENTAL TRADING Cco.,
DARLEY ROAD, 13, BAILLIE STREET, FORT, i
Tel: Nos, 22 47, 2248. Tel: No 573
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BRITISH
“EVER-READY”

ELECTRICAL SPECIALITIES.
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Spotlight Pocket Lamp.

Standard Pocket ;Lamp Battery.
Range 300 ft. Rs. 4°50 complete.

4'5 Volts. Price 80 cts.

dllii
itk

nﬁy/

“Fountain Pen” Torch.
The handiest pocket lamp made !
Clips to the pocket like a fountain pen.
Price Rs. 3°00 complete,

s
Bicycle Lamp.

i

Photographic Lamp.
N.B.—To ensure customers getting fresh and efficient

supplies, the British Ever-Ready Co. has now opened a
branch in India for the manufacture of batteries, which are
imported by us weekly.

Ceylon Distributors :—

FENTONS ™

ELECTRICAL ENGINEERS AND CONTRACTORS,
COLOMBO AND GALLE.

—— T  ——




CORD MOTOR TYRES

MADE WITHIN THE EMPIRE

For every tick of the
clock someone buys a

Dunlop, the greatest
tyre of all time.

; \ . NG - 4 DunLop corp
DUNLOP' CORD : W MEDIUM PRESSURE
STRAIGHT SIDE Ty

. ' \:"IRED TYPE
PRESSUR - A | WITH BUTTRESSED
HIGH PRESSURE 3 - % | TRIPLE STUD TREAD -

~

DUNLOP CORD BALLOON
WIRED TYPE
WITH BUTTRESSED
TRIPLE STUD TREAD

o ' DUNLOP CORD
DUNLOP CORD COVER for HEAVY
BEADED EDGE

COMMERCIAL
VEHICLES
HIGH PRESSURE

Dunlop Rubber Co. Ltd, %%

“DUNLOP HOUSE,” 1, LAKE ROAD, COLOMBO,
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H Tae Macic Oin— By Frederick Lewis ...

thank the contributors who have made this year's Annual a “ Ceylon ” pubhcatlon in every

sense of the word. With two exceptions they are either Ceylon residents or ex-Colonists,
and the storvies, articles and poetry deal almost exclusively with this country. A wider range has
been covered this year than ever before and we feel sure that there is much in this
number to suit all tastes.

lT is our pleasant privilege, in presenting the Chl‘l‘utn‘]db Nnmher for IQ'H most sincerely to

Our readers will be delighted to renew acquaintance with such old friends as Mrs. W, T.
Southorn, Mr. John Still, Mr. Fred Lewis, R. L. B, R. H. B.,, Woolmer Gattey, Mrs.
Hix skl Dullmg. Dr. R. L. Spittel, Mrs. A. S. Bobby, ] '\’Ir- Douglas R. Lodge (* Ni-Yara "),
“ Bob Penny”, P. M. W., and others, and will extend a cordial we]come to such able writers as
St. Nihal Singh, Mrs. E. S, Wasey, Mr. G. M. Henry, Miss Cecil Rolfe, Mr. P. E. P.
Deraniyagala, Mrs. Mary E. Gunasekara, and “ Theophilus” who are contributing to the
Annual for the first time. '

A special eﬂoxt hau. been made this year to cater for the little ones and we trust that our

good friends of the ““ Tinker Bell Club” will find much in the pages which follow to amuse and
entertain them.

To our readers both in Ceylon, at Home and in all parts of the world we extend our best

A ﬂerr’y Christmas and
A F)appy [New Year

Digitized by Noolaham Foundation.
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climate, his red, fur-tipped coat is seen.

CEYLON OBSERVER CHRISTMAS NUMBER.
%QQQQQQ&Q&Q&&&Q

Lk

T o s

QQQ&QQQQQQQQQQQQQkk&éiéé&ééié!i;,AEQLQ#L¢M

DR AR
! h”%imﬂﬁ b

Afagod TEL

G LRV LA =

Baasos
[ 7y
s "

e

Gl Rl Bl ol SiGel Delal L Bebeli

“j _ oNTS LEGEND AND ORIGIN -

| |
3 s 3 BY THEOPHILUS. 2 H ©
PRt oloeiorl Jevioet il I SET JrRer Eier ftiel el Tvel Bokchibel Jockel Bebdl Ebel Bibdt Befel BrkdC BTTeTTTRTT TS T

WNCE a year Santa Claus (the treasured
name, by the way, 13 American) pays us a

joyous visit. In every country, regardless of
IFrom the
Arctie to the Tropies, his reindeer clatter over r« ofs of
slate or tin, sloping roofs and fiat ones alile ; and even
the absence of chimneys will not prevent the determin-
od old gentleman from forcing an entrance to the bed
rooms of sleeping children, there to gorge tiny socks
with delectable gifts.

Whence comes this delightful figure? What is
the meaning of Christmas? I do not refer to the
religious meaning—but rather to the historic or le-
gendary origin of the festival: for it is certain that
every custom is based upon some tradition or other.
Nothing in this world is so rare as originality. Indeed
there is really no such thing. Every thought, every
act on our part, is suggested by something that has
gone before.  The pudding we are about to eat, the
“trec’’ we are going to attend, are not our own
ideas. They come to us from the past—from our An-
CcesTors. )

Let us consider for a moment the early history of
the Church, before its unity was disturbed by the con-
flict of creeds. It was two little words in Constan-
tine’s Creed of Nycene (A.T. 325) that produced the
most important divisions of opinion. The Ex-Emperor
William of Germany was (or thought he was) a versa-
tile character—a painter, a patron of art, a hewer of
logs, a master of politics and strategy- (onstantine
was very like him: and in the exuberance of the mo-
ment he threw off a creed which set the Christian
World a wrangling. By A.D. 1053 Christianity was
definitely divided into a Latin or Roman Church, and
a (ireek or Byzantine Church.

In the earliest years of Christianity, its adherents
not only had no buildings to worship in. but their
rites had to be performed in secret. It was under
these conditions of fear and persecution that various
secret symbols were evolved, of which seven belong to
the earliest period—about A.D. 200.

The commonest of these symbols was the Fish
(Tehthys), of which the Greek letters furnish the ini-
tials of the words “‘Jesus Christ of God, the Son, the

Saviour.”’ At a later date the fish came to denote a
convert to Christianity. ‘T will make you fishers of
men’ .

The ‘‘Ship’’ emblem is the ship of the Church, by
which the Sea of Life is crossed into the Haven of
lternity. The ‘‘Anchor’” was the symbol of “Hope."’
Other signs were the ‘“Shepherd and Lamb'" the

ing Victory in the strife between good and evil. The
“Dove’’ denoted the Souls of departed persons, and
not, as later, the Third Person of the Trinity.

The other Christian symbols are of a later date
than the seven enumerated. The “Vine’’ represents
“Holy Communion” and the ‘“‘Peacock’’, because it
sheds and renews its gorgeous plumage, is the em-
blem of Tmmortality.

P
Of the Christian monograms, the Ch® rho (*)

i derived from X the Greek letter “chi’ and I* the
Greek letter “rho”. It appears as above in the fourth
P

century, after which the abbreviation OCCUTS.

The idea of ‘‘Alpha and Omega’, the "‘virst and the
P

P
is suggested thus A*w or + often
; N .

with a circle round them indicating ‘‘eternity’”. The
monogram [.H.S., formerly supposed to be the initials
of “Jesus Hominum Salvator,”’ is now recognised by
antfjuarians to be Greek, not Latin. The Greek long
F is written H. So the monogram Is correctly
Greek, and 1. E. 8. Such are the meanings of the
symbols whieh will surround us in Church on Christmas
Day.

The early history of the Church is, of course, inti-
mately associated with the fortunes of Rome and By-
zantium. Rome was destroyed by Nordic invasions
A.D. 476. Byzantium, or Constantinople, survived
for a thousand years after that, till its overthrow by
the Turks in 1453. The barbarian hordes who over-
ran Europe mingled their civilization with the older
and higher culture of Rome and from this mingling
arose both Western Civilization and the modern races
of Europe. And, as we ¢hall see, this barbarie influ-
ence is not wanting in our Christmas observances.

The Byzantine Church had many daughters, such
as the Churches of Russia, the Balkans and Egypt.
Kgyptian Christians were the Copts, through whom
Christianity in ifs fourth century form was passed on
to the Abyssinians. Coptie architecture had a consi-
derable influence on that of Kurope—the trend of
architectural styles having been from east to west.
The clothes that were in every day use with Copts were
retained by the conservative clergy when fashions
changed, and remain sfill as church vestments. The
long Coptic gown, called ““tunica’’, mu‘\-'iv(?s as the
surplice. An over-tunic. called “‘dalmatic’, is the
prototype of one of the King’s coronation robes: Lhcl‘.n'
“pallium’” is the scarf still worn by Archbishops ; while

Last™,

“T.amb and Circle,” and the “Palm Rrianichd bignibieham ~theysegmless dress called the “tasula’, which falls
noolaham.org | aavaneiriam.org



down the back and front with just a hole in it for the
head, is the special clerical dress for Holy Communion-

Now, with all this symbolism, there crept in a
good deal of the corrupt and often lascivious symbo-
lism of the Pagans, which St. Francis Assisi set him-
self to eradicate. The association of Pagan and
Christian symbols, however, was common in earlier
days—an association recalling that permitted to-day
in the Buddhism of Ceylon of various Hindu symbols.
In Furope the mixing of Venus and Fros with Chris-
tian Saints is represented in the celebrated Esquiline
Treasure. And, by the way. some of the harness of
that treasure has new moons upon it, suggesting the
origin of the brass moons now seen on the harness of
English cart horses.

It seems that the first bells used were hand bells.
or cow bells shaped like the modern Swiss cow bell,
to draw the attention of audiences. Bells of a larger
size were introduced in the Tth and 8th centuries, the
idea of a belfry being rather a western than an eastern
coneeption.

The Roman oceupation of Britain lasted from AD
43 10 410. Christianity was probably established in Eng-
land by the beginning of the 3rd century, though nearly
all traces of it were swept away during the subsequent
mvasions of pagan Saxons. Relics of Christianity of
that early period are scarce. The **Chj rho”’, however,
is found on pewter vessels attributed to the 4th cen-
t.ur_y_

At the time of the departure of the Romans, Eng-
land was probably all Christian ; and missions had been
sent to Ireland under Palavius and St Patrick. The
latter did important and consolidating work, and the
date of his mission is stated by some to have been
432—i.e., very soon after the Romans had left Eng-
land. St. Patrick was a terribly energetic fellow. Heo
wrote 365 manuals, built a vast number of churches.
and appointed about fifty Bishops. Certainly his®mis-
sion was thoroughly successful, and it is of special
importance because the Saxon invaders of England
were pagan, and the Christian Britons were soon
driven by them into the far western districts of Devon,
Cornwall, Wales and Cumberland.

Saxon invasions continued intermittently from
about A.D., 449 up till the 6th century, and, of course,
most of England relapsed into paganism. The Britons
of Devon and Cornwall were so harassed that many
crossed over to Brittany, where the Cetic tongue sur-
vives.

The re-conersion of England to Christianity came
from two sources—Ireland and Rome. Of these, the
first was from Ireland, whence missions were sent to
Wales and Cornwall ; the latter under St. Piran land-
ed at New Quay in A.D. 490. Ireland, it should be
noted, was then the home of the Scotts, who crossed
to Scotland in about A D. 500. (Till then Seotland
was occupied by Picts, who are now believed to have
been not Celts, but a relic of some Neolithic people).

In 563, St. Columba established an important
mission on the Tsand of Iona on the west coast of Scot-
land ; and in 635 a mission under Aidan was planted
on the east, or Northumberland, coast at Lindisfarne.

Meanwhile, in the south of England, Christianity
was reintroduced by St. Augustine of Canterbury, who
came over from Rome in 507 with forty Benedictine
‘monks. Bt. Augustine eventually founded the see of

CEYLON OBSERVER CHRISTMAS NUMBERL.

self at York. By A.D. 700, Anglo Saxon England
wag all Christian.

There were, therefore, two distinet Churches in
Fngland—one English and one Roman ; and, as might
be expected, they came into collision. To settle their
disputes, a Council was held in 664 at which the spiri-
tual authority of Rome was recognised. The later
history of the English Church is more generally known,
but, in any ecase, it is not our purpose here to trace
it further, since our interest ig limited to the Christ-
mas festival.

It seems that the real birthday of Christ was
never known, even to the early Christians. The
merits of the material birthday, as opposed to the
spiritual birthday or baptism, were much discussed by
them, and resulted in one of their inevitable contro-
versies. In A.D. 386 Antioch celebrated only Ep-
phany and Easter, but in Rome an imperial reseript of
about A.D. 400 includes also Christmas amongst the
three main festivals: and the celebrating of the
material birth was encouraged during the 4th century
to counteract Manichaeanism, a heresy which taught
that Christ was a phantasm. Opinions varied in fa-
vour of the 25th December, 6th January and other
dates. The first certain mention of the 25th Decem-
ber occurs in a manuseript dated A.D. 354.

Now, in Britain, the 25th December was a Saxon
pagan festival from which, no doubt, is derived the
clement of merriment now associated with Christmas.
The Yule Log. candles, holly, misteletoe and pudding,
are all of pagan origin, drawn from the Sun Festival,
or New Year, of our Anglo-Saxon forefathers, and
adapted to the Christian Nativity festival when its
date was fixed to coincide with the ancient holiday.

Whether the Christmas Tree is of Teutonic origin
is uncertain. It may have been introduced into Ger-
many by Roman legions as part of their Saturnalia, or
annual frolic. In 1644 the Puritans forbade such cele-
brations by an act of Parliament. The feast was re-
stored by Charles 11, but the Scotech adhered to the
Puritan view.

" Father Christmas " originates from Saint Nicho-
las, whose Dutch name San Nicolaas was corrupted in
America to Santa Claus. He is a semi-mythical
figure, but seems to have been a Continental Bishop
who was persecuted in the time of the Roman Em-
peror Diocletian. On one occasion he gave dowries to
certain poor girls, and it became the custom to make
gifts to good children at his festival on December 6th—
a custom gradually postponed till Christmas, until it
became finally associated with that day. Nearly four
hundred churches in England are dedicated ‘to St.
Nicholas. He is the patron Saint of Russia, but essen-
tially he is the protector of children.,

This subject or origins 1s a very inferesting one.
The fusion of Buddhist rites with those of older reli-
gions are numerous in many countries, and 1 would
suggest to my Sinhalese readers that a study on these
lines might lead to valuable results. In Burma, the
Buddhist water festival of “Tagoo”, when water s
thrown about, is most certainly based on some pre-
Buddhist cult for invoking rain, The indigenous god-
lings, or Nats, have to the number of thirty-seven,
been admitted to the rank of Buddhist Saints. In
Buddhist Ceylon itself, T have observed much that is
obviously of Hindu origin, and T do not doubt that the
much older cults of the Veddha aboriginees still sur-
vive in many modern customs, could we but recognise _

Canterbury ; while the northern Church gatabilshed\ctsianam themdation.
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“ The Caged Leopard %

By WOOLMER GATTEY.
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I was a Dbiting, seratching little thing of lithe hm mother had freshly killed, mnor had it the same
H grace and shining amber, furious at this inter- “‘tang” to it as of a kill that they had hoarded. But
ruption of his normal  activities.  Great Losause he was hungry he ate it. He walked round
human hands grasped him in places where he and round the confined space they left him, where he
could mnot retaliate, and he was soon tired almost became giddy because of the constant need to
out with the struggle. Then they let him turn. And oh, hn\-. every limb, and every muscle,
2o, and he made a bonnd for freedom. Alas, he crash- every quivering hair even, longed and ac -hed for a long
ed into iron bars, and fell with a sofi thud. He ftried lithe prowl through the :Lul\, close undergrowth of
another direction, but the same obstruction met him. the jungle.
Anoth:r and an- During the day

he was altogether
unhappy, but at
night friendly voi-
ces seemed to come
to him from his
past, The moon
painted mock pic-
tures of lonely
water-holes where
timid deer drink,
throwing up their
antlered heads in
sudden fright, of
tanks where croco
diles slip silently
through the sil-
vered water to lie
log-like on the
bank, The night
wind wafted him
the scents of damp,
hot, fallen leaves,
in untrodden
glades, of mossy
crevices, of rain on
parched foliage, of
heavily odourous
jungle flowers.
The Palms rustled
like sambhur step-
ping softly, bear
shuffling, and large
snakes slithering
under great rocks.
The dawn-wind

other ; then hope-
lessly back to the
first, until his poor
little yellow head
was aching with
the bumps. Then
he crouched on the
hard, smooth
ground, slowly
switching his tail
from side to side,
a little quiver of
rage and disap-
pointment futter-
ing its black tip,
nlthough he pre-
tended with half
vlosed eyes to have
forgotten he ever
wanted to bound
away.

In the back of
his brain sprang
up a hope that his
mother would come
and help in ths
dithiculty, as she
had so often done
before—his strong,
beautiful mother,
with one blow of
whose paw any
nnnoyance had hi-
therto left him.

The moon rose up behind the palms, and the palms sang him the songs of waking birds, of hunting animals
were again, to him, behind those inevitable hard, iron going back to hiding, of a jungle world greeting the day.
bars. And he thought of the moon 1 the jungle, One night—one wonderful night—his  mother
filtering through the 1acework of dark ling creepers to came in reality and called him softly trom outside the
seek out the little creatures that hunt by nlght Little bars, :

Leopard dozed fitfully, and every time he opened his “Why hast thou left us, Little Son?”’
glinting yellow eyes, he saw those dreadful iron bars. “Alas, a magic has placed me behind these iron

Thev threw him a little raw meat when the day bars, and no longer am I my own master,” he

came, but it had not the same succulence ag that which whispered.
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“The jungle is cmply without thee,”” gaid his
tother sadly.,

“Do the sambhur yet drink at the lotus pool?”” he
asked pititully.

“Yes, and little spotted deer.”

“And do monkeys fling themselves from branch to
branch, as when T used to stalli them in play?”

“Even so they leap along all day."

““Is the jungle all soft, and warm, and damp, and
shielling sweet 2

" Soft green, damp fallen leaves, and a warm sweet
air in the jungle.”

“Alas!”’
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For many nights always voing
back before morning. Little Leopard only lived for
her visits, although they were but cold comfort, and
only made the ache in his heart more acute, only in-
tensified his great longing for jungle ways,

Then came the dry weather, and his mother had
to go far afield in search of water, and it was impossible
to get down to see her son and be back in the safety of
the jungle before the dawn. And after that ruthless
hands cut down und burnt much forest, whieh drove

(=

CEYLON OBSERVER CHRISTMAS NUMBER.

her still further away. So it was a very lony time—
years before she saw him again.

He grew to manhood—but not so fine as his mother
had been in her prime—and got used to his cage, and
his bit of meat, and his circus-like walk.

Then one night, when there was no mcon,
mother came once more to see him, for she had never

his

forgotten. She was old, and almost toothless, and
mangy, and her eyes were a little ashamed for she

had taken to killing man, since she had besome too
slow tor the -swift silent deer.

“Littlé Son,”” she said softly.

He blinked his yellow eyes at her indifferently.

"Where have you come from?’ he said.

“Oh, Little Son,”” she cried, “The jungle is still
damp and green, the water-holes are 1ull, and deer
drink at night.”

"1t is naught to me,”’ growled the Little Leopard,
"1 get my meat.”

All night she talked of the jungle and begged him
to come away with her, but he lay stretched and yawn-
ing with lazy insolence. And so before dawn she left,

sadly. She would never come again to see the Little
Son.,

“For,”” she wailed, “Thou hast lost even the
Memory of Beautiful Things. And that is the very

worst loss of all.”” . . | .
But Little Leopard shivered slightly as she went
away, for in his very heart he had not quite forgotten.

i

Pititul behind the bars,

Padding soft at funeral pace,
Eyes like lambent yellow stars,

See the tawny crouching grace,
Drooping head he scems to hide,
Where, oh where lus erstwhile pride?

Pitiful about the cage

See him softly, slowly prowl,
Never savageness nor rage

Curls his drooping, slavering jowl,
Only passive misery
Accompanies captivity,

Once he roamed the Jungle deep,
By secluded pools he drank,
Gained his meal in one swift leap
Where the buck browsed on the banl,
By the river running clear
Stalked the sambhur and the deer;

Heard the jackal's hunting howl,
Made the monkeys chat with tear,
With reverberating growl
Warning them that death was Lear ;
Sunned and groomed his glossy flanl
Where the patna flourished rank ;
Trickling through the lacy areen
Flickered on his dappled hide
The sun; and through a fretted scereen
Of tangled undergrowth beside
A placid tank, he loitered while
He watched the sleeping crocodile.
Memories of jungle ways
Cloud the amber of his eyes,
Splendid, regal, vanished days,
Strength that fails, and hope that dies|
Pitiful in this small space,
See his tawny, crouching grace.
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AY back in the good old Ne-o-lith-ic Age

When dresses and skirts of ferns were all the
rage,

When people dressed only in leaves and in grasses

Which doubtless were quite good enough for all classes.

At least fifty thousand or more years ago

When mammoths and suchlike roamed in Col-om-ho.
In days when they knew not of jazzing and jumpers
And dinosaurs kicked up in Mutwal a rumpus.

=

Long ere Orange William got gout in the knees,
And there was no Ice Co. and nothing to freeze.
When ples-i-o-saur-us-es roamed in the dark

And did as they pleased in Victoria Park.

When stegosaurs snaffled the halt and the lamed,
The wise ones said ““Hop it"" and were not ashamed,
And any Vidane would soon put a gag on

You if you dared speak of the Manning Town Dragon.

Of course you'll have noticed my rotten old rhyme
Malkes not the least mention anent Christmas time,
But willy ot nilly we always prefer

Our flesh to go ‘goosey’ this time of the year.
The young generation will hearken with zest

If you spin the yarn of the ‘old oaken chest,’

And even the puppy dog’s tail gets a wag on

At hearing the tale of the Manning Town Dragon.

As ugly as sin, he gave everyone shocks,

Fach foot was as big as the biggest beefbox.

A head like a hippo; a neck like a crane ;

His rudder was longer than Seventeenth Lane.
His eyes phosphoresced with a ghastly pale light
Like Will -o-the-Wispseses seen during night,

For one shone deep red and the other shone green
‘Bove jaws like a whacking great shearing machine.

The brute was possessed of a great appetite.

He'd roar and he'd bellow the whole of the night
And yell for his dinner. He wasn’t a sport.

You couldn’t persuade him that rations were short,
The King, quite regretful, his shoulders would hunch
Then serve up the citizens, ten in a bunch.
Selecting the old ones who didn’t much matter,
Especially those who had claimed for their batta.
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The Dragon of Manning Town

A PUTRID POEM PURPOSELY PERPETRATED

BY MUSTAPHA TRI,

The dragon demanded a nice cold collation,

The King then sent out quite a large deputation

Of proctors and others T also might mention as
Retired railway porters and Civil List Pensioners.

He worked off a number of chronic old croakers

And thinned out the ranks of the unlicensed brokers.
He emptied the gaols of all pickers and stealers.
There was no Restriction for poor rubber dealers.

The King was reviewing his bank book one day

Then suddenly shouted out loudly, *‘I say,”

Or something just like it in Neolithese.

All knew what it meant, for they shook at the knees.

“The Crown has gone broke., Now explain, if you
pleasc,

This shortage of forty-three million rupees.

The Hydro-Klectric Scheme’s being built free.

We don’t spend so much on the P, W. D.”

A Councillor tremblingly answered him, **Sire,

1f I tell the truth, then the fat’s in the fire.”

‘I do want the truth and 1 want it, ‘ek dum,’ *’
The Councillor answered again, ‘'Well—er—hum,
The Dragon last Saturday night made a raid

And gobbled up thousands whose rates were not paid.
The Municipality curse him with zest,

‘Cause forty five thousand ratepayers ‘went West.” ’’

At this news the King very nearly went mad,

He swore such strong oaths that the plantains turned
bad.

Said “Bother” and “‘Blow it”
that

Then strode to the kitchen and kicked the poor cat.

He swore by the grass on his grandpapa’s grave

That he'd put an end (o the darned seurvy knave.

“Why how dare he chow up my citizens true,

Especially all those whose rates are still

and things just like

»

due.’

To all of his subjeets, no matter their station,
He issued the following Grand Proclamation.
“We Offer You One Hundred Rupees Reward.
(For that was as much as the King could afford).
As well as the hand of Our Daughter Maud Kate.
P.S. The bold winner must pay for the freight.
To anyone causing this Dragon’s demise.

We offer One Hundred Rupees as a Prize.”
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Not far from the Palace, to wit, Kotahena,

A hefty young chap lived, his name Sirisena.
Was not a bit frightened, to judge by his tallk,
Of any old thing that could run or could walk.
He claimed coppersmithing was his usual trade,
He’d undertake any old job if it paid.

The Police knew him best as the Kitulgalle Kid,
Though they never knew what he actually did.

As funds were quite low and his rent day drew nigh.
Tc win the reward he decided to try.

A hundred rupees; the King’s daughter for wife.
What wonderful visions of his future life.

Next morning quite early he rose from his cot

And heated his soldering iron red hot,

Some coke in a can, put his comb in his hair

Then wended hi§ way to the Dragon, his lair.

Not knowing the Kitulgalle Kid had now come

The monster was sleeping as tight as a drum.

His snores were so loud that the Kid said. “My word,
For this job T think T'll charge time and a third."”
With caution the Kitulgalle Kid drew him nigh

Quite ready as always to do or to die.

He took out the soldering iron from its wrapper

And bifled the great brute such a zonk on the napper.

The Dragon woke up with a horrible wail,

His rudder went slashing about like a flail.

He roared ouf, so loud that the neighbourhood roeked.
I've a dim recollection that somebody knocked.”

He spotted the Kitulgalle Kid and enquired

With icy politeness just what he required.

““Are you the young person who gave me that biff?"’
“Not ‘arf,”” said our hero, the bold coppersmith.

The Dragon ejected a puff of blue smoke

And murmured, “But this is too much of a joke.

Twice armed is a man when his quarrel is just

But thrice armed is he who gets his blow in fust.

You have the advantage. Now let’s see you fight.”

The coppersmith grinned and then answered, * All
right.”

The Dragon led off at a terrible pace

And never stopped once for a short breathing space.

They fought all the day and they fought all the night,

No word of a lie, 'twas a horrible sight.

Attacked and retreated from ten until four

Then stopped for a breather and did it some more.

The Kitulgalle Kid soon heard nine o’clock chime

And reckoned he'd have to charge up overtime

As neither was willing to stop for his meals.

Tor miles round the folks heard the Dragon’s loud
squeals.

Vibrations were felt in the Dumbara Valley,
Much further than that, even far Hapufale.

Still further away in a most distant clime

Were earthquakes recorded sixteen at a time.

The Dragon he snarled and retreated a pace

Then blew out hot coals at the coppersmith’s faze.
Instead of retreating before the attack

Our jolly old hero just blew them all baclk.

The Dragon was noticed at last to turn pale.

He knew that his strength was beginning to fail,

There's many a slip twixt the lip and the cup

And also he knew that his number was up.

He turned up his tail and at last knew no more.

Though really he’d known very little before.

“My word,”" said the Kid, ‘““there’s no doubt he was
tough, it

Took such a long time ere I forced him to snuff it.”

He heated his soldering iron bright red

And started to burn off the Dragon’s great head.

He thought, “As a trophy, there’s nothing to match
it,

I wish I'd remembered to bring out the hatchet.”

He brushed himself down, put his collar and tie on

Then packed up the Dragon and soldering iron.

And knowing full well that the Dragon was dead.

He called up a taxi and went home to bed.

Next, feeling quite rested and thinking of Maud

He went to the Palace to claim the reward.

The King met him gleefully, pleased as could be,
“Brave chappie,”” he burbled, “‘you must stay to tea.
I trust that your hurts are not very severe.

Now what can I get you? Some coffee or beer?

My daughter Maud Katie of course you will wed,
Unless you prefer to take poison instead.’’

The next thing that happened, the Kid was an Earl,
Because he had chosen to marry the girl.

His arms are a soldering iron, ’tis said,

A barrel of beer and a Dragon quite dead.

The King wouldn't hear of the slightest delay.

The wedding took place on the very next day.
The King gave a feast for the hero so plucky

And everyone fhought him exceedingly lucky.

But sad to relate, he soon found out the snag,

His wife was a terrible person to nag.

And once every year you will see the young feller

Deposit a wreath on a grave at Borella.

And if you creep close you will
“Friend,

I'm sorry I caused you an untimely end.

I've found out that winners don't get all the fun,

hear him say,

Digitized by Noolaham B&lig¥&idne, dear Dragon, I wish you had won.”
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HE first sign of the approach of Chinese
New Year is a heavy toll of “‘advances’
to the servants. The festival which falls

about the end of January or beginning of Feb-
ruary 1s the occasion for the (‘hineh'v to pay

his debts. He is also anxious to appear
age and his family too. Moreover
and ceremonial visits involving

1 fine plum-
the]e are dinners
I.'X'[li-‘.r]!'-l(“, S0 ﬂf‘l\'?tnf'(‘,‘l

among the less prosperous members  of Hti)(_‘.ilj‘ty are
inevitable,
Some who cannot raise sufficient money to “‘owe

nof any man” put valuables in ]{r'quei, poreelain and

brass into the great FPair which is held in the Chinese

quarter of Hong Kong.
It is an amazing sight, and since the Chinese adore

noise, it has an ama-

mmmwmﬁ&zﬁ:{@

Chinese New Year

BY BELLA SIDNEY WoOLF (MRS. W. T. SOUTHORN).

&\: .

Most attractive of all is the street m which flowers
are sold. Tt could compete with those wonderful

(<4

flower markets of Southern Europe. and the surging
crowd is more interesting, with men in long silk
padded coats with sleeves hanging far beyond the

hand, girls in delightful vivid blue coats and trousers,

long black pigtails and piqmuli' ivory faces, adorable
babies hanging on a scarf slung from their mother’s

back, wearing vari-coloured caps with little ears like
“bunnies’’ sticking up from them and gay little coats
embroidered in red—for red is “good joss’ all over
China. Between stalls laden with #owering plants
the erowd rolls up and down in its leisurely Oriental
way, through an avenue of vellow and white narcissus,
which the Chinese eall “‘the water fairy flower.”” They

zing sound too. In
England one accepts
the Chinese lantern and
Chinese cracker as an
object probably 1nis-
labelled like Axminster
carpets, but when you
live in China you rea-
lize that it is the birth
place and the perma-
nent home of Loth the
lantern and eracker.
More beautiful {han
lanterns that penetrate
to England sare the
great white lanterns
emblazoned with red
characters carried in
wedding  processions,
and hung outside shops
to show tke owner's
name or to invoke good

grow 1t in a very attrac-
tive manrer wi h the
leaves curled round the
bulb like erabs’ elaws
and the fower stalk

only a few inches in
height, The bulb then
flowers profuscly in

water in flower bowls,
There are thousands of
pots of pink peonies,
wine-coloured dahlias,
orange-trees in  full
fruit and the yellow
fruit call d by the
Chinese “dragon’s eye.”
There are masses of
orange marigolds and
branch:s of the '* bell
flower” (enkyanthus),
wi h its delicate pink
flowers—the New Year
flower most valued by

Tuck.

As for crackers, one
enuld dispense  with
them. The Chinese do
or threes,

Photo b 1y
THE

not let
but by thousands

twos
thou-

them off by
and teng of

sands. The amount of money that goes off in
crackers would be astounding if it could be
reckoned. Omne huge wheel in which crack-

ers are packed cost $5.00 and then bunches of them
tied together forming a good stout pole of crackers are
let down from baleconies and go off with a noise like a
bombardment. Sometimes ilm} are let down from
high buildings and hooked across the street on three
poles. When these are expleded over $100 goes west.
The ornamental head of the cracker goes off with a
huge bang after a short interval of silence. The streets
are ankle deep in fragments of red paper and the acrid
smoke hangs above the TFair.

GREAT WHITE LANTERNS EMBELAZONED WITH RED CHARACTELS,

the Chinese,

The flower market
leads to the fruit and

Mr. Pet:r Dragon.

vegetable market which bursts upon you with
a blaze of orange and yellow. Pyramids of
oranges and tangerines, pumaloes hanging in rows,

ginger swinging on strings, bunches of bananas to-
gether with leftuce and cabbage and yams, heaped up
cn every side.

Beyond lie those ginister food shops in whicl
strings of grucsome sausages dangle in the breeze, and
dried duck flattened out till they look like nothing
so much as tennis racquets swing to and fro by the
Report has it that the flatness of these strange
apparitions is obtained by sitting on them.

seore,

We hurry past this portion of the TFair and find
ourselves among the ‘“‘variety’ stalls ranging from



P. M. SHANKS & SONS, LTD.
BOOK, NEWSPAPER, MUSIC AND
GENERAL TYPEFOUNDERS

o WM [SH to call the particular attention of all
advanced Printers & Advertisers

i to the fact that their very extensive

Y selection of specially designed Modern
¥| and Old Style Book and Display

9 faces 1s cast on the now generally
N\, &l accepted British-American

"D A2 M4 Point System of Bodies,

(. That they have recently devoted a great deal of time and
care to the designing of a number of beautiful

letters intended to assist in the production of up-to-date
Art Booklets and Catalogues,

(. That they are frequently adding to their already
numerous series of thick, thin, wide and

condensed faces of Sans-serif, Gothic, and Doric,

€[, That the maintenance of théir established

reputation for Hard Metal and accuracy of workmanship
recetves their constant and unremitting

attention, and

(. That the large stocks kept enable them to execute
promptly all orders sent to the Foundry in

Red Lion Square, London, W.C. 1., England.

(. Latest Specimens sent on application.

TYPE USED IS DOLPHIN OLD STYLE
CAST IN TWELVE SIZES (6 to 60 POINT).



CEYLON OBSERVER CHRISTMAS NUMBEL.

household goods to sandal-wood dust for incense. 1t
is rather sad to see stalls laden with cheap Birming-
ham and Japanese “junk’’, ready to disfigure count-
less Chinese homes. Even the curio stalls have to be
searched for the grain of wheat among the chaft. There
are lacquer stalls, pewter stalls, goldfish stalls, China
stalls, pieture stalls.

There is the usual difference between prices asked
and expected. A gentleman with an acute business
countenance demanded $70 for a china plague and
eventually agreed to dispose of it for $15.

Dusk falls and the fascination of the scene in-
creases. The great red and white lanterns are lighted
and the shop boards gleaming with their oold and red
characters make a weird avenue framed against the
deep blue sky.

We leave the surging happy crowds and laden
with flowers, goldfish and oddments malre for home.

“Kong hay fat choy’’ (A Happy New Year). How
many million fimes are those words being said in
China?

The finale of our New Year is humorous. It is
customary to give all the servants a “cumshaw’’ con-
sisting of a portion of their wages. We, as newcom-
ers. have evidently given more than was expected.

On the morning following New Year, No. 1 boy
comes with a mysterious parcel, which he presents to
me. [ open it and find a china figure of the “*Smiling
Buddha''—Fook Luk Sau—who represents Health,
““Oh you shouldn’t spend
you,

Prosperity and Long Life.
vour money on e, I said, “It’s most kind of
but—"'

“You and Master give so good present, cook and
I must also give,”” he replies.

But there ig better to follow:—

Later in the morning the No. 1 house cooly comes
in. He beats his chest and stands chuckling with
delight :—

“Poo muchee cumshaw—ioo muchee cumshaw,’’
he cries, and then shoulders his broom and departs.
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LORINDA was sitting on a little stool, ‘u
front of the drawing-room fire. and in her

arms lay Supinella. They were waiting for
Mummie and Daddy to come home, so that they could
kiss them and say good night,

They often waited like this, but to-night it seemed
a very long wait, and the house was very quiet, and
the room was very warm, and Glorinda, who had been
out to tea, felt very tired.

She looked down at Supinella. She thought
Supinella looked very sweet in the new blue dressing-
gown Mummie had made for her. Then she thought
Supinella winked at her, and, as that was a thing she
did not allow her children to do, and yet she did
not want to scold her, just when Mummie was com-
ing home, she turned her eves away from Supinella,
and, pushing out one red-slippered foot, began making
up stories about the pictures of white bunnies on the
toes of her slippers.

Supinella gave an impatient shrug, or Glownda
thought she did.

““What is the matter, Supinella?”’ Glorinda asked
crossly, and then she stopped, for Supinella was gaz-
ing at her with eyes that were gefting bigger and
bigger, and brighter and brighter, and bluer and
bluer, until Supinella disappeared altogether, and
Glorinda found herself standing outside a wonderful
palace; built of some bright blue sparkling stone.

Glorinda caught her breath. She had never seen
anything so lovely, and, as she gazed, she heard the
sweetest music, and the great doors of the palace
swung open wide, and out streamed a swarm of peo-
ple;, all lovely to look at, and dressed in the daintiest,
filmiest garments of the brightest and gayest colours,

They danced and sang as they passed Glorinda,
and they all seemed so happy, that she began to feel
a little lonely.

Just then the loveliest little lady, with flowing
hair of palest gold, bound with a circlet of dewdrops,
came riding by on a large green butterfly. When she
saw Glorinda, she called to the butterfly to stop, and
leaning towards her,

“Little girl,’” she said, in a voice like gilver bells,
“What are you doing here?”

A étory for Children

BY L. FORBES AGAR. /

Glorinda's Dream s
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“T don’t know,”” said Glorinda, “I just came
here, and T am very lonely.”’

“Oh, you must not feel that,” ecried the lady.
“Come, mount on the butterfly with me.”

Glorinda had never ridden on a butterfly, and
she felt very doubtful as to whether it would carry
her. However, she did as the little lady told her
and was soon flying above the heads of the laughing,
happy throng, who danced and sang. and made sweet
music.

“What is your name?"’ asked the lovely little
lady, and when Glorinda told her, the little lady said:
“What a pretty name. My name is Supinella, and
that is my palace, and these are all my people, and
we are all going to tea with King Fluffypuffykins,
who is, you know, the King of the White Rabbits.”’

Glorinda felt so happy, she did not care where she
went, and she and Supinella chatted merrily.

“You know it is curious your name should be
Supinella, because I have a doll named that,”’ said
Glorinda, and Supinella laughed and said she would
like to see the doll.

Presently they came to a green glade, all spread
with little white tables, on which were laid the most
fascinating things to eat, and hundreds of white
bunnies frisked and scampered about.

At one end of the glade, on a throne made of
ferns and bluebells, sat King Fluffypuffykins, and,
as Supinella’s butterly sank to earth, he stepped
down to greet Supinella and Glorinda, and a magni-
ficent mantle of green velvet flowed from his should-
ers, and two small white rabbits earried it carefully.

King Fluffypuffyking conducted Supinella  and
Glorinda to seats near his own, and twe little bun-
nies, carrying trays of gold, brought them delicious
cakes and drinks,

Oh, it was a happy party! Glorinda danced and
sang, and ate and drank, and the moon came out
and laughed at the frolic, and she was just thinking
she had never been so happy, when there was =
terrific bang, and she saw King Fluffypuffykins had
fallen off his throne, and was lying on his back,
with his legs wildly kicking in the air, when someone

Digitized by Noolahar&@ught hold of her arm, and she looked up to see
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Mummie holding her tight, and Supmella, her doll,

lying on the ground.

“Wake up, Glorinda darling,”
and she stooped and kissed

: gaid Mummie,
Glorinda, as she put

The King was Fluffypuffykins,
A monarch fine and grand,
Whose state is really regal,
The greatest in the land.

Supinella in her little arms, and then Daddy picked
them both up, and carried them to bed-

Supinella, dear,”

“I really believe you are truly the Fairy Queen,
whispered Glorinda, as she cul-
dled her doll in bed, and again she thought Supinella
winked, and Glorinda was much too sleepy to correct

The party was simply wonderful,
Such laughter and such thrills,
With musie ever soaring,

It chords and runs and trills!

her.
- And when the fun was lLighest,
There came to small Glorinda. She woke up with a start,
A vision bright and gay, She sat in her own nursery
Of shining, bright blue palaccs, With her doll clasped to her heart!
And merry laughing fay.
She joined in their mad revels, She turned her head round slowly,
She romped, and joined the dance, And looked all I'O}UJd about, '
And went to tea, with the rabbit King, And found sh’d jusb been dreaming,
Now wasn’'t that a chance? There was no slightest doubt.
=
==
58

33E

Give Your Baby

Best for Baby

If you cannot nurse your Baby, Lactogen is the
BEST and most suitable substitute, as it is made
from PURE COW'S MILK which has been altered
so that the QUANTITY and QUALITY of each
component part is similar to those contained
in human milk.

€6 LA'CTOGE"”

with its greater quantity of FAT or CREAM
resembles mother’'s milk and is superior to
other milk powders because it contains nothing
which is not found in human milk.

the Benefit of *‘Lactogen”

Obtainable in 8 lb., 1 lb. & % Ib. Tins,

Further particulars on application to

!
Nestle & Anglo.Swiss Condensed Millh Co..

P, O- Box 189, Colomto,
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Telephone Telegrams :

No. 1575. 3 Lines. “ICELAND, COLOMBO.”

THE

CEYLON ICE AND COLD
STORAGE CO., LTD.

— Manufacturers —— — Importers and —-
0K 3 Distributors
ICE & AERATED WATERS oF

OF THE BEST QUALITY. FROZEN MEAT,

BUTTER, MILK,

Bottlers of Orange, POULTRY, GAME,
Lemon and Lime Crushes. FISH, HAMS AND
BY AUTHORITY OF THE BACON, CHEESE AND
Orange Crush CO, OTHER REFRIGERATED
SUNDRIES.
Aerated waters supplied in Crown
Cork Bottles. Local and Foreign Fruits.

\
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STORAGE OF PERISHABLE ARTICLES
ARRANGED., RATES ON APPLICATION,

WORKS AND DEPOT:
COLPETTY, COLOMBO.
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Things

By JOHN STILL.

%wm@%

HAVE followed adventure, and looked in the mir-
rors of death ;
Strange eyes they were sometimes, with always a
secret behind,
That was hidden in fear, or in wrath, as a leopard
whose breath
Mingled mine where we fought in a tree, until sud-
denly blind
Went those searchlights of fury, and toTl mee the fight
had been gained.
Then, scoring the bark as
talons gave way,
And he tell to the earth with a thud, all his colour
retained,

they slipped, his curved

And the marvellous curves of his muscular form
where he lay.

So I laughed in the tree, as my forerunners laughed
when they fought;

Then grew silent and lonely, and wondered what
lacked to my joy:

For it might have been I who
else had T sought,

lay dead, and what

But the skin of this ereature to give to a girl as a toy!

I have looked in the eyes of a bear, little furious eyes,

Partly hidden, and piercing a curtain of ragged black
hair,

As she roared when she rushed, with her mouth gap-
ing wide in surprise,

At my look, and my smell which enraged her and
tainted the air;

And the white of my smooth naked chest, and the
gleam of my arms,

Where T stood at the door of my tent, under vertical
sun,

But enraged her the further, as maddened with hate
and alarms,

She charged on, and came straight for my face in a
swift awkward run,

With her fangs shining white as T struck; and then
swiftly her head

Turned and bit at the wound, as though that was the
cause of her pain,

Till my second shot plunged through her heart, and
she erumpled up dead.

Just a robe of black fur on the leaves, and a sticky
red stain.

ST

T have looked in a buffaloe’s eyes, and have trembled
with fear,
When I followed through thorns on his blood-trail,
and crawled through the brake,
With the sweat running streams down my arms, as 1
slowly drew near
To each thicket in turn, and could see and could feel
my hand shalke,
Though the conquering force that compels and is
master of man
Drove me on, and forbade me to halt, if my heart
could but last
Through its clamorous thumping.
For T saw there was froth in the blood,
And T heard the strange guttural grunt of a lung-
smitten beast.
So T knew he would turn before long, and come back
like a flood,
Trresistibly onward till death loosed his knees and he
stopped.
Then it happened.
All suddenly.
Out came a head from the thorns,
Afd his pain-maddened eyes glared in mine while T
aimed.
Then he dropped ;
And T looked, and saw earth and not blood on the
spears of his horns.

Stranger mirrors than these have I seen, and their
eyes have found mine

The last vision they had of this world, before death
c¢laimed his own ;

Tor T crawled in the dark through a cave, till T saw
the light shine

On the marbled grey eve of a crocodile hiding alone,

Tn a hole where the earth kept the torturing sunlight
at bay.

For a second we stared. Then T fired, and hot smoke
filled the den,

And T heard the death scurry, and laughed as T wrig-
gled away,

And came back to the light, and the birds, and the
voices of men.

But no thoughts can T read in the eyes of a reptile,
or learn

It he hates me, or fears, or is cognisant only of life;

For a cobra T caught in my hand when he rose from
the fern,

Never altered his eyes till he died, and thus ended the
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By BOB PENNY.
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The Ghost of the GH%
I
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of piercing screams that echoed and re-echoed

through the long corridors of the great hotel.
Then followed the quick soft padding of bare
feet as the night watchers hurried to the scene,
the sound of opening doors and a babel of
voices raised in anxious enquiry by the suddenly
roused neighbours surrounding the woman whose
screams had now faded into fitful sobbing breaths.

THE silence of the night was shattered by a series

“A ghost! It was a ghost!” she moaned
hysterically, setting her hearers’ nerves on edge at
the mere thought.

“Ye Gods,”" said Jimmy Taunton, the big Fort
broker, “‘a ghost? The old town’s waking up at last.
Very seasonable too, seeing that this is Christmas
Eve, or rather Christmas morning. It's eclose on
two o’clock.””

By this time Miss Gallin had been taken into
her room, from whence the strong osdour of eau-de-
cologne and the sounds of soft voices, showed that
friends were ftrying to soothe her fears.

In the corridor others were discussing the mafter
of the ghost.

“Do you really think she saw anything? She
was one of that very noisy party in the dining room
this evening, and it is possible that she may have
had more than was good for her,” asked Miss Pronton.
The speaker was a lady of uncertain age and negative
attractions. She had a reputation for extreme vir-
tuousness. A (‘olombo cynic had once remarked that
opportunity was the controlling factor in life.

Before anyone could reply, Miss Gallin’s room
door opened and Mrs. Thorgan hurried out, exclaim-
Ing in a nervous excited whisper, “‘She swears it was
a ghost, and of all strange things, the ghost of a
policeman.”’

“Holy Smoke! A policeman,” queried Jimmy.
““This is certainly up to the C.I.D. Anyway, we ought
to let the manager know, so that he may decide what
to do. This affair will be bad business for the hotel.”’

He hurried to the staircase, descended to the first
floor and made his way along the corridors towards
the manager’s room. Turning sharply into the cor-
ridor where the manager’s room was situated he saw,
less than six feet away, a figure approaching him., He
hesitated then stood still, but the figure, in absolute
silence, continued its progress towards him, right up
to him,—and right through him. And the figure was
that of a policeman,

Jiminy’s nerves were pretty good, but such a
happening was too much for them. He felt the short
hairs lift at the base of his skull and a horrible sensa-
tion of icy coldness crept down his spine. With the
wind up badly. he made a flying leap for the mana-
ger’s room, thudded against the door and flung it
open with a crash that was enough to wake the dead.
He switched on the electric light, as the manager
flung himself out of bed and snatched up a chair to
defend himself against the startling ntruder.

Ease off, Mac, it's only me” said Jimmy
huskily.

“Only you, ye big loon, What devil’s stunt are
vou working off now?2”

Jimmy and the manager, McHinery, were the
best of pals and were often in each other’s room for
a chat and a final ‘peg’ after the bar had closed
below.

“Not a stunt,” said Jimmy, “it’s a ghost.”

“Gordon Highlanders! A ghost. Ye're drunk.
(io to bed.” .

“No, Mas, I'm dead serious. We both saw it
1 mean Molly Gallin and myself.”

Jimmy's agitation caused MeceHinery to realise
that this was no half-drunken practi~al joking. Pro-
ducing glasses and a bottle, he poured out a stiff peg
and bade Jimmy drink it. He did. Appreciatively.

The whisky steadied Jimmy's nerves and enalled
him to pull himself together. So, with a shame-
faced grin, he began to explain.

““I woke up suddenly, hearing sereams. Sounded
pretty close, just outside the door. T hopped out
quickly and found Molly Gallin yelling like billyho.
Couldn’t get anything out of her at first, then she
said she had seen a ghost.  Sounds Christmassy,
doesn’t it? She must have had the devil of a
fright. Other folks turned wup and some of the
women carted Molly off to her room.  Presently
Mrs.—er—whatshername—Thorgan  came out and
said it was the ghost of a policeman. Could hardly
believe it, but I thought I'd let you know about it.
So I left them cackling and came along. Just
turned the end of the corridor when I saw some-
thing coming. I stopped, but IT didn’t.” Jimmy
grasped the manager's wrist fiercely and McHinery
realised the wrought-up state of his nerves by the
tenseness of his grip. ‘‘Mac, IT was a policeman

Digitized by Noglaham Foundation.
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and IT walked right through me. Lord, I was in
a funk. I made one dash for your door, and you
know the rest.”’

He began to feel a dull aching pain in his hand
and glanced down at it, then raised it to MecHinery's
gaze. ‘‘Look, T barked my knuckles on your door.”

McHinery thought a while, then sad, “Lel’s
prowl round a bit, if you are feeling better now L

“Good enough. T’ll be all right with you. Be-
sides, IT'm more prepared this time.”

They set off together on a tour of inspection and
finally arrived at Miss Gallin’s room. They were told
that Mrs. Thorgan had arranged to stay with her
through the night and that she was now quietened
though still very nervous and upset. After express-
ing his sympathy, the manager decided that nothing
would be lost by waiting for daylight for investiga-
tion and, after a ‘bracer’ in Jimmy's room, he return-
ed to his bed.

* * #*

In the morning when Miss Gallin put in a some-
what belated appearancé in the breakfast room, she
found herself surrounded by a host of excited enquir-
ers who showered questions upon her from all sides.
A Police Inspector was also waiting to hear details.

She explained that she had been somewhat
merry and excited during the dinner party on the
previous evening. After the party had broken up,
she had retired to her room but was unable to slecp.
owing to the state of excitement, coupled with the
heat. After tossing restlessly on her bed for some
time, she had remembered having heard that to hold
one’s wrists under running water was a good method
of getting cool, and she had gone to the bathroom
along the corridor for this purpose. On returning,
she had seen a policeman moving in her direction
down the corridor and was surprised at his presence
at such an hour. She had called out to him asking
what was the matter, but received no reply. She
had become nervous as the figure approached nearer
in absolute silence and was terrified when the figure
was on the point of colliding with her. But, to her
further horror, the figure had walked right through
her and she had felt nothing. She remembered that
she had screamed and believed she had fainted. On
being pressed for a description of the figure, she
vehemently asserted that it was a policeman in uni-
form and with a long white beard.

At this moment Jimmy excitedly chipped in.
“That’s right. He had a long white beard. T remember
the old johnny now. He’s the chap who used to be on
point duty at the corner of Turret TRoad. An old
chap with a patriarchal beard and with a wide grin.
A curious old bird. Used to swing his arms about
like a semaphore and I'm sure he hadn’t the faintest
idea what he was doing. And now I come to think
of it, T haven’t seen him for a long time. T suppose
he must be dead. But why his ghost should want
to haunt the G.—H. beats me hollow.”’

* - ¥

The police spent the next few days in trying to
discover the identity of the mysterious policeman,

Deaths for the Slave Island District, that Charlis
Singho had died at 1.50 a.m. on the twenty-fifth of
December, 1925. And Charlis Singho was P.G. 49,
known throughout the Police Force as the man with
the longest service and with the curious nickname of
“The Inspector.”

As soon as these facts were published, a member
of the staff of the “Ceylon Observer’ recollected
that his paper had announced the death of the con-
stable, and a search of the back number files brought
to light the following paragraph in the issue of the
“(‘eylon Observer” dated 27th December, 1925,

DEATH OF P. C. 49.

P.C.. 49, Charlis Singho, died at his home in
Slave Island on Christmas morning.

He will be remembered by many Ceylon
residents as the policeman with the long white
beard and cheerful grin,

He held the record for long service, having
served continuously for a period of 38 years.

Several years ago his fellow constables
bestowed upon him the nickname of “The Inspec-
tor,”” and he soon became a well known character
throughout the Forece. The reason for this nick-
name, we understand, was that he was always
anvxious to gain promotion and talked so much of
one day rising to the rank of Inspector, that the
title was given him in derision. Though ambi-
tious, his attainments were such that he never
was able to accomplish even the first step to-
wards his ambition, and he died still a constable.

L #* *

eAlthough the ghost had not been seen again since
its appearance on Christmas morning, the manage-
ment nevertheless realised that its visit had been a
stroke of bad luck for the hotel as many of the resi-
dents had departed to other quarters, and by the
middle of January the number of guests had dwindled
to less than half the normal.

A suggestion put forward by Jimmy and con-
veyed to the Directors by MeHinery was at first
ridiculed but finally adopted on the principle of “‘any
port in a storm.”

A friend in Calcutta in writing to Jimmy had
spoken enthusiastically of a spiritualist touring the
East delivering a series of lectures. Assisted by his
medium he had arranged some wonderful manifesta-
tions. He would leave Calcutta shortly and proceed
tn Rangoon.

Jimmy’s suggestion was that the spiritualist be
asked to come to Colombo and endeavour to get into
comrnunication with the spirvit of the dead constable
with a view to ‘‘laying the ghost,” and if possible to
obtain some explanation of its mysterious appearance.

A cable was despatched to Rangoon briefly set-
ting out the facts, to which the spiritualist replied
that the. case interested him deeply and he would
consent to the journey to Colombo on completing his
Jectures at Rangoon on condition that the Hotel Com-

and eventually found at the Office of the Registrar,of . pany.Agree to pay his expenses for the journey.
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~ About a month later, Professor Seethings, with
his medium, Madame Ida Knott, arrived in Colombo
from Rangoon.

In spite of every effort on the part of the
Directors of the hotel to maintain the strictest
secrecy in the matter, the news of the coming of the
spiritualist had leaked out and the hotel was conse-
quently besieged by a host of the credulous and
curious.

The majority of the deserters mow returned to
the hotel and took up their old quarters, so that the
mere presence of the spiritualist was a fine adver-
tisement and the Directors were more cheerful than
they had been for many weeks.

It was decided to hold the seance in private in
the large room on the first floor. but so many of the
influcntial people of Colombo had, on one pretext or
another, managed to obtain permission to be present,
that quite a large erowd had gathered by 9.30 p.m.,
the time fixed for the seance.

The spiritualist very naturally objected to the
presence of so many people, all of whom could not
possibly be in full sympathy, but he was eventually
persuaded to give way on the understanding that
absolute silence should be maintained. Nevertheless
several ladies of the audience found it impossible to
keep the promise they had given, as whisperings
from different parts of the room festified.

Communication with the spirit world was estab-
lished three times only to be broken off immediately
by excited ejaculations from some of those in
nttendance. After an hour and a half of fruitless
offort Profesosr Seethings announced that it was
utterly impossible to obtain results while such on
unsympathetic atmosphere pervaded the room and
(hat he would make no further attempt that evening.

Next morning Professor Seethings very bluntly
informed the management that there would be no
other seance unless they were prepared to guarantee
the strictest privacy. He pointed out that he was
receiving no fee nor did he desire one and as he was
giving his time solely mn the interests of the hotel he
considered his request was quite reasonable, with
which line of argument the management was forced to
agree. Having gained his point, the Professor stated
that he could quite understand how everyone would
be on tenterhooks to learn the reason for the visita-
tion, in the event of a successful seance, and he
was prepared to announce the results to any who
were interested.

The management therefore decided that the
large dining room on the ground floor should be
placed at the disposal of those sufficiently interested
to await results whilst the seance was being held
on the first floor.

Professor Seethings had requested the presence
of Miss Gallin and Mr. Taunton at the seance, on
the ground that both had seen the ghost and there-
fore, most certainly, would be “‘en rapport.”

As on the previous evening the seance was held
at 9.0 p.m.

Downslairs in the large dining room an afmos-
pherc of breathless excitement

gradually changed to one of restlessness as time passed
and the expected announcement had not been made.

Finally, however, at twenty-five minutes to
eleven Professor Seethings appeared and everyone
kinew that vhe seance had been successful, owing to
the pleased expression of his face.

He entered the dining room to the accompani-
ment of a subdued scuffling which subsided info
hushed expectancy as he began to speak.

“Ladies and Gentlemen, no doubt you have
already realised that the seance this evening has been
cuccessful. With the assistance of my medium,
\[adame I[da Knoty, T established communication
with the spirit which manifested its presence m this
hotel last Christmas morning.

As alveady surmised by the local Press, the
chost was that of one Charlis Singho who had served
for many years as a member of the Police Force in
this Colony.

I was able to obtain verification of the over-
whelming ambition of this constable whose desire to
berome an Inspector in the Force had resulted in
his being derisively dubbed *"The Inspector,””  and
it was this unfulfilled desire that held his spirit earth-
bound, nor could it be released from its earthly tie
so long as that desire remained.

Generally, such desire is prompted by sentiment,
as in the case of a spirit which returns to earth to
watech over and guard a dear relative or friend;
or in the case of a murderer, whose spirit is anxious
to make recompense for the evil deed. But in the
present case tne desire was of a less worthy nature,
merely one of personal betterment, promotion. Yet
it had become in this man's later years the sole object
of hit life, an obsession, taking possession of his mind
to the exclusion of all else and having so strong a hold
on his mentality that death could not allay. That
ambition, that consuming desire, has now been satis-
fied and the opportunity has been given to me to-night
to make known the method of its attainment, a
mothod which T can only deseribe as the acme of sub-
tlety. The appearance of the ghost was the proof of
the fulfilment of that desire and Miss Gallin and Mr
Taunton are living witnesses of that proof.”

The audience had hung on the Professor’s words
with bated breath and the upturned faces were one in
their expression of tense expectancy which instantly
changed to alarmed amazement as the Professor burst
into uncontrollable laughter with an underlying note
of hysteria.

The audience zettled into their seats again as the
Professor recovered his composure and continued to
spoak,

“Ladies and Gentlemen, your looks of blank
astonishment caused my laughter, for I know that not
one of you has comprehended. Again T tell you thag
the ghost’s appearance was the proof of fulfilment,
and by a method childishly simple yet of Machiavel-
lian cunning.

An hotel is an inn; a ghost is a speetre; and
P.C. 49 is at last an INN-SPECTRE.

prevagieded whiedblaham Foundation., * ®
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Sublime Veﬁses on a Sublimer cgubjecf

OR

NEOISES OF CEYILON

By CeciL E. L. ROLFE.
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F Ceylon is an island of spices
"Tis an island of noises as well ;
And often we send those who make ‘em
To the depths of the nethermost hell.

First of all comes the crow with his cawing,
(And he has a great deal to say),

You will hear him first thing in the morning,
And at many odd hours in the day.

His appearance is nothing to boast of,

His voice makes your throat feel quite sore;
If only he'd dry up a little,

You feel that you might love him more.

1f the hens do their duty as hens should,
They make such a hullabaloo,

You would think they had laid ninety-nine eggs,
Instead of well, just one or two.

There's a bird that consorts with the devil.
Or at least has a devilish voice,

Which it raises up higher and higher,
Whenever it tries to rejoice.

There’s another that has snobbish instinets,
And incessantly asks ‘“Who are you?”’

And I doubt, if this bird should e’er meet you,
If he’d deign to say “How d’ you do? "’

The dogs must be all Hydra-headed,
For T cannot believe that one head,
Could Leep up such perpetual barking,
When you're trying to rest on your bed.

The pussies like ten thousand demons,

Can give you the jim-jams at night,

And the noise that they raise 'neath your windows,
Can scarcely be termed a delight.

The boys of a school that is near me,
All make such a terrible row,

That you swiftly consign them to regions,
I"ar hotter than those they tread now.

The motor-bikes down on the Galle Face,
Or anywhere else T might say,

Let off such terrific explosions,

You think they would burst on the way.

The tom-toms are beaten with gusto,
Especially when folks have gone west,
And the Spirits of those who've departed,
No doubt feel quite cheered if not blest.

There’s a band that makes very strange noises,
(There really is no other word)

The instruments all have lumbago,

To judge from the sounds I have heard.

There are trees of most flamboyant colours,
And flowers of quite a loud shade,

And sunsets beside which the glories,

Of Solomon surely would fade.

All these you might call “‘silent noises,’”
And “loudest’ of these, I should say,
Are one or two ‘‘screaming’’ concoctions,
That folks in their dresses display.

The insects all join in the chorus, k.
The frogs add their croakings as well,

But the cricket has so many “‘innings,”

Their number T never could tell.

1f any choice sound I’ve omitted,

Dear reader, please add them to mine,
And they ought to make up a sum total,
That no one could say was not fine.

@mm——@v & 1
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Demonology plays such an important part in the
lives of Fastern races, and in every religion, including
Christianity, that it is of interest to attempt a little
sketch of its influence in Ceylon.

The earliest History of the Island begins with
Demonology, or ‘“Yakkas™ (devils) and with “*Nagas
(snakes), who were supposed to be its inhabitants on
the arrival of Vijaya, about the year 543 B.C., and
yet it is an interesting fact that every form of super-
stition existing in the Island

Demonology in Ceylon

By MRrs. H. H. DULLING.

Hellg are “‘Concealed under the abyss of the earth,
and are under hellish water, and there the winds blow
stronger even than a hurricane can do upon the earth,”
We are told that the enclosure of these places of woe
are ‘‘square, and made of iron, the walls being 36
miles thick, and the ground and roof of the
thickness.”’

same

There are many Classes of Demons, and six in
particular, comprising the following:—

to-day can be traced to the

1. Infernal demons in

religions of India.  This,
however, is accounted for by
the invasions of the Tamils,
who not only converted the
inhabitants to Hinduism,
and Brahmanism, but caused
them to absorb their beliefs
and superstitions, in addition
to their own.

Lesser gods, planetary in-
fluences, and supernatural
agencies were the natural
beliefs of an early civilisation
which knew no other
religion, and embraced any-
thing that it could not com-
prehend as being something
to adore or to appease. We
can therefore picture the
ancient inhabitants of
Ceylon, with their fear of
demons, camouflaging them-
selves as devils on the
approach of Vijaya, in their
desire to repress him and
his imvaders, and thereby
earning the reputation of
being a population of
“Yakkas,” as their history
states, though the general
theory is that they received
the name in contempt, for

e

—_—

worshipping devils and Kﬂg; ogmara
gnakes.
Buddha is supposed to

—_—
The Llack Demon.

torment.

2. Demons alsoin punish-
ment, who die, aud are born
again.

2. The demons who
follow the chief of the devils.

4. D mons of the hells.
5. The divine..... and
magic giants.

6. The ordinary devils of
the Island.

In addition there are de-
mons of sickness, lust, blood,
graveyards, fatal-diseases,
serpents, rivers. passions,
cattle, divining, cruelty, each
of which has his special
duties to perform, and his
particular sphere of action.

Amongst the foreign de-
mons of the islands there
was a devil known as the
* Moratuwa Yakka.” This
demon is supposed to have
come to the island fro u the
Malabar coast, and selected
his abode in a tree at Mora-
tuwa, where he began his
power by inflicting so much
sickness on the inhabitants
that it was said that the
whole distriet was filled with
mourning  throughout the

-

have visited the Island on

three occasions before his religion was finally estab-
lished, but even with this enlightenment, there has
been a form of dual religion throughout the ages—the
adoration of Buddha, and the appeasing of Demons,
though the latter takes a very secondary place in the
fervency of the worship of the true believer.

Buddhism, like other religions, acknowledges the
existence of devils, and believes in eight Hells. These

=

L

year. All attempts to exor=
' _ cise him were unsuccessful,
until, at last a very wise Magician, expert in the arts
of Necromancy was able to persuade to ra-
move himself and his activities elsewhere. Peace and
health were once more restored to the aftlicted dis-
trict, and the Magician was well rewarded for his abi-
lity.

him

_ Amongst the better class demonsg is the “‘Calu
Yagka,”” or the black devil, so named on account of nis



dark colour, and with whom all women fell in love
when he was in a state of materialisation. During a
visit. to the country of a race of Amazons, he was so
much admired by the women that hundreds of them
seized him at once, to claim as her own, but he was so
roughly handled that he was torn to pieces in their
grasp. His spirit assumed the form of a Demon, and
he spends his days in avenging his wrengs upon the
female sex, and upon their children.

The most respectable Demon on the list, and the
most inoffensive is the “*Calu Cumara Dewatawa,’’ or
the Black Prince, who has appeared in many appari-
tions on earth, and has always been tormented oy
passions of love. Young and fair women are the objects
of his desire, and his attacks, and during one of hig
materialisations, he fell deeply in love with a beautiful
maiden, but his passions evidently so consumed him
that his powers of the supernatural became exhausted,
and he was unable to materialise himself again. This
so broke his spirit, that he died of a broken heart,
and became a Demon. He is always depicted as being
of a dark blue colour, and wearing black garments.

“Demons, ' we learn, ** as their name implies, are
the spirits of deceased men or women, born as demons
in consequence of some demerit when living as human
beings or of some feeling of animosity or hatred, whlc-lll
was uppermost in their thoughts at the moment of
death.’” As a rule their skins are of a black colour, and
they have large protruding eyes, hanging lips, and long
teeth—of which those called the canines, in some de-
mons project out of the mouth, curved like a pair of
sickles. “‘They sometimes wear about their persons
venemous serpents, especially cobras. They are ‘n-
visible to men, but have the power of making them-
selves visible.”

Demons are not credited with birth, but are gup-
posed to spring into existence from the shoulder or arm
of a female Demon, though Demons may marry if so
inelined. There are occasions, however, when a Demon
enters the body of a woman, and she gives birth to a
monster which dies, and renews its life as a Demon,
but why a poor woman should be so afflicted is a mys-
tery only understood by the Demon himself, and 1s
probably due to spite and venom.

Mudaliyar Silva Gooneratne speaks cf a woman in
1865 giving birth to a so-called Demon in his time.
*“A poor woman'’, he says, “‘of our native village gave
birth to a child about 23 or 24 years ago. The infant,
which was a male, had all itc teeth as well developed
gs a child of 5 or 6 years of age. Its head, too, was
covered with hair about an inch long, its face was un-
usually long, and its mouth broader than usual in
children of that age. The appearance of the child was
not prepossessing, and all thought that £ was a Demon.
An hour or two after its birth the grandfather dashed
its brains out with a stick. Another child was also
sacrificed to this same superstition about 25 years ago,
in a village near Barberyn. In this case, the c¢hild was
nailed to the stem of a coconut tree and so left to die,
the best punishment, as they thought, for a Demon.
who had had the impudence to be born of a human
mother.”’

There have been many monstrosities born since
those days, however, but a human law prevents such
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innocents whose malformity creates such disturbance
of mind. No grandfather ‘‘dashes their brains out with
a stick”—and it is more than likely that, in his new
condition of enlightenment, he attempts to keep the
babe alive as long as possible for the commercial value
it would have in a private peep-show. It was very re-
cently that the newspapers gave a description of a
monstrosity born near Anuradhapura, similar to that
described by the Mudaliyar, and which died shortly
after its birth. As far as I can remember, it was said
to have had a boar's head, tusks and all. and two o*
three eyes, and other extravagancies, but no photo-
graphs were sent in support of the story. It can bhe
sald that Demons do not leave it to human beings alone
to give birth to horrors, for the unoffending beasts of
the field sometimes produce Demon-like offspring, and
an egg may hateh a freak.

Devils ean materialise themselves to the detriment
of the beholder, and Gooneratne states a case where he
and some friends were on {hie sea-shore until late one
night, and when passing a haunted tree in the dark-
ness one of his companions gave an unearthly shrick
and fell unconscious. When the man recovered con-
sciousness. and was questioned, he declared that he had
seen the hideous face of a Demon, and once more re-
lapsed into a serious state of iliness, and with evidently
a slight attack of brain fever.

During the reign of the last King of Kandy, young
and beautiful virgins are said to have been annually
sacrificed as brides to the ‘“‘Yakka Bahiwara” on the
hill, so named after the Demon. The ceremony toolk
place at night, with great pomp, and it was only after
the British took possession of Kandy, that the cere-
monies ceased, or the Demon was supposed to have
disappeared. It appears that the Queen was unable to
give birth to children, being disappointed before every
occasion, and upon consulting the Soothsayers, Astro-
logers, and Magicians, it was discovered that she was
under the influence of this particular Demon, who
caused her babes to die a few months after pregnancy,
and who would only remove his influence if a young
virgin was sacrificed to him every year, on the summit
of the Bahiwara hill.

Before the date of the ceremony, the country was
scoured for the most beautiful maidens, who were as-
sembled before the King for selection. The elected
girl was bathed in scented waters, and arrayed 'n
magnificent bridal attire, and was attended by the
other beautitul girls, as maids, when the appointed
hour arrived. Conveyed in a gaily decorated palan-
quin, and accompanied by the King and Queen, and
the Royal Court, with an elaborate Perahera and flam-
ing torches, she was conveyed to the summit of the
hill, where the priests removed her from her palan-
quin in a condition of semi-coma, and carried her to
the altar. Here she was tied to a stake. with strong
bands of creepers, and the “mantras’, invocations,
and chanting, to the accompaniment of tom-toms,
made an impressive ceremony. The Magicians called
upon the Demon to accept her, to drink her blood, and
fo eat her bones, and after thoroughly alarming her
with the rites, in which all manner of “Yakka’’ taming
—or appeasing—ingredients were used, the unhappy
maiden was left alone in the dark, terrified and ill, and
haunted by superstition. As a rule the girl died from
fright and exposure during the night, but some had

drastic punishments being metéd out to the RS lt%;ﬁ/bk?oolah . lingering death, and on one of the last occasions the

ized
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maiden was rescued by a Minister of the King, who
had fallen in love with her, and who unbound her when
the procession disappeared, and carried her secretly to
hig house, where he married her. In 1865 she was
spoken of as being an old woman, still living in Kandy.

All cases of sickness are attributed to the influence
of Demons, and Devil dancers are called upon to ex-
orcise them. These men chant “mantras’ all night,
to the accompaniment of tom-toms, in their effort to
discover the particular Demon in possession of the in-
valid's body. On occasions, the patient jumps up =n
a frenzy of delirium, and supplies the name, which
simplifics matters, but if he is too ill to speak, or to
move, the magician must solve the problem himself.
As some devils are supposed tc desire the blood of their
vietims, a fowl is genearlly killed, and a few drops
oiven to the Devil via the mouth of the patient. The
Devil doctor’s remedies are simple in nature, consist-
ing chiefly of garlic, saffron, and other harmless anti
dotes to say mothing of the ubiquitous ginger—a
favourite panacea for all ills.

Demons are not content with taking possession of
the bodies of the long-suffering inhabitants of the Ts-
land, and stoop to such mean and cowardly actions as
those of trying to alarm travellers at night by throw-
ing sand and stones at them, or by making crashing
noises in the bushes to make them imagine a wild
beast is after them. Sometimes Demons may materia-
lise at dusk, and appear in the form of a beautiful
young man or woman, as a cobra, a hoy, a hen, a
virgin, a glow worm, a peacock, a coconut beetle, an
old man or woman: a boar. a hornet, a rock bee, «
Telegu man,a lion, a mad elephant, a dog, a young
woman with a babe in her arms, or as Lightning, or
as a firebrand, and when one ponders over the list, 1t
seems possible that some of us have seen some of
these apparitions, quite unaware of their diabolical
portent!

Some people are so alarmed by superstitious fears
that they drop senseless when something uncanny has
happened, and have been carried home in a hopeless
cataleptic state, and some die without recovering con-
sciousness. Mr. Frederick Lewis gives an instance of
a case. with which he came in contact, in his interest-
ing book ‘‘Sixty years in Ceylon™, and I, too, have
heard of a girl suddenly crying out whilst picking fire-
wood from a fence, and falling into an unconscious
condition. The Devil dancers were unable to exorcise
the ‘demon for a couple of days, and, finally, when the
oirl recovered, she could in no way account for her
alarm, beyond stating that it must have been due to
a Devil.

In every casc of Demon ceremony, charms and
spells are used, invoeations are muttered, and offerings
presented. According to an authority, almost every
charm begins with the words ““Ohng Hreeng which
i« a Sanskrit invocation to the Hindoo Trinity, Brah-
ma, Vishnu. and Siva, but. as the magicians mumble
their words inaudibly, and repeat many ‘‘mantras’ in
succession, it is possible that those who do not under-
sfand them, consider them a form of invocation full of
magical properties. The words are added to Sinha.
lese charms, after which follow words of adoration of
the Buddha.

Tt is said that there are about 240,000 ditferent

are so dangerous fo prepare that magicians have died
whilst making them, or have become raving lunaties.
Tt is therefore unwise of the uninitiated to attempt to
make a charm, and only those who have studied under
Magicians for a year or longer can make the venture,
and then only with very great caution and ceremony.
Should fhe shadow of a Demon fall upon the charm n
preparation it has no efficacy, and it is therefore tha
business of the magicians to thwart the Demons, and
that of the Demons to prevent his object being attain-
ed, and to render the charm innocuous. Most Charms
require ceremony after their preparation as well, bay
one of the simplest and most favoured charms is the
“‘Araksa nool”’, which is a charmed thread, dipped ‘n
saffron water and resin, tied in knots for every incan-
tation, and tied upon the arm, the wrist, or the neck
of the wearer.

Charms are made for happiness, for love, for good
fortune, and for evil of all kinds, including the graduul
wasting away on an enemy. The latter charm takes
many forms, but the favourite is made in the shape
of a figure in wax, or in wood, with the enemy’s name
written thereon. After being stuck with pins in the
vital parts of the body, the charm is concealed in the
roof of the vietim’s house, and he will become insane,
or waste away, until the image is found, removed,
and thrown into a stream.

The ™Pilli’’ is the most dreaded of all charms, and
according to Dr. Perthold, is the Sinhalese “killing
charm’". In the preparation of one particular charm
of this type, called the “‘Cumara Pilli"”’, and about the
third on the list of about 18 or 20 ““Pilli charms’’, the
corpse of a male infant, and the firstborn of its
mother, is essential. This is first submitted to a sort
of embalming process, and then, having been dried
by the heat of a fire made with sandal and ““pas pen-
giri'e wood, is locked up in a box made of **Cohomba
or Banyan wood and placed in some spot unfrequented
by women. At the Jeewama, two knives are placed
in the right and left hands, and the charm is then pro-
nounced over it, during the three yamas of a Sunday,
on a grave not more than three days old.......... ‘When
the charm is perfected, the mummy becomes anima-
ted and stands up. Then certain other charms being

. pronounced over it. the name of the intended

vietim written on an ola is tied around its neck or
wrist, and then flies through the air like lightning to
the man who is to be destroyved.”

Once the ““Pilli"" charm has taken effect,
no charms, or Demons, or ceremonies of any descrip-
tion can help the vietim. His doom is sealed, and he
dies a sudden death—by murder, by accident, by a
snake bite, by a wild animal, or by some other imme-
diate agency.

So much are charms dreaded, that, on occasions,
alarmed victims have appealed to the Court for pro-
tection against the evil intentions of an enemy. 1
have frequently come in contact with various charms,
and, though amusing to a Christian, there is nothing
put serious disaster in them for those of other reli-
gions. The villager leaves the unbeliever with scorn
in his heart, and laughs at your ignorance, and *‘at
the same time pitying you for being a Christian, for
he is sure that the moment you leave this world, you
will go to the worst of hells, the “‘Lokanantarika Nara-

charms and spells belonging te Necromangyasndnany/aham kagadation.
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In conclusion, and as an instance of my belief
in the efficacy of charms, I offer readers a simple
charm for curing a headache: —

Take a little oil, and stir it incessantly with a piece
of iron, and pronounce the following charm, “Oh Brah-
ma, Vishnu, and Sival T make my adoration to youl
When Ginires dewati (the she Demon of fire) who re-
sides in Ginires Coville (the Tvmp]e of Fire) in the
country of Geniris Daysa (the Land of I'ire) complain-
ed to Mangra Dewiyo of the fire which was burning
her head, he (the Mangra Dewivo) sent for milk irmn
the breasts of the Seven Mothers of Milk, and with it
put out the fire which was burning in her head: for
which he had received Wurrun from sixty-four per-
sons. By the power he exercised that day T do this d: ay
command that the headache, which troubles this per-
son do quit him instantly—do flee, flee this moment.

(I have taken my notes from Knox. Dr. Pert-
hold’s Essay, ‘“Journal of the Anthropologi-
cal Institute, Vol. 88, 1908."" “Notes on
Sinhalese Magic’ by N. L. Hildburgh, and
also from ‘' Upham’s Buddhism'’, which in-
cludes the illustrations).

A CAR for yor LEAVE ?

Those going home on 'eave next year
will be thinking now about the car
they intend purchasing, You cannot
du better than get your car fiom
Leave Cars Ltd, a company de-
voted cntirely to the sale of cars to
people from abroad,

Any make of cars new or second-
hand, supplied with a written guar-
antee to repurchase, at a liberal

pre-arranged price, when your leave
expires,

Wiite your requirements and we
will have a ear ready fur vou on
vour arrival.

Extended payments arra ged to suit
your convenience. Free garaging.
Uirs packed and exported to all
ports  Write for our Looklet,

LeaveCars-

LEAVE CARS LTD.,,

Under the distinguished patronage of Fiold-Mayshall Siy Wi, Birdwood,
Bart, G.C.B., &e., Commandar-in-Chieof In india.

7, UPPER ST., MARTIN’'S LANE, LONDON, W.C, 2
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i Hca!th increase

= rapidly from  the §
== moment Sanatogen
i 1s started.

=1 began to pick up”

A grateful
Sanatogen
user writes:

“This is just the story of the exterience
—s0 far as Sanatogen 1s concerned—
of a wvery ordinary, prosaic, matter-of-
fact man, who happens to work rather
more with his head than with his fingers.

“I was beginning to get flubby, mentally,
to hate the very thought of work, when
I struck Sanatogen. Either Sanatogen

or Prcvidence—or perhaps in common
gratitude one should say Sanatogen and
Providence—has or have put me right
agam. For the first weck I perceived no
difference but from the end of the second

% week™ I began to pu:h up. Since then I

have built rapidly.”

This is far from being an isolated case.
Hundreds of thousands of people take
Sanatogen and benefit by it—thousands of
physicians daily prescribe it because they
know from experience how quickly Sanatogen
helps to recover lost strength and how very
effectively it works in combating nervous
debility by building-up new health.

In fact—Sanatogen must help you. It may

not be as soon as the second week that you
begin to pick up, but the goal, splendid health,

is nearer than you may think.

NATOGEN

The True Tonic-Food
At all Chemists and Stores.

Foundanon
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WO MAN.

WONDERFUL _;
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HERE was once a king, whose only child,
a lovely daughter, was

the solace of his

declining  years. No extravagance was

too great to be lavished upon her, yet, n
her twenty-first year she was struck suddenly

dumb, to the intense grief, not only ot the king, but
also of all his subjects, whose affection was captured
by the princess’ charm and kindness. In despair the
king oftered his daughter in marriage to anyone who
could cure her of this dire affliction. The morning
after the proclamation of this offer the gates of the
palace were besieged by a dense throng of eager as-
pirants for the task and its reward, whose conduet be-
came so unruly that matters looked very serious until
the king ingeniously added that anyone who failed to
make the princess speak, after undertaking her cure,
would be forthwith beheaded. It was fortunate that
the state executioner was already magried, or the
additional edict might have been bereft of its executive
power. On hearing this final clause the crowd rapidly
melted away until, to the king's dismay, not a single
dauntless suitor was left. The penalty of failure
geemed to be fixed at too severe a standard, but after
a day or two, such is the power of a beautiful woman’s
attraction, twe learned physicians presented them-
selves, confident that they would succeed in making
the lady speak. Both lost their heads. During the
interval of a year there were two more casualities;
then, although the face and figure of the princess grew
even more lovely in her misfortune, there was a com-
plete slump in magicians and astrologers willing ‘o
risk their lives.

At last a courageous prince from a neighbouring
kingdom, where, after diligent and careful experiment,
he could find no woman sufficiently atfractive to su:t
him, decided te risk the attempt. With only one de-
voted attendant, he presented himself at the palace
of the afflicted princess, where he immediately gained
admisgion. The prince began his campaign by relat-
ing to the princess the marvellous and fearsonae pdyens

tures that had befallen him upon the journey that he
had just accomplished, but even his most pathetic ex-
periences drew no sympathetic word. However, his
declaration that he would endure again ten times the
hardships that he had braved in order to remain in her
presence, was rewarded by a slight gladdening of ths
lady's eye. No doubt the prince set about the job in
the right way, although one or two of his more start-
ling anecdotes were intlined to strain the bounds cf
prob®bility.

He was quite prepared fo marry her, dumb as
she was, in fact he would have preferred it that way,
but the old king would not hear of this, and told him
to got on with the eure, or the executioner would have
to be called. With another weck to save his neck the
prince, in the intervalg of very successiul courtship, did
<ome solid thinking. By constant association with her,
the prince had, besides falling in love with the princess,
come to know her very well, and realised that like
most ladies she would enjoy intervening i an argument
with a crushing dictum that would squash both the
contending parties flat. So he arranged with his attend.
ant to hold in her presence a discussion of which the
futility was so patent that not even superhuman
agency would prevent any pice woman from cutting
in. The next day the attendant remained in the room
at the beginning of his master’s audience with the
princess.

“Tairest Lady in all the earth, T repeat again—
I love you'', began the prince, (he knew how to knock
them), “‘but before your adorable beauty mixes up
evervthing in my head, T will tell you a story con-
taining a problem that T cannot solve, although pro-
bably your pellucid brain will perceive the solution in
a moment.”’ He then went on hurriedly to the main
theme, without allowing himself to be distracted from
the matter i hand by the way she was looking at him ;
although her tongue wouldn't work, her eyes made
up for the deficiency. ‘‘Four travellers—a Carpenter,




a Painter, a Cloth Merchant and a Jeweller—were rest-
ing together in an ambalam, when the Carpenter, sec-
ing a good log of wood on the floor, set to work and
Ldnu’l it into a woman's figure, so beautiful
thelL is only one form \\Uuhl ever excel it in perfect-
ion.”” The princess blushed rosily with pleasure ;
there was no mistaking the fact that the handsome
young prince had improved her health no end.

“Then the painter,”” continued the prince, “pain'-
ed the figure so artistically, and in such detail, that
they all were overcome with embarrassment and the
cloth merchant hastily
clothed it in his most
expensive materials,
Not to be outdone, the
jeweller decked it with
his finest gems, when,
to their astonishment,
the fignre came to life
and stood before them, '.|
the most delicious mor-
sel, except the one for
which my head rests
insecurely on my
shoulders, that it is
possible to conceive.”

|
‘ |

l\|.

By this time, what
with love and pleasure,
and shyness about what
the painter did, the
princess was so tract-
able that the prince
¢ould do anything with
her, except make her
talk, but he persevered
stoutly with his plan,

“Then” he went
on “a fierce argument
arose concerning to
whom the wonderful
woman should belong.

‘Well! T made her’
said the carpenter, ‘ so
I ought to have her.’

‘Yes! But she
wasn't very inspiring
till I vpainted her,’
repmed the painter,

‘then I made her look
so life-like that she
had to be dressed. It
is I have the best claim,
therefore, now that she
is alive 2’

‘You were all so shy
though, that if T hadn’t

been here with the
clothes you would have gone away and left her still

a lump of wood’, argued the cloth mt,lch.tni ‘T saved
her trom that, so ::he is clearly mine’.

3k

“What's the use of a woman without jewels?
shouted the jeweller, ‘why it was my act in puttmrr
the ]ewcls on her that brought her to life ; she’s mine’.

“Now you are a man of some wit"’, said the prince
to his attendant, who was ready for this cue; “to whom
do you say that the woman should have belonged .

that

\“;

s
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By this time the princess’ lips were working
feyerishly and she was signalling for a pencil and paper
(5 be brought to her, but the prince prefended not to
notice. The attendant proceeded to argue that the
woman belonged first 1o one and then to r“l[]‘hi_l of the
four travellers, but each suggestion the prince coun-
tered with some trite or unanswerable argument.

The princess was now standing up in her distress
at being unable to bring ouf the obvious solution which
would erumple up both of them, but, as the argument
continued, both master and attendant simulated an-

noyance with each other,
until they appeared to
| ] have forgotten all about
| ‘ I | ||‘| the princess, who was
i nearly choking herselr
“ in her efforts to speak.
The two controversial-
ists began to abuse one
another more and more
excitedly, and still their
charming audience
could not vent her
opinion, until the prince
began to be afraid that
his worst fears would
be realized, and that
the contention would
reach its climax without
breaking the spell that
bound his Lady Love's
tongue.

“You haven't the
sense of a crocodile”’
cshouted the prince,

‘ And it would appear
as if your Highness
was braying like an
ass” replied the attend-
ant, who was rather
enjoying his liberty of
speech.

THE PRINCE SEIZED THE PRINCESS IN HIS ARMS AND KISSED HER,

(v

b ' “You are both of
you fools,” suddenly
cried the princess, ‘“the
woman belonged to the
owner of the log she
was made from, of
course, anyone but an
idiot would have seen
that at once.”

Although this was
exactly what they had
been working for, their
argument was so com-
pletely shattered by the
clavity of the correct

conclusion, uttered
in such a startling feminine outburst, that the prince

and his attendant stood for a moment, dumbfounded
by their success, as if they deserved the epithets the
princess had bestowed upon them. Then, as realiza-
tion dawned. incoherent with joy and forgetful of h's
equally delighted attendant, the prince seized the
princess in his arms and kissed her pd‘wbIOHdLLl\ in all
the usual places, asking her again and again a very
old question, which she answered in the affirmative,
with maidenly coyness, but no vocal impediment.
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Having sought out the king, the princess, in a
B i ae aalred i Rerriaat - arrv her Bene- AQIE ™ G N
clear voice, asked his permission to marry hu‘ bene ASK TO SEE
factor, in accordance with the proclamation. The old
man, overcome with joy, willingly consented and they

were married at once amid scenes of the wildest re- CHILPRUFE SGCKS

]mc-mg.

The princess was a delightful wife who always
had some fresh ,l___'.‘llilt_‘.‘ even 1 her old age, to charm
her Royal Master, while the prince proved to ve
one of those rare husbands who are bhoth faithful and
devoted, yet never monotonous. His wife, to whom
he afterwards explained the simple scheme by which
he had eured her dumbness, sometimes wondered
where he acquired his profound knowledge of women.
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6r CHILDREN
LADIES « MEN

growths,

Quantities of 4 lbs. and upwards

promptly supplied and sent

carriage paid to any address
in the United Kingdom-.

One examination, one trial of Chilprufe will suffice to convince
you of its special fitness in preserving your children’s health in
the severest or most changeable weather. Its =off, pearl-white,
Pure Wool fabric, so supple
and finely knitted, is an effec-
tive guard against insidions
chills, yet never brings irri-
tation to the youngest skin.
Each garment—infant’s
boy's or girl’'s, is hygieni-
cally modelled.

CHILPRUFE
for LADIES

Price List on application to —
HINDS, MEGGINSON & Co.,
(C. G. Megginson, late of Colombo)
TEA MERCHANTS AND IMPORTERS,
51, The Mall, Ealing, ~LONDON, W. 5, |

health-safety in all weathers and oc-

cupations. Modelled to harmonise with

all the season’s best gowning. Unrspoiled

by regular use, yet the slightest detail
in the flnest taste.

T ——

OUR LONDON OFFICE MANAGER CHILPRUFE JERSEY
SUITS FOR BOYS AND
DRESSES AND

KNICKERS FOR GIRLS

Attractive in shape and

will gladly furnish information to those

desirons of visiting

CEYLON,

Phone: CITY, 7340. colonur.

Write or Call

Send for particulars fo:

CARGILLS LIMITED,
COLOMBO. ALSO KANDY AND NUWARA ELIYA.
THE CHILPRUFE MANFG. Co., (John A. Bolton, M.T. A,

Proprietor), LEICESTER, ENGLAND.
Shipping Office: 79881, FORE STREET, LONDON

L Fe—— —

@enlon "Obserber

180, FLEET STREET, E.C. 4
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} Combining grace of design, exquisite
Telephone : Ealing 0269. hn of texture and absolute
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Culinary Curiosities

)
.

OOD! Lives there a man or woman with soul so

dead whose eye does not glitter a¢ the thought

of good food? T am convineed that the popula-
rity of Dickens is partly due to the excellent descrip-
tion he gives of succulent meals. The supper ordered
for herself by Mrs. Gamp, when engaged in nursing a
patient at the Bull Inn, Holborn, always makes me
feel a little hungry.

“I think, young woman' said Mrs, Gamp to the
chamber-maid in a tone expressive of weakness *“that
L could pick a little bit of pickled salmon, with a
nice little sprig of fennel, and a sprinkling of white
pepper. 1 takes new bread, my dear, with jest a
little pat of fresh butter and a mossel of cheese. In
case there’s such a thing as a cowcumber in the ‘ouso
will you be so kind as to bring it, for I'm rather
partial to 'em and they does a world of good in a
sick room. Tf they draws the Brighton Tipper here
I takes that ale at night, my love, it being considered
wakeful by the Doctors. And, whatever you do
young woman, don’t bring more than a shilling's-
worth of gin and warm waters when T rings.the bell a
second time, for that is my allowance and I never
takes a drop beyond!”

3

Then there’s the picnic basket provided by Mrs.
Lupin for Tom Pinch, when he rolled away on the
coach to seek s fortune in London, as you will
remember. ““A cold roast fowl, a packet of ham in
slices, a crusty loaf, a piece of cheese. a paper  of
biscuits, half a dozen apples, some butter, a screw
of salt and a bottle of old sherry.”  Sometimes, when
the cook has failed more signally than usual, T can
hardly bear to read this passage!

Love of good food binds all men
have seen a dull, flat dinner party, composed of dull
flat people, and dull flat food, galvanized into an
eager chattering crowd when some genius has asked
the magical question: “If we were dining in Town
to-night, what would you choose?’

together. T

I recommend this

particular question to any
hostess who, having desperately tried the latest
scandal, run through the details of her last opera-

tion, and talked hens, dhobies. and babies, finds her
hearers (now in a state of coma) flagging more and
more. Try it at your own table. Instantly you will
see the tired face of the man next to you brighten
up.  Incidentally you will find many amusing
characteristics developing, There is the man who
plumps for Roast Beef every time. ““Good old Roast
Beef and lashings of Yorkshire Pudding and horse
radish sauce.” He asks no more, “You can't get
it in Ceylon! is his pathetic cry. He is right, you
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By P. M. W.
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Nor can you get Yorkshire Pudding fit to
cat; the average Appu having a fancy for saving
trouble by putting in baking powder mnstead of beat-
ing the stuff, one reluctantly eats sodden sponge: cake
insteacd.

You hear amid a strife of tongues magic words
like ““Simpson’s,”" (this is the Roast Beef-cum-saddle-
of-mutton Man) ““Pall-Mall,”” ““Toni’s” “Kettner's.’’
From others “Chez Henri,” “Paillard’s,” “‘Drou-
ant.””  These are the fortunate few who know their
Paris, and can air their French accent at the same
time as their knowledge of famous restaurants. Then
the conversation will turn to wine and drinks in
géneral, and by the time the ice is reached the dining
table is gay with talk and laughter. Your Ceylon
attempt at food has gone down well for

" Each on honey-dew has fed,
And drunk the Milk of Paradise.’

Each has dined on the Sole Meuniere, the Roast

Beef, the bit-of-salmon-and-a-pheasant of his faney,
while, instead of vour inferior whisky, he has rolled
upon his tongue the Chambertin, Montrachet,

Barsae, Champagne, Beer, or Cider he loves best,
and everyone is happy merely because of that little
cunning question,

One assumes that each has spoken the truth.
Some there are who talk of champagne and pheasant
when in truth they really prefer the homelier dishes.
What is better for lunch on a cold day than liver and
bacon, with rich brown gravy and chip potatoes? or
a calt’s head with sauce vinaigrette? or the hot brown
bursting sausage on its snowy bed of mashed potato,
with a little apple sauce, washed down with a draught
of iced lager? There are many people who love these
unpretentious dishes, and yet would fain hide thejr

love because of the scorn of their friends. Such
culinary snobbishness is  deplorable, I say snob-

bishness advisedly for T have seen sorry samples of
it recently. TIn the course of a discussion on simple
foods the other day T happened to mention that T
liked tripe, and was amazed and amused to see
the looks of loathing, disgust and horror depicted on
the hitherto kindly and virtuous faces of those around
me. If T had admitted to having murdered my
mother, or robbed a Bank of a large sum, or having
set fire to the Deaf and Blind School, it would un-
doubtedly have shocked and upset them, but not
within worlds of the shock caused them by this simple
unabashed admission of mine. Pure snobbishness!
for half of them admitted “‘the sight of it was enough
for them.”” Sight of it? Why? Trimmed with car-
rots, onions, and masked with a thick brown gravy or
a snowy sauce it looks, and is, food for a king.
Foundation.
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E. V. Lucas in discussing this particular food
(and praising it passionately) says “‘And now we
come to the word of dread; the word you have been
fearing ; the word which leads to the most deplor-
able exhibitions of affectation of ignorance: Tripe ...
... 18t those who are wise edt it and be thankful for
a preparation at once so nourishing and so delectable.
A restaurant that always kept tripe seethed in milk,
with its proper companions, and let the world know
it, would prosper.”

How right he is! T contend that if this culinary
snobbishness with regard to fripe could be overcome
there would be more happiness in Colombo this day.

1 am proving my words. T have founded a Tripe

and three Associate members. (consisting of the dog,
the cat, and the kitten ; the latter’s views on the ques-
tion are particularly sound). The membership is in-
creasing daily, The Club meets and eats Tripe on
Sundays.

I can see the day coming when Mulligatawny
Soup and Jaggery Pudding will cease to disfigure the
tables and destroy the Sunday peace of most homes
in Ceylon. Master will be less like an inTuriated bull
he wakes up, when Mulligatawny Soup and
indigestible curry are no longer tearing at his liver;
Lady, without the sickly sweetness of Jaggery Pud-
ding sinking into her soul, will no longer bite the ear
of the Ayah who brings her cup of tea; for the simple
succulent and inexpensive dish of tripe will have laid

as

Club in Colombo. (Sensationl) It has a President, a the foundations of a far, far better rest than they
Secretary, Town Members, a few Country Members, have ever known.
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and must be banished IMMEDIATELY
Pain—it matters not from what cause—exhausts the patient’s resources, physical and mental, and
there is no excuse for allowing pain to continue. That is one of the soundest principles of medical
practice. In the hands of a skilled physician, many drugs may be given to relieve pain. But for
everyday use in every home by the General Public, doctors recommend GENASPRIN.
MEDICAL Genasprin has been selected by medical men because it is PUBLIC
OPINION absolutely pure, safe, and efficient. It is the ideal pain-reliever OPINION

“The Lancet” states:
“The claim 1s substan-
tiated that this prep-
aration (Genasprin)
15 a particularly pure
specimen of acetyl-
salicylic acid.”

“The Medical Press”
states: “Clinical
trials have confirmed
that Genasbrin's ad-
ministration is free
from the irritation
commonly associated
with other prepa-
rations.”

GE

in a wide variety of conditions which include :

HEADACHE, NEURALGIA, TOOTHACHE,
RHEUMATISM, NERVE PAINS, FEVERS, Etc.

Genasprin is not touched by hanll during the process of manufacture or packsng.

Go now to your nearest Chemist or Bazar Dealer and get a supply of
Cenasprin—in bottles of 35 tablets. These wonderful pain-relieving tablets
will make a most wvaluable addition to your family medicine chest.

(The SAFE Brand of Aspirin) I N

Made by GENATOSAN LTD., Enzland.

Please address all Wholesa'e enguiris to:

Mr. Matheson Lang,
the famous actor,
writes: “I have had
occasion to take Gen-
asprin for Neuralgia
and acute Nervous
Headache, with the
most remarkable re-
sults, and mno trace
whatever of any
after-effects.”

Miss Phyllis Bedells, i
the gifted dancer, i
writes: “I have always
found Genasprm very
beneficial. especially for
Headaches and Mus-

cular Pains.”

| MARTIN & HARRIS LTD., Graham’s Buildings, Parsi Bazar St., Fort, Bombzy 1; and 8, W:terlco St., Ca cutta.
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There are many thousands of people in —
India and the East who drink delicious =
= “ Ovaltine ” daily, because they know that it is

i without egual for maintaining mental and
= hysical fitness, and for warding off the ill-
W P

7

jf L A\t effects of the trying elimate,
%)} %,rﬁ%ﬁ/ Qi This unique concentration of the nutrient
% _ }lQié:/,\ ( NN properties of malt, milk and cocoa is prepared
£ ,%W; || E]"(Il\ﬁm;}- i\ in the form of a delicions beverage. The
| MM}E‘M\‘ method cf manufacture is exclusively employed
el for ¢“Ovaltine” and ensures that the full values
- ok [ of its constituent ingredients and the essential

x' vitamins are retained unimpaired,

| # Ovaltine” imparts strength and endu-
rance in all conditions demanding prolonged
physical or meytal effort. Itseaseof digestion
and high nutrient value make it indispensible
for building-up health after illness, Childven
thrive and become robust and sturdy when
“Ovaltine” is their daily beverage. It enables
a nursing mother to breast-feed her baby by
ensuring an adequate supply of rich milk,
A cupful of “Ovaltine” taken before retiring

assures sound, natural sleep,

OVALTINE

I

TONIC FOOD BEVERAGE

Builds-up Brain,Mlerve and Body

Sold by all Chemists and Stores throughout
India and Ceylon. Manufactured by A, Wander,
Ltd., London, England.  Agents for Ceylon :
Carqills, Ltd., Colombo,

| /;.I e
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The Magic Oil

BY FREDERICK LEWIS.
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I.—THE SUBJECT.
Dl_\l(_illtl Banda had always been an unhealthy

person from his infancy. His frame was thin

and weak, and his limbs almost devoid of
muscular development. A large head with rather sad
oyes, shaded by long drooping eyelashes, marked the
chief characteristics of his face, and an air of languid
apathy seemed to fill his soul.

He was a sorrow to his parents, for they could
make nothing of him, and . this he contrasted most
unfavourably with his brothers Ranhamy and Kalu
Banda. These two were his seniors by two and three
years respectively, in this family of three.

“‘Dingiri Banda is very ill to-day,”” said his old
mother, looking at him anxiously. ““When your father
comes back irom the Gansabhawa Court, I will tell
once more to speak with the Veda Mahatmaya about
you.

“Why Amee?” replied the sick youth. g
came last “poya’ day and gave me ‘Kassaya’ but it did
no good. fe wanted to put a fresh thread round
my arm in place of the old one, and I told him not to.
I think the Veda Mahatmaya was angry because 1 said
that; better not call him."

“Why, my son, did you tell the Veda-Mahatmaya
not to put a tresh thread on your arm?’’ said the old
woman ; ‘‘he knows best. and not you!”

“Yes Amece, he does, and he algo knows our secret,
for he is old enough to remember my Grandfather,
but, for all that, call him not.”

The old dame was about to answer, but she
paused as if to think. “Good,” gshe said, ‘I will tell
your Father, for he is friendly with the Veda-
Mahatmaya ever since he gave evidence for him in
the cattle theft case.”

The old woman went out to the little patch of
Ginger plants that grew in the corner of her unkempt
garden, where grew the usual assortment of cottage
piants and weeds. The Ginger would do good to the
young man, so she collected some, driving her gnarled
old fingers into the ground to pluck up the favorite
remedy. As she did so, her quick cars heard the
“chink chink'’ of a Gecko on the wall of the cottage
behind her. The omen was bad, so she dropped the
freshly gathered Ginger, almost as she had plucked it.
“Our fate!” she smd, while something of a shiver
ran over her bony frame: ““Our fatel”’

She returned to the cottage, and picking up a
broom began to sweep the compound, just as her
husband arrived, carrying a few bread-fruits in his

hand.

In contrast to his son, the man was a well built
example of his race: tall, muscular and hair

%. He
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might be any age from his appearance; his raven-
black hair not having a single silver thread to break
the monotony of its colour. His beard alone showed
a strand or two of smoke-stained white, but other-
wise he might be 30 years of age, and no more.

“Did the case go well,”” said the old woman,
‘that you are back so soon?

“Yes, quite well! Kira has to pay Rs. 2 as a
fine! Had I not spoken, Kira would have got off,
but then you know. ... the rest of the speech
abrupfly stopped, as a figure approached.

It was Kira, and his face meant business.
“Because you told the President that you saw me
stealing Unga's arecas, I was fined,” said the outraged
Kira. *‘Mind! be careful! It is not only the Veda-
Mahatmaya who knows your secret. I know it, thou
liar. I can wait, and I will get more than two rupees
by what I know!”

The elements of a row appeared to be there, and
row there would have been, had ‘it not been for the
old woman, whose reputation for violence of speech
:nade Kira think again before advancing. Ixcept ‘o
spit violently on the floor, Kira, strangely enough, said
no more, and turning on his heels, walked off, mumb-
ling to himself as he retreated.

®'he head of the family looked troubled. He
inew too well that Kira would not forget, nor forgive,
and the secret of the family was in unsafe keeping.
The old woman too felt this. and she knew that, when
her husband went to the Gansabhawa Court, he did
so with a purpose. To stop Kira’s mouth would not
be easy ; it would be more difficult to keep him from
his revenge.

“Speak with the Veda-Mahatmaya again,” said
the woman, ‘‘our child is more ill to-day than before.”

The master of the house at first seemed deaf to
his wife’s command for, without answering her, he
meditatively withdrew his betel-pouch from his waist
cloth and deliberately prepared a ‘‘chew.’” to aid him
in the contemplation of the Kira problem. Stuffing this
into his capacious mouth, he entered his house, and
slowly advanced into the little room where his sick
son lay upon a mat. He stood silent for a moment,
then addressing the boy he said, ““Is it hard with you
to-day, son?"”

s feeble movement at first was the only sign of
repl; then, as if awakening from a restless slecp, the
boy replied, *‘Very hard Father, I cannot rise, 1 have
no life.”

“I will go,” replied his parent, ‘‘and bring the
Veda-Mahatmaya, and we shall put upon you a fresh
thread, yellow with new saffron.  Drink some
‘Kendawatura,” and it will be good witk you, while

I bring the Veda.”
Foundation.
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Without waiting for another word from the sick
Jad the man went out, taking with him a short-handled
katty, that had rested in an angle of the room. His
eye gleamed as he picked up the tool, tor his instinets
told him that it might be useful, as Kira had to be
reckoned with, even though he did not live near the
village Doctor's cottage. It might prove useful, that
keen-edged tool, and, after all, he knew some creepers
had to be cut to repair a gap in the fence round the
field.

For all that precaution, so easily excusable, the
man was troubled. He knew what Kira meant when
he spoke of the “‘seeret’ ; the Veda-Mahatmaya knew
it too, and the Veda-Mahatmaya had not always
been his friend. If two people knew it, might not
three, four, ten, twenty people know it?

The Veda-Mahatmaya was old, and he knew the
village people and who their parents were.  Might he
not know something more?, for surely he knew the
danger there was in being the third son of a third
son, of a third son! The danger to Dingiri Banda
was very great if he died, and this Kira might do
bctween the waning and the waxing of the present
moon ! The difficulty was where to hide Dingiri
Banda’s body when he died: he did not care to think
that it might be stolen for the mystic oil his head
would yield, or for the third joint of the third finger of
the lad's right hand.

These were the thoughts that passed through the
mind of Anotha Hamy as he followed the track to
the Doctor’s home in the lhittle village of Gallagama

IT. THE HURRIED CONSULTATION.
“Why have you come, Anotha Hamy?" cried the
little dried-up old Doetor, “‘is the boy no better for my
‘Kassaya?' "

““No better, Veda-Mahatmaya: very hard togday,
he cannot rise from the mat, and can hardly spealk,’’
was the answer. Then after a pause: *“‘If the Veda-
Mahatmaya will come again he will cure the lad, for
does not all the world know the greatness and the
wisdom of the Veda-Mahatmaya, who saved Podi Rala
after he had been stung by a ‘Tik-polonga’; and Kiri-
pinna, after she had fallen dcwn the well and broken
her back, and six teeth besides? All good poeple know
of VedaMahatmaya's goodness, and how he can cure
‘all’ diseases ; even the sickness that cannot be cured
in Government Hospitals!”

Anotha Hamy paused to see the effect of this little
speech in praise of the village medico. It would help
to improve his friendship, so a little *‘piling on’” would
do no harm! There was, besides, very much to gain by
being well in with the Doctor: it was & sort of Holy
Alliance against Kira, so that was the game to play.

The Doctor rubbed his stubbly chin with his hand,
and pressing the two first fingers of his right hand
against his lips he shot a copious expectoration, with
well directed aim, into an unswept corner of his com-
pound. Then he arose from his squatting attitude
and yawned, and once more rubbed his chin. For a
few moments there was silence, then another vawn,
and the man of drugs and charms turned towards an
old table, the legs of which looked decayed with age,
and freckled with many lime smears. Pausing for
an instant, as if to look for something, he let his hand
fall on a battered biscuit tin, from which he withdrew
@ bent and time-worn key, with which he opened the
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only drawer in the rickety old table. The drawer did
not seem to pull out easily, it seemed to be a bit
rheumatic, but with a second tug it came forward
disclosing as it did so a mixed assortment of rubbish,
and a few smoke-stained and crumpled papers.

The doctor eyed his visitor narrowly, and closed
the drawer back quickly, as if its contents were too
precious to be profaned by his client’s vulgar curi-
osity, as to what was hidden there.

“I can’t come to-day Anotha Hamy, I have too
much to do. The Arachi’s wife has fever, and I must
find a herd for her, and this is only tc be found in
the forest. Then 1 must collect some fresh ‘Wada
Kaha' for your son's medicine, and this is hard,
because it only grows near Pelis’s field, and that is
far. You go. and 1 will come, but remember to have
ready what 1s good. How did Kira's case end? Was
he fined, that biteh’s pup?”’

Anotha Hamy was about to reply, when sud-
denly Kira himself arrived upon the scene so, remem-
bering the episode of a little time previously, Anotha
Hamy withdrew, gripping his katty fondly in his
hand.

“Why did he come to the Veda's house?’” thought
the man. He means no good to me, I know, but
I am not afraid. I'll............

The thoughts in his mind were shaping fast now,
but there was danger, unless the headman could be
persuaded to see him through. So this new idea began
10 grow when, at that moment, up dashed Ranhamy,
breathless, but eager to speaik. “"Come quiekly Father,
lie 1s dead, even as you crossed the field, he died!”’

III. THE BURIAL IN THE WOOD.

A little knot of onlookers and sympathetic
friends had gathered round Anotha Hamy's cottage.
A low crooning wail from a handiul of women filied
the air with a tone of sadness, while from the dead
boy’s room 1ssued forth the sounds of an old woman s
louder lamentations.

Anotha Hamy, to do himn justice, scemed deeply
moved as he looked nto the glassy eyes of his dead
child, and tenderly drew a elevh over the pain-strained
face. Wwith a sign he drew away and mingled in the
crowd, for a few moments, with sorrow, and deep
thought within his soul.

He knew that the time had come for quick action,
or it would be too late to save his child from what he
felt was a revolting act of desecration. He must pre-
vent that if he could, buf even there he knew that he
must get some assistance. To whom could he loolk
for help, without its being known?

Instantly he thought of his eldest son: he alone
might help him, but the task was difficult.

A hurried  vision passed through his mind in a
moment, and he decided what action he would take ;
but first there was a little formality to be observed in
reporting to the Registrar of Deaths, that the lad had
died-  The Registrar lived about two miles away, so
there he would go first, taking his eldest son with him,
and the opportunity would be useful to speak in secret.

Putting" his thoughts to work Anotha Hamy
quickly called aside his eldest heir and bade him follow
to help in giving information tc the Registrar of Dingin
Banda’s death, so that when the two were out of
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hearing of the party at the house, they could converse
upon the measures Anotha Hamy had planned al-
ready “My son”’, said the elder man, ““you know that
I am a third son, and moreover you know my father
was a third son, so Dingiri Banda must be buried ia
secref, or his grave will be robbed!”

“I know that,’” replied Ran Hamy, ““but I feared
to speak with you, while others might listen.”

You know that Kira will repay himself, and do
that well, and now that by what you said in the
Gansbhawa Court he was fined two rupees, he will
not forgive you, and he will get the charm that astro-
logers seek for at so high a price. He knows that the
Veda Mahatmava can sell that little bone for fifty
rupees to an astrologer in Colombo, and his brain-oil
is worth much more than thaf, even for three drops!
He ig friends with the Veda Mahatmaya and they will
take shares in this large profit. To them it is no shame
to dig up the body after it has been buried, but to you,
and me, it is different, for the ‘‘Sanni Yakka would
amite us if we removed a particle of the boy’s body,
because he is of us.”’

“TI know, son, what vou say. It ig true. Hear
me, and I will tell you what we can do’’, was the
parent’s reply. After we have told the Registrar of
the lad’s death, you go to Kalu Baas, and get him to
give you a few planks of Rukkattana wood, and some
nailg, and we will make the coffin and fill it with earth.
This we will bury while the people lock on, and you
can get Carolis and Barnis to help you to dig the grave.
We will hide the body, and after all have gone away
and it is dark, vou come witk me to the forest, and wa
will bury the boy where nobody will find the grave.”

A few moments of silence followed this proposal,
when Ran Hamy suggested that cremation would Le
the easiest way out of the difficulty.

“NYou know that eannot be done™ said the older
3
man.

“We are not rich people to do such things, the
field is under mortgage as it is, so we cannot borrow
enough on its crop to pav for such an expense; so do
not speak of this. We will 1o as T said ; it is good.™

The couple had by this time reached the little
office of the Registrar and there they told him of Din-
giri Banda’s death, so that what formality had to be
observed was finshed with. Ixcusing themselves on
the score of ceremonies to be performed, both father
and son quickly disappeared, the latter bending his
steps towards the residence of the village carpenter,
where too resided the comely Muttu Menike, who had
a romantic attraction in Ran Hamy's estimation, sc
that the prospect of getting a few planks seemed with-
in easy reach.

The carpenter was a jack-of-all-trades, and a good
natured fellow besides. He was rather fond of Ran
Hamy, and on good terms with his family, so he rais-

ed no difficulty in obliging the young man with the few

things he needed, and thus the first difficulty was
aot over. Meantime Anotha Hamy had returned and
had made a few more arrangements to further his de-
sign. The family had been instructed what to do, and
the following day a little party issued forth carrying
a rudely built coffin towards the tangled piece of bush-
land that served as the village place of H}ﬂ

A small knot of people loafed around : it included
the Village Headman, the Veda Mahatmaya, and...
Kira, Kira seemed to be the least interested person
among the spectators, but hiz eyes were busy, and
seemed possessed of a singular air of satisfaction and
ill-disguised joy. He avoided looking at Anotha Hamy
and appeared to be more interested i the village
doctor's movements than in anything else that was
going on. As the last lump of soil was shovelled on fto
the little mound that covered the dead boy’s coffin,
Kira moved away as if to return to his own home,
but he knew full well that all he wished for was 4
socret talk with the doctor. He had not long to wait,
for soon that old worthy joined him, and as pre-
arranged, they met alone.

“Did you see the track of sand that fell from
the box?", said Kira. I saw it! It will be no use
watching near that place, for Dingiri Banda is nob
buried there. His box is, but he will be carried away
t7 the forest, Veda Mahatmaya, so we must watch
there! What will you give me for that third joint .1
his third finger bone? For you know 't is valued in
Colombo. "’ o3t

“TLet us see’’, replied the doctor. “We do not
know what may be done with the body, so you keep
watch and pring me word, while I will arrange for the
other medicine that is wanted before 1 can make the
“ Anjanaeliya’ oil. See you speak not to the Arachchi.
but get him to come to me for a new medicine for his
wife, and I will find out if he saw the sand you spoke
of. When we get what we want, I will pay you &
good sum. You watch the forest and see who goes
there ; then speak with me’.

Kira accepted these instructions and set about
their accomplishment by following a cattle path that
led back to the village. All that day he restlessly cut
creepers as if to repair the hedge that bounded the
fieldehe had a ninety-sixth share in. This occupation
took him to the forest, where as he knew there were
sound mighty rocks from which he could get a bird’s-
eve view of a little valley through which he caleulated
the dead boy's body would be carried. Nor was his
ouess far wrong. On the morning of the third day
following Dingiri Banda's death, a little party of three
were to be seen carrying a bundle that was strapped
with vines to a pole. Kira watched it with every
nerve in his body twitching with excitement, as he
hid himself behind a mass of rock. Swiftly the little
party moved on with thewr load and Kira waited
motionless and secarce breathing, lest his presence
should be discovered. He waited, it seemed an age!

Presently a sound as of some one moving, and
Kira peeped again over the edge of the cliff to see,
to his delight, the same party returning and bringing
with them a *‘ momatey * and the pole they had so re-
cently carried up.

He waited, aching with anxiety, that the three
might soon be gone. Not daring to breathe he watched
till the last sign of the little party had disappeared,
and the bushes and the trees had completely hidden
their retreat. Slowly and noiselessly Kira got down from
his hiding place, and with keen: eyes and rapid steps he
followed a faint trail that ascended the valley he had
been so infently watching. A newly broken plant, a
fragment of a twisted twig, all pointed to recent pass-
ers by and Kira was doubly sure that he had struck
the right track. The scent was fresh and he followed
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clod of soil, and signs of some light sweeping of dead
leaves, Yes! there it was—a newly dug grave, over
which some forest debris had been hastily thrown
to hide the remains of a third son of a third sonof a
third son!

This was enough for Kira. A rich reward lay there,
enough and to spare, to pay for the Rs. 2 he had been
fined, though not enough by many thousands to quench
his thirst for vengeance against the man who had
given him away in the Gansabhawa Court ! No ! money
could not pay off that score, but. . -and Kiva
smiled. There are other ways of killing a dog than
drowning him!

Late that evening Kira waited his opporfunity
for a seeret confabulation with the doctor, but many
things secmed fo hinder him, just as the moment ar-
rived when he thought the coast was clear. At last
the doctor was alone buried in his meditations that
seemed to oppress hitm. At this moment, Kira coughed
that cough that suggests attention, without saying so.
It had its effect and the doctor turned towards the
visitor,

“Yes, Kira,”” said he, “and did you find a new
cattle track in the forest?”’

Well widerstanding the veiled suggestion, XKira
replied, ‘‘Yes, Veda Mahatmaya, there are the marks
of four cattle, one of which did nof return.”” All four
were bulls and they went one way; but the young
bull stayed behind, and T know where he stayed! It
the Veda Mahatmaya wants the young bull, T can find
it, but the Veda Mahatmaya must pay me for my
trouble.”” He grinned suggestively,

The doctor looked uneasy. He knew well enough
what profit he could make and so did Kira that was
the trouble! If he ‘‘drove’ too hard a bargain, Kira
would refuse and Kira might easily go to the Doctor’s
business rival, and tell what he so coveted for a nice
httle sum, and thus rob him of a small fortune, so
easily made. Whatever he did, he must do it quickly,
or his chance was gone, probably for ever.

““T will tell you, Kira,” said the man of medicine,
“listen carefully. I know a man in Colombo who will
give me the proper price. You do not know him, no,
you do not even know the way to Colombo, so leave
that to me. Help me to-morrow night, when I will
go with you after the moon is well risen, and we will
get what is required, after which I will go to Colombo
and sell it. Then I will share with you, after 1 have
deducted my expense.”’

“Good’’, said Kira, ‘‘this shall be done, even as you
say ; but the Veda Mahatmaya must pay me first a
little money, for does not the Veda Mahatmaya al-
ready know that I mortgaged my field for Rs. 50,
and I want to pay that back, so that T can raise more
money! The field is good as Veda Mahatmaya knows
and if I do not redeem my debt, the priest will get
the field and make the profit 1 should have.”

The doctor thought again.

“Yes Kira, I will; but first we must do our work
together and then will I pay you.”

When needs must the devil drives and both were
in the same boat, but Kira knowing the influence >f
the older man and his own necessity besides, he con-
sented, and the bargain was struck.

1V. THE PRIZE AND ITS SEQUEL.

The moon was well up in the sky where hardly a
flock of cloud broke a perfect dome of blue-black
intensity. A faint breath of warm air now and again
caused a few topmost branches to flicker in the forest.
All was silent, hut for the whirr of insects, or the
muffled beating of a bat’s wing . Silence and sleep
secmed to reign supreme in this heavily wooded valley,
up which two men were stealthily wending their way,
bearing with them a large chopper, a bottle containing
some dark oil, a sheet of tin like a tray, and a small
box, the contents of which were not apparent. Slow-
ly they moved onwards, till at last the couple reach-
od a small piece of flat ground where there seemed 10
be a pile of dead leaves.

“There it is!”, said one of the two men, “‘that is
the place and near that trec yonder you will find a
stave that 1 left to dig with™.

The elder of the two men advanced and pulled
aside gsome of the dead leaves, beneath which was
piled some freshly cut earth, scattered with a few
rough stones. He was satisfied, and the two men be-
gan their task, undisturbed. After a little digging in
the loose soil the body was found, roughly tied in
stained cloth, that by now had become partly stuck to
the already decomposing flesh.

A few wrenches and fugs sufficed to bring the
corpse out of its shallow pit. But more than fthis
must be done, though somehow, even though these
two ghouls had fearlessly unearthed their prize, each
seemed to look to the other before they could com-
plete the object of their mission.

“Both hands”’, said the doctor, “‘eut them off
close to the wrist, and see that no blood stains you,
even if there is any.”’

““And the head’’, asked the younger man. ‘“Will
you cut it off, or shall I?”’

“You do ity Kira’', said his companion, ‘I have
to see to the preparation. You cannot do that, so be
quick.”’

Kira scemed to be unnerved, but spurred on by the
feeling of revenge against the dead lad’s parent, and
the prospect of his financial reward, he braced him-
self to his task. Snatching up the large sharp knife
he had carried and passing the stave he had lately
used for digging under the dead boy's wrist, with a
single blow he severed the hand from its arm. Re-
peating the process with the remaining limb, left him
possesed of two thin bony hands, that he quickly flung
into a bag that he had brought with him. Next he
heaved the body across the open grave, and with a
mighty slash he severed the neck as clean as if he
had split a carrot.

A noisome fluid slowly oozed from the decapitated
head, spilling itself on the ground, that Kira, even
though he felt a deadly fear creeping upon him, care-
fully avoided contamination. The danger lay not ia
its risk to, health, but the possibility of identification.
Kira’s hate was deep enough to carry him through
with his sickening work, but his fears of future compli-
cations were stronger, and impelled him towards cau-
tion.

The doctor seemed to give a shudder, but he
quickly stifled the emotion. *‘Come’’, said he, ‘“‘care-
fully split the skull, like as if you were breaking open
a coconut, but be careful not to spill the brain. I am
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ready with the box to receive it, but we must first
make ready the soot.”’

A fearsome operation followed. The doctor lit a
small candle and this served him for the necessary
light required fo see by, even though the moonlight
shed alternate patches of light and shade upon this
uncanny scene, A piece of rag was next saturated with
the oil from the bottle that had been carried here by
the two ghouls and the rag iu turn was ignited from the
candle till it blazed, giving forth as it did so a dense
resinous smoke, over which the two men alternately
held the tin plate already referred to. After a few mo-
ments of exposure to the black smoke, a few drops of
the oil were dropped upon the plate, after which a
second repetfition of smoking took place, and the plate
was carefully put to one side while Kira performed
the operation of cracking the dead boy’s skull, and re-
moving the partly decomposed brain upon the plate.
The brain was then rolled and kneaded on the metal
till it absorbed the oil and soot and was finally trans-
ferred into a small dark jar, that was closely fitted with
a stout plug, the whole being tightly wrapped in a
coarse cloth, after whieh the two people hastened 1o
obliterate all traces of their dreadful night’s occupa-
tion. Their movements had to be rapid, for already
the night was far spent, and the grey of dawn was
creeping across the eastern horizon and the moon hung
low and pale. They had, too, to camouflage their prize
and to do this required rapid movement. A few Creepers
must be cut to cover the parcel, and the doctor must
appear, should anybody meet them, as if he was car-
rying fresh shoots of ‘““Penala’” and other medicinal
herbs. As for the grave with its handless and headless
body, that was easily dealt with! Besides it was un-
likely that any would revisit it,and jackals were plenti-
ful.

Tiie business was done, and the party had re-
turned undisturbed. Kira only had to be compengated
before he could be got rid of, and this difficulty troubl-
ed the doctor considerably as he did not like parting
with his hard-earned money. However, there was no-
thing for it if the doctor was to win, but to find a
few soiled and battered rupee notes, which with solemn
promises of more, the Veda Mahatmaya unwillingly
transferred to the impatient and menacing Kira.

“Now go”, said the doctor, ‘‘and when I return
from Colombo, I will give you much for your assis-
tance, but you had better bathe yourself quickly, for
I see upon you still the stains of last night’s work,”

V. THE SEANCE.

In a well built house, hidden away among feathery
palm trees and hedged with a stout fence of Hibiscus,
lived a little family of five—two of these were lodgers,
and the remaining three consisted of myself, my wife,
and my little daughter.

One of the lodgers, T shall call G. He was an
excellent fellow, and worked hard in an office in the
Fort. The second was an Engineer who devoted him-
self from morning till night with his business ; and in
the evenings he solaced himself with his flute, though
perhaps he was a self-conscious musician.

It was a peaceful little household, but one day a

misfortune happened, which gave me great concern,
G had Leen robbed while he was at his work!
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He called me aside as he did not wish to distress
my wite and he told me that a Rs. 100 note had been
taken from his room while he was away.

[ went to G's room with him, to see if there were
any signs of burglary, but nothing in the room seemeid
out of place. G explained that he used to keep his
money in an ornamental card-board box, and this he
placed within a writing case, which in turn was kept in
his almirah, of which he always carried the key. He
showed me the whale arrangement, and certainly noth-
ing appeared to be disarranged, and the almirah, too,
seemed to be in perfect order, so that it was evident
that the money must have been abstracted by some-
body who knew G's methods of disposing of his pos-
sessions,

I decided on prompt action and called all my
servants together, when I informed them of what had
happened, insisting, moreover, that each should be ex-
amined as to what he possessed, either on his person
or in his boxes. No time was lost, and a personal ex-
amination was made by me at which G was present.

lixcept for a few rupees and a couple of Savings
Bank Books, in which the latest entries were a month
old. Nothing was found, far less u Rs. 100 note. My
head servant particularly asked thav his possesgions
should be examined as he contended that as he had been
trained from his boyhood by my wife, he felt it was
up to him to prove his honesty.

I sent for the Police, and the examination was re-
peated, equally fruitlessly. There was no clue, bus
the police promised to watch developments G was
satisfied that all that could be done had been done,
and resolved in the future to take better precautions
with his money. After the police had left, the head
servant came to e and said that he wished me to do
him and the other servants a favour by my allowing an
astrologer to come to the house that evening, to hold
a seance, as he would be able to tell who had stolen
G’s money. This was not very convenient, as my wite
had invited three people to dine with us that night, Lut
in consideration of the circumstances, she agreed, and
I shared, as she did, our general scepticism  of the
benefits that might arise trom what seemed a ridi-
culous idea.

Our guests arrived in due course, and we privately
told them of what had happened and that a real seance
was to be enacted at 10 o’clock that night! After dinner
was over, my head servant whispered to me that the
Astrologer and his assistant had arrived, and might the
proceedings commence immediately. This was agreed
to, though one of our guests hinted that he thought 1
was rather weak in allowing such a childish perfor-
mance to take place.

The Astrologer was invited to come in and all eyes
turned on this sickly looking individual who stepped
nervously into the room. He was a tall thin man of
sallow complexion, with skinny arms and large flat feet.
His face was weak and uninteresting, while his general
appearance suggested a famished existence, and general
wretchedness. The assistant was a youth of about 18,
who appeared to be more robust. ~Their outfit con-
sisted of a small wooden packing case, a few Ixora
flowers, a little and a very dirty bag, and a bicy-
cle lamp,—that completed the impedimenta. As I
speak Sinhalese, the Astrologer asked me if I would
allow the lamps to be dimmed and to permit him
to have a teapoy, on which he wanted to place his
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paraphernalia, and would I interpret for him? All this
being agreed to, the man placed the little packing
case on the teapoy, with the open side facing away
from the rest of the room. Into this he introduced
the Ixora flowers in the form of a small circle, in
the middle of which he placed a minute saucer.

Next he withdrew from his bag a tiny bottle of

dark colotr, which he opened very slowly and pour-
el out a large drop of a black, tarlike fluid into
the middle of the saucer. He next proceeded {o
light the bicyele lamp, placing it in such a position
that its llght should fall on the fluid in the saucer.
He then produced from his goat pocket a crumpled
paper-bound book, which he gave to his assistant,
and after asking me to request the audience not
to tallkk or to h.tugh, he ordered his companion {0
read.

The youth began what seemed to be a wailing
chant, while the Astrologer kneeling, bent forward,
towards the box, and gazed fixedly upon the black
bead within the saucer. The chant did not last
more than a couple of minutes when the astrolo-
ger said to me without removing his eyes from the
saucer, ‘I see the huna Lxu:lm) it is moving,
I hear it- T sec a tall gentleman with dark hair,
he is in his bath; he has a small fresh wound upon
his right-foot on the ankle, he is now dressing, he
is now in his room opening an almirah, now he is
lifting a small case from the corner of the almirah;
he is opening it; it has inside a small box; he is
looking in the box; he is taking something, T can-
not say what, it is like paper; the gentleman is
shutting the almirah quickly; he is going away,
angry.”’

There was a pause, after I had interpreted this
disjointed narration broken only by G. saying that
the morning he had discovered his loss (but be-
fore he knew of it) he had slipped in the bath-room
and had slightly cut his right ankle!

“What more do you see”’? said G and I inter-
preted his question. ‘‘I see a short man with very
curly hair; he is walking fast, he is now going into
a plantain garden; he is going to a small house;
there is a cot on the verandah, and a man sleeping
on it; there is a young woman there she is fat:
she is now speaking to the short man with the curly
hair; he is giving her something ; it is like paper, but
it is not clear; she is now hiding it in the thatch
of the roof; she is going out; the short man is go
ing away; he is going fast- he is climbing through
a tem‘e, el I can see no more, as he
is logt in a crowd of peoIleI”

“Where is this plantain garden you see?”, two
or three quickly asked in unison. ‘I do not know™
was the reply. “‘except that it is in the North and
has only a

track leading to it.”

A good deal of excitement followed my inter-
pretation of the Astrologer’s disjointed oration.
The man seemed ufterly tired, and declared that he
could see no more, and that it was useless his try-
ing to do so. The light on the bead showed nothing
more but -a bright spot reflected from the bicycic
lamp. The only Lhm:r that was significant, was that
during dinner ““G’s” boy— a short frizzy-haired
was not to be found in the kitchen nor

Sinhalese
had he been seen to go away. He had vanished!

The party expressed a geod deal of astonishment
particularly over the detail about the wound on G's
foot, of which he had said nothing to anybody, as
it was so trifling.

The next morning the Police were again called
in and informed of the previous night’s seance.

They not unnaturally laughed at what was told
them, and seemed annoyed at what had been done,
but as G's servant had dec: amped they set about
tracing him. After seven days had passed, a
rickshaw coolie  whom - sometimes employed to
take him to the Fort, stated to the Police that on
the night of the seance he had taken G’s servant io
the Railway station, af abouf the hcur that the
night mail left. He also knew that the servant used
to go to a cottage about twe miles oul of Colombo.
The police were trying to find the cottage, but the
rickshaw coolie’'s description was vague. A day
or two later, G was called upon to identify a Rs. 100
note that had been found hidden in the thateh of
a cottage, and which, by a thousand to one mira-
cle, G was able to identify, as he had put down in
pencyl on the back of it a few figures connected with
something he had in mind when the note was hand-
ed to him at the Bank counter!

The subsequent events need not concern the
reader, this bare history being sufficient to leave him
to think on the arts of Astrology, and something more
about the material used.

One word more. Can anybody give us the ori-
gin of the terrible methods of mind that could have
originated in the use of so weird a means as that
which T have tried to describe? What could have
suggested such an idea? If any can tell us, I am
sure the X'mas Number for the coming year will
gladly publish it!

DB,
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By WALTER BUCHLER.

some people imagine. With all the necessary
visas arranged, and with the minimum of
luggage, no difficulties should be encountered.

T BAVELLING over Siberia is not so difficult as

I left Shanghai on the 28th May by steamer.
spent a few hours in Tsingtao, and reached Dairen on
the 80th. Tsingtao is one of the summer resorts
patronised by those anxious to escape the heat in
Shanghai and in the interior of China. Dairen has
a pretty harbour, and its principal hotel, the Yama-
to, is both comfortable and reasonable in price.
The express for Changchun left punctually at 8 the
following morning, and after a comfortable journey,
we arrived there the same evening, then changed on to
the Chinese Bastern Railway. Harbin was reached
the following morning (lst June). Harbin ap-
pears to be a happy-go-lucky town, none too well-
off. but still making the best of life. The local
agency of the Wagons Lits Co. supplied tickets
through to London, except for the streteh  from
Manchouli to Moscow, which were obtained at the
former frontier town. The writer and a German
from Shanghai decided to travel third class from Har-
bin onwards, in order to ‘‘see what it is like."’

The weekly “‘express’” connecting one up with
the Moscow train leaves Harbin every Wednesday at
8-50 p.m. Our compartment—one of many of a
long train packed to choking point held six persons.
The sleeping berths and seats are of hard wood, and
one has to provide one’s own bedding. Not knowing
this, we had to be satisfied with our own devices.
T used my mackintosh as upper sheet and cover,
while a few towels together with a spare pair of
pyjamas served as pillow. It was 08 degrees in the
shade and sleep was impossible. The country passed
through is mostly undulating pastures, few cattle,
some horses, not much cultivation and few people
about. The ‘‘express’ stops at most stations. which
enabled one to buy food and fetch hot water for tea.
The stationmaster sounds the bell (like a ship’s bell)
twice and the train starts. Tmagine seven persons
in a compartment,with three collapsible bunks on
cither side, four of the company being girls, and you
will get an idea of how we travelled.

We arrived at Manchouli at 830 pom. on
Thursday. No one was allowed to leave the train
until all passports had been inspected. One small
booking office served by one elderly official, who had
to write out by hand every ticket, was all the organi-
sation provided for the weekly crush of Trans-

Siberian travellers coming from Ching’@ndJapawo

Unconventional Trip

= Across Siberia

The Customs’ Examination also took 2 long time all
{hrough lack of organisation. It was here that tne
only really bad impression of the Bolsheviks and
their ways was formed. Otherwise, the rest of the
journey was all plain-sailing and without a hitch.

The Russian “‘express’’ left to time. The train
was crowded, first, second, and third class. Rus-
sian compartments appear to be arranged something
after the style of an apartment house: not a bit of
room is wasted. There are four berths to a compart-
ment and outside in the corridor there are two more
berths. one lower and one upper. These are of hard
wood, just like in the Chinese {rain from Harbin. T
will now continue with extracts from my diary in
chronological order.

Ath June. All stations have a brick house with
boiler. which is accessible tc the publie to fetch hot
water free of charge. As soon as the train came to
a halt, there was a general rush for hot water to
make ea, which Russians seem to drink all day long.
It was my task to feteh hot water besides doing the
shopping, which consisted of buying bread, milk,
cheese, butter, fish, honey, all of which were cheap
and good.

The scenery up to Chita, the first important sta-
tion since Manchouli and which was reached at
7 a.m., consists of forests of birch trees; horses with
full grown manes were very much in evidence. Chita
Jooks a dead city: no factories, no activity of any kind,
except that it is the headquarters of the Siberian Raii-
ways’ Administration. ~ New railway sleepers lie all
along the line to replace those worn out. The train
travels at an average speed of 25 to 30 miles an hour.
At Chita a restaurant car was attached to the train
and was well patronized, though food sold at the sfa-
tions is cheaper. The corridors were thoroughly patrol-
led by guards all armed with revolvers. Standing on the
platform (where one steps on to the car) and throwing
anything out of the train—irom water to burnt mat-
ches—was strictly forbidden and punishable by fines ;
these, however, were not enforced.

5th June. The evening was cold, the night very
chilly. Morning found us travelling along the shores
of TLiake Baikal, a wonderful sight, a lake that never
seemed to end: the snow-capped mountains look im-
posing, and one could imagine oneself either in the
Austrian Tyrol or in the Swiss Alps. The stations are
far-apart ; the villagers are poorly dressed but the So-
viet soldier and official look smart in their uniforms.

lahamFanestzycappears to be the main industry ; many trees
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seem to have been cut down by the burning method,
which leaves charred stumps, not a pretty sight when
spread over a large area. After what seemed an end-
less run along Lake Baikal, we arrived at Baikal
Station. It has a small harbour, and there were
several small steamers by the jefties. In the after-
noon we arrived at Irkutsk. so far the largest and
prettiest station and town we had come to. Tts
buildings and Churches (Greek Church) with their
round domes and white green and red colours stand
out most picturesquely. Women boarded the train
and the floor of cvery compartment was thoroughly
scrubbed in double-quick time. At some stations, old
passenger trains and goods trucks are used as living
quarters by Russian Ffumho:

6th June. More herds of sheep and cows were
to be seen grazing tended by women or children.
Krasnoyarsk was reached at 5 in the afternoon. It is
a large and important town. It has numerous Churches
with painted domes, buildings in different zolours; it
is, in fact, more picturesque than Irkutsk. Just outside
the " town, there are stretches of barbed wire, which
show that there used to be fichting here between Reds
and Whites, Krasnoyarsk and the immediate sur-
roundings presented a more civilized aspect than
Irkutsk: there is more life about, some factories,
many more Churches, more cultivation, more cows,
sheep, horses, and more peasant life (red and blue
being their favourite colours in their attire); the
pastures which stretch right up the slopes and hills
appear most fertile. The best Siberian butter we
bought at Krasnoyarsk, at 50 Kopecs—about a shilling
—a pound.

7th June. At Novo-Nikolaevsk, which we reach-
ed at noon, a powerful, 1925 model American engine
was coupled on. At the principal stations, of which
there are on an average one a day, the train stops for
half an hour. At less important stations—abo® one
every two or three hours—it stops just lone enouch
to take in a supply of water. This enabled those who
wished—and the majority did—to lay in supplies of
edibles and hot water for tea. We passed a lot of railway
stoek (engines and carriages) which looked pretty an-
cient and were evidently waiting to be scrapped or
turned into living quarters. The houses along the line
are mostly farms made entirely of wood. Their oc-
cupants have a shaggy appearance ; the womenfolk
look elumsy, but their multi-coloured costumes give
them a touch of prettiness. We reached Omsk late
that night

8th June. The stretch from Tiumen, where we
arrived at 2-30 in the afternoon, right up to Yeka-
terinoburg (arrived 6-30 p.m.,) is simply a wonder-
tul sight ; magnificent forests of fir, birch, red-beech,
and Ia,rch trees stretch for miles and mlllfb, and the
vailway track forms a kind of avenue in between.
There did not appear to he any wild life where we
nassed through ; not a bird, not even a rabbit. Here
the trees are GVI(]EIIHV more valuable, for they are
felled by hand. not hv burning. Ye].\aterinbourg is
already Russia proper, the first large station and
fewn oustide Siberia. Here stones, ornaments, and
all manner of fancy decorations made of “precious’
stones can be bought on the station at station prices.

9th June. Was the first warm day since leaving
Manchuria.© So far, there had been no rain and
every day had been bright with the sun shining
(sunrise at 2-30 a.m. in Siberia). ]'tDi&thgéﬂ WBN@H%
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for a good many hours and the weather was gener-
ally dull and tlvpu ssing.

10th June. We arrived at Moscow at 11 a.m.
The environs are woody and much frequented by the
towns people, just as is Hampstead Heath. Tt was
Russian Ascension Day. Not a shop was open; the
whole town was h:n]ul't.\'ing and in the streets. I
have never seen so many churches in one town; we
were told that in Moscow alone there are 400
Churches: it is their coloured domes that make
them so prominent. Moscow's streets are mostly
cobbled, the town has an efficient and cheap service
of trams and taxis, which are both clean
and  spacious. Moscow seemed crowded: we
were told that people come from all parts of Russia
to the Capital, so that Moscow has become to Russia
as London is to Great Britain. Bverything can be
bought in Moscow ; the shops have brilliant but cost-
ly displays. They are spotlessly clean and artistic-
ally arranged. Prices, however, are high. People
live in apartments, and though poverty is not to Le
seen at first sight (the majority appear well though
simply dressed), there is no doubt, on closer obser-
vation, that there is a lot of misery about. What a
wonderful sight does the Kremlin present from the
outside! With its gilt domes, in fact, said to be of
real gold. Tt being a festival day, we were unable to
obtain necessary permission to enter the Kremlin.
Lenin lies in an cblong shaped wooden edifice, about
26 feet high, just in front of the Kremlin. This
structure is well lit up, and guarded day and night
by soldiers: Steps lead to the top of the structure.
from which one can look down on to Lenin himself,
who lies there embalmed. A passer-by told us that
the Soviet Government is not keen on people having
a look al Lenin, ag the embalment was not success-
ful and is wearmg off. Moscow is a very large place
with many fine buildings besides Churches, a town
where one could ramble without losing interest for
many a day.

Leaving Moscow the same night at midnight, we
arrived at the frontier town of Sebesch the following
evening (June 11th) and reached Riga the next
morning at 6-30. Then or to the German fron-
tier station of Eydtkuhnon, a real Express train fo
Berlin (12th June), and then to Cologne, Brussels,
Ostend and Dover. T landed at Vietoria Station on
the night of the 14th June after having been 16 davs
travelling from Shanghai to TLondon, and, T might
also mention, after having my luggage—one solitary
attache case—examined fen tfimes by Customs’
officials at different places.

The cogt of this trip was exceedingly low, as can
be seen from the following account of my expenses
en route including sundries :

n

Shanchai to Dairen 2nd class 4
Hotels ot Dairen and Harbin 1
Dairen to Harbin 2nd class 4
Sundries, tips, food, ete. 4
Harbin to Manchouli 8rd class I L
Mogcow to T.ondon }

Manchouli to Moscow

Total 33 0 0

In conclusion, I would remark that never befors,
though I have travelled quite a lot, have I had a
more interesting trip than this one from Shanghai
n via Siberia.
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2 Ceylon Sport in 1927

PORT in Ceylon boomed more than ever in

1927. Local racing reached a higher water

mark during the August Meeting  Ceylon
cricketers had the wvisit of the first official M.C.C.
team fo India and Ceylon early in the year; Rugby
Football attained a very high standard in the Clifford
Cup Competition and the final mateh between Up-
country and the Ceylonese was one of the most
thrilling games seen on the racecourse; the Tennis
Championships saw Pinto at his best wresting back
the title from & worthy opponent in 1. V. Loos; and
the army of Golfers has assumed such vast proportions
during the year that after the championship tourna-
ment, at which Kenneth Logan won the title, it
has been suggested that in future qualifying rounds
should be held to sift the players before the com-
petition proper begins. These are but a few of the
teatures that characterised sport in the island dur-
ing the year and proved again that Ceylon is a
sport-loving country.

RACING.

It is no exaggeration to say that in no other
year has there been such an influx of so many horses
of good class as were imported by Ceylon owners
this year. This was probably due to the fact that the
Turt Club had again included terms events in their
regular programme and the local Derby, the Gover-
nor's Cup, was d terms event. Some of them arrived
at the tail end of last year, but were not seen on the
racecourse till the beginning of _this year; while
others who came in January and February, made
their debut during the June and July meetings. But
to the crowds that flocked to the August Meet, most
of the names were unfamiliar and they were lost in
a maze of new champions. There was also a big
Indian invasion. The Maharajah of Kolhaphur sent
out a big string, while Messrs. Seyed Iatah,
Mustata Talib, Abdulla Manna and others brought
out strings of ponies who threatened to swamp all
the Arab events. The local owners, however, were
equal to the oceasion. and not one of the principal
events went to the invaders. The August meet
proved an immense trinmph for Mr. E. L. F. de
Soysa who, again, was easily the most successful
owner. John Clanchy won the Governor's Cup for
him, while Miss Mount won both the Civil Service
Cup and the Channer Stakes (the sprint Derby)—
all in record time—and Young Gazelle annexed the
Oriental Cup. Mr. J. G. Abeydeera carried off the
Police Cup with Sah Luma and the Madgas) Cupoo

the ponies’ St. Leger—with Vin. Mr. R. C. Pat-
terson’s Mesalliasnce scored an excellent victory in
the race for the Turt Club Plate, while the sensation
of the meet came when Mr. A. E. Ephraums’ Jingle
ran away with Clements Commemoration Plate to
pay the big dividend of Rs. 454. The subsequent
victories of this horse have proved that this was by
no means a fluke and he has been sent fo India
where his exploits will be followed with inferest by
local turfites. The triumphs of Jingle, along with
the victory of Pervis in the Arab Derby, have brought
added glory to the *‘wizard of Peradeniya,”” Mr. F.
T. S. Turner, and now hardly a race day passes
without another success bemng gained by a horse
trained by him.

The horse of the year, however, was Mr. E. L.
F. de Soysa’s John Clanchy. He won the three
terms races in which he took part and it was only a
real welter-burden that kept him out of the board in
the race for the Clements Plate. It was he who
finally deposed Cloughane, the champion horse of
1926, by beating him twice over and Jingle added
the final touch by winning the Manning Cup at level
weights with Cloughane only third. John Clanchy,
too, is in India at present and he has already won a
race at the top of the second division. Perhaps
Jingle and he will meet in one or other of the
Indian Classics and settle the question as to which
is the better horse.

Photo by!

[Plate. Lid.

L. Mr,! B, L. F. de Soysa receivinz the Governor's
e Cup from Mrs. Fletcher.
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CRICKET.

The visit of the M.C.C. team to Coylon early
this  year must leave an indelible mark on local
crickel and headquarters could not have found a
better set of missionaries than Arthur Gilligan and
his men.  They breathed the essence of good sports-
manship and they gave us lessons  in all the finer
points of the game. The ‘“‘insouciant’’ batting of
Sandham and  the orthodox style of Wyatt will be
the models of many a young local batsman, while
even our more mature ericketers nad much to learn
from the enterprise and polish of Parsons. We did
not see the real Tate till the final match against All-
Ceylon, when, at a eritical juncture, he wrought
havoe among our batsmen and enabled the M.C.C.
to score a definite victory; but he taught all our
bowlers the lesson of saving up an extra little bit to
be brought out in au cmergency. The wily methods
of Astill and the fast bowling of Mercer and Geary,
too, were examples that local bowlers will do well to
copy, but it was in fielding and team work that the
M.C.C. XI. gave us the best object lesson. And one
can with utmost sincerity say that in Arthur Gilli-
gan we saw a captain of captains.

Coming close on the heels of the M.C.C. visit,
the annual local Test match was in the nature of an
anti-climax, but it was important in that it was
another example of the glorious uncertainties of
cricket. It was confidently expected that - the Cey-
lonese, led once again by that redoubtable cricketer,
D. L. de Saram, would score an sasy vietory. But
a century by Brindley and goud batting by I, A.
Waldock and the rest of the European team, saw
the Ceylonese struggling to avert a follow on. A
sound innings by M. K. Albert, who scored his
second century in the series, and unprecedented
hitting by S. Saravanamuttu saved this calarnity
and the match ended in a draw—the honours clearly
being with the Europeans. i

W. T. Brindley gained further distinction by
scoring another century in the annual C.C.C.-Up-
countty mateh in August Week, which was again
left drawn ; but the honours of the match were shared
by A, E. Blair who has proved himsélf one of the
standout batsmen of the year: he was, in fact, the
most successful against the M.C.C. and heads the
year’s batting averages.

The New Zealand cricket team played a match
In Colombo on their way back after a suceessful
tour in England, but the match was productive of
very ordinary cricket. Ceylon seemed likely to run
up a mammoth total at one period, but they col-
lapsed for just over 250 in an attempt to force the
runs, Merrit, a slow bowler, performing the hat-
trick, two of hig victims bemg stumped. Then when
New  Zealand seemed likely to collapse for a smull
total Dempster and Juwmes stayed the rot and the
match ended in a pointless draw, the last New Zea-
land man being in with 12 runs to get. Dempster’s
batting—and in a lesser degree Dacre’s—was  the
brightest feature of a rather dull game.,

Club ericket has proceeded apace and the cham-
pionship for the ycar rests between the Sinhalese
5.C. and the B.R.C. The second match between
these clubs had yet to be played at the time of
writing and on the result of that depends the final
issue. A, E. Blair heads the batting averages as a

CEYLON OBSERVER CHRISTMAS NUMBEIL.

M.C.C. and eontinued good form during the year. .
Abeyasckera of the Notts is second on the list. 8.
Somasunderamm, the Tamil Union cricketer who has
been playing for his club for over 20 years, is at the
head of the howling, closely followed by L. V.
Jayawcera who bids fair to step in Horan’s boots in
the near future as the chief Ceylonese bowler. He
bowls left-arm, and when Horan could not turn out
against the New Zealanders. he was the obvious
choice. No remedy has yet been found for the drawn
games of Saturday afternoon cricket. Some clubs
tried Sunday cricket, but that was only experimental
and does not seem likely to be taken up in carnest.

FOOTBALL.

The Rugby code is mnow definitely the more
popular, especially as the Ceylonese, too, have taken
to the game in real earnest. Reference has already
been made to the close mateh the Ceylonese gave
Up-country in the final of the Clifford Cup match,
after having defeated the United Services easily in
the semi-final. The other semifinal is the annual
U p-country—Low-country match in August  week.
This was a great struggle and ended in a draw, neces-
sitating a re-play at Kandy, which Up-country just
won by the only try scored in the match. The
Inter-District matches were also very keenly con-
tested and were notable for the fact that Colombo
did not have everything their own way. They started
well, but accidents laid out some of thew best players,
while a revival in the hill districts saw Dimbula,
Uva and Kandy battling for the honours towards the
end of the season. The issus was not deeided till
the final match between Kandy and Dimbula, and the
latter by winning established themselves as  cham-
pions, showing a most welcome return to their pre-
war prowess after a long lean period.

The soccer season in 1927 will long be remem-
bered for the domination of the barefooted players
during the first half, The Police went off with a
dash from the start, due to the excellent showing of
their bootless forwards, and soon the Government
Services followed suit. In fact ene feared that the
barefooters would swamp the League, but soon the
wet weather set in and the tables were turned.  The
C. H. & F. C. showed a return to winning form, but
It was too belated to give them a chance of retaining
the championship. The C. L. I. and the R, A, ran
a close race towards the end of the season and it
was only in the last week hat the former were able
to prevail,

The Tamil Union kept up the reputation of
booted footballers in the “B” division by beating
the Sunbeam F. €. and winning the chaﬁipionship,
while in the ‘“C” division the  R. A - were easy
vietors. .

LAWN TENNIS.

The Championship meet at Nuwara Eliya this
year turned out a brilliant success aftor making a
modest  beginning, The “‘stars”  were few—the
Alstons, Dy, Gunasckera, Balfour being absentees—
but when in the latter part of the programme they
began to scintillate, the tennis reached a very hirt-;"h
standard. The tennis final was contested by L. V.
Lioos, the holder, and 0. M. L. Pinto, the finest
Ceylon temnis player of recent years, Pinto wag
afflicted by his usual cramp early in the tournament,
i‘lp_Jlt this vear he was knocked out of the other events

iy : i . | qundation. : s
result of his consistent performanueaEé%%%%?g%@%avana dl .oﬁ&fp wus able to reserve all his energies for the
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singles event. In the final he produced tennis of a as usual roused a great deal of
very high order indeed and beat hisz rival in straight Men's event Rennie, who had

sets. His form
contirmed the
opinion that he

was the greatest
tennis player pro-
duced by Ceylon
in the present age,
Mrs, Dewhurst
won the women's
flnal from Mrs.
H. P Williams
and thereby re-
tained her fitle,
but did not en-
hance her repufa-
tion, for when she
was in danger of
losing, she saved
the mateh by
resorting to “pat-
ball ” tactics and
wearing out her
opponent.  Mrs.
Dewhurst has
sinee turned pro-
fussional in Eng-
land and thereby
forfeits her

Ceylon title, Photo by) : [Plate, Ltd
MEN’S DOUBLES FINAL in the Colombo Garden Club Championship TLawn Tennis

The Garden

Tournament.
Club Tournament
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interest. In the

created a very
good impression

at Nuwara Eliya,
carried all before
him, while in the
Ladies' event
Mrs, Williams
could not play
through the tour-
nament and the
title went to Mrs,
I..MeD. Robison.

The Lawn Club
Tournament was
notable for the
defeat of Pinto
by Dr. Gunase-
kera. The final
match was atitan-
ic struggle and
in the final set
Pinto held the
lead when he was
afflicted by cramp
again and Dr.
(Gunasekera ran
out. the winner,
1t is feared that
Pinto may have
to keep out of
tournaments in
future,

Plate, Ltd}

BURDLETT TROPHY GOLF—The teams in the annual match between Golombo and Up-country for the Burdett Trophy which

was played this year at €olombo and ended in,an easy victory for the home team.

*



‘\'Pfiﬂfn byl
THE ENGLISH LADIES H EY TEAM to Australia pls

is a group of the two teams.

[Plate, Lid.
The above

Photo b;_t] . [Plate 1i1d,
TGT ; Match in Angust Week,




Phato by] [Plate, Ltd.
NEW SOUTH WALES RUGBY TEAM - en route to England played a match in Colombo against a Ceylon XV. The two
teams with the Manager of the fourists as the central figure.

Photo by) [Observer,
THE NEW ZEALAND CRICKET TEAM 16" €ngiand played 'a” 'match with Ceylon on their way back. The above is a
group of the two teams with Dr, C. H, Gunasekera, the Ceylon skipper, as the central figure,




FPhoto by ] [Plate, Ltd
CLIFFORD RUGBY CUP FINAL.—A group of the two teams, Up-country and Ceylonese, who were engaged in a tremendous

tussle in tte Clifford Rugby Cup Final. TUp conutry just won by 11 points to 8.

Photo by)

[Plate, Ltd,
THE AUGUST WEEK RUGGER MATCH betweén Low-Counfry and; Uy country ended in a thrilling tie neither side scoring,

m‘h ',




Phato by] [Plate Lid.
AUGUST WEEK CRICKET country Cricket Match in August Week ended in a draw. 'The
: cketer A. L. Gibson as the cenfral figure.
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Photo byl
AUGUST WEEK S0CC ; m the annual Colombo—Up.country Soccer Match played
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(CEYLON GOLF CHAMPIONSHIP
winner, and D. ¥. Fitzgibbon runner up in the Ceylon

[Plate Ltd-
—K. Logan (left),

Golf Championship, 1927,

Photo by)

—

Pf:ofu by]

Ca

Photo by [Plate Ltd.
LADIES GOLF CHAMPIONSHIP—Mrs, G. C. Thornton
(seated left), the winner of Ladies Golf Championship,
Mrs. T. Cuming (seated right) the runner up, and Mys.
Creasy and Mrs, Battams (semi.finalists.)

[Plate, Ltd,

A 8. BOOTH: —the Colomho
Golf Club Champion

[Plate, Ltd.
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Motor Tour 1in France

By R. L. SPITTEL.
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to Paris by a way designed to lead us through

the most interesting parts of France. We had a
mishap at Salon, some thirty miles from Marseilles,
but were amply compensated with the glorious songs
of nightingales during our enforced stay there. Soon
we were among the ancient Roman towns of Southern
France—Arles, Nimes, and Avignon; tor the Romans
lived in these parts through many an eventful decade,
reproducing the life of Rome in theatre, arena, and
temple. Still they live these mighty monuments, de-
fiant of twenty centuries, mocking our architecture of
to-day, and imbuing the modern towns grafted on them
with a wistful grace and wondrous grandeur.

DISEMBARK]NG- at Marseilles we took the road

The most imposing ruin at Arles—as wherever
the Roman left his mark—is the collossal amphithe-
atre that stands stark to the skies and dwarfs the
modern buildings that huddle around it. Tt has 45
tiers of seats with accommodation for 26,000 specta-
tors. Here the gladitors fought wild beasts and each
other, and the Christian martyrs bled, while the spec-
tators watching from tier above tier gloated over the
frightfulness of terrific death. There was the door by

ROMAN AMPHITHEATRE AT ARLES

which the defenceless Christians, with prayers upon
their pallid lips and God knows what of hope and
fear within their hearts, were thrust quivering into
the arfena; there the door by which the starved
and bellowing beasts leapt in; and overlooking that
door, that he may lose nothing of the fun, was the
throne of the Emperor under which the gladiators also
stood before the conflict and saluted—‘‘Hail! Caesar,
we who are about to die salute thee’’; there the spoli-

arium where the bodies of the mangled dead were
dragged and stripped of raiment and armour.

T see before me the gladiator lie:

He leans upon his hand—his manly brow

(lonsents to death, but conquers agony,

And his drooped head sinks gradually low—

And through his side the last drops, ebbing slow,

From the red gash, fall heavy, one by one,

Like the first of a thunder-shower: and now

The arena swims around him—he is gone

ire ceased the inhuman shout which hailed fhe
wretch who won.

He heard it but he heeded not—his eyes
Were with his heart and that was far away;
He reclk’d not of the life he lost nor prize,
But where his rude hut by the Danube lay,
There were his young barbarians all at play,
There was their Dacian mother—he their sire,
®Butchered to make a Roman holiday.

The lust of slanghter still elings to the place for
it is the scene of bull-fights on sundays In summer ;
and the stuffed head of many a valiant bull and ac-
coutrement of matador adorn the shop windows ot
Arles.

In the modern gallery of art at Arles were two
masterpieces that arrested attention, one for its sub-
tlety of expression, the other for its realism; the first
a study of the nude in bronze representing a man drag-
ging a seated woman backwards by the hand. The
woman was the embodiment of coy yet pleased reluc-
tance: the man's face wore a sardonic sneer that
told he knew well a woman's ways. The wonder was
that bronze could be made so eloquent. The second
was a large canvas depicting a  Morocean  soldier
decked in his proud trappings with pistols at his
belt, lying supine on the crags with a bullet
wound in the forehead : and just about to settle on him,
with wide spread wings and open beak, was a loathsome
bald biue-headed vulture that would soon, with others
of his kind, tear to shreds what was now but a fili-
hustering brave, monarch of his mountains.

Tf Arles evokes a spirit of the past in the visitor,
Nimes does so even more, foy it undoubtedly is the
most beautiful of the old Roman towns in Southern
France. Its magnificent amphitheatre rivals that of
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Arles, and like it is now the scene of bull-fights. Bui
Nimes has this special distinction, that it possesses a
wonderfully well-preserved Roman garden with beauti-
ful baths and fountains and, scattered about the lawns,
just as in the old days, exquisite marble statues,
most beautiful among which is perhaps that of a
youth and maiden with arms entwined just about to

THE BATHERE— NIMES.

enter into the water. Here also stands the temple of
Diana stately in decay. On the flowered terraces above
are seats where modern maidens fondle the faces of
their lovers oblivious of onlookers, while the sun-bath-
ed woods around are all of an echo to the gladsome
songs of rossignoles (nightingales).

“Apart from Rome,”" says the guide book, ‘‘no
one can know anything about the Romans unles® he
has seen Arles and Nimes.”

Nine miles from Nimes, near an ancient cave of
Bohemians, is the Pont du Gard, that Promethean
Roman aqueduct, the finest of its kind in exis-
tence. It is built in three tiers of arches, and spans
the vast valley through which the river Gard flows.
This collosal structure was designed to convey water
m a tunnel of masonry alcng the topmost tier of
arches. Along the lowest tier is the present road-
way. It is impossible to convey an ides of the im-
niensify and grandeur of this work apart from a visit
to it.

Our. only recollection of Avignon, for we onlsy
touched there for lunch, is the maenificent Palace o
- - . .h E
the Popes redolent of sinister traditions. Palace, mark
ou—of the Popes: a far erv this from: the huml!
yO1I—0 e Popes; a far ery this from: the humlle
beginnings of Christianity!

A charmingly situated restaurant on the banks of
the Rhone atfracted us fo lunch. But the realify
grossly belied the promise; for the feast, though the
little fishes of the Rhone contributed towards it, was
the most repellant we had in all our travels.

What with one thing and another we had been
dawdling abonut the south of France for ten days; bug
from now on we made rapid headway northwards.
Following the course of the Rhone and turning off
Viviers we reached high Aubenas at nightfall and
put up in a cosy little inn. , where to our surprise we
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met friends from Colombo, who. like ourselves, were
roating off the more popular high-ways.

Next morning we climbed the Ardeche mountainz
through delighiful scenery. Below us, as we wound

PEBELED STREAMS BPANNED

BY EEAUTEOUS BRIDGES.

along, were pebbled streams spanned by graceful brid-
ges and flanked by farms with cattle, goats and pigs.
We laboured up and up the high mountains leaving
the valleys with their streams and beflowered lawns
far below ; pine forests stretehed to the peaks where
the barren rock allowed ; an occasional lizard lazed »n
the stones by the roadside.

The gradient eased; greener became the land:
and now we were on the plateau of La Charade, a
more glorious place than which on such a fresh sunny
day as this, it would be hard to find. Rosy-faced and
flaxen-haired were the folk; and eattle pulled the
ploughs.

We descended to Le Puy in the valley where,
built on natural outerops ot stone, was some citadel
church, or effigy of saint. Women in old-world gar-
ments were seafed in open rooms by the roadside
making pillow-lace very like ours in Ceylon—for which
Le Puy is famous.

Through pastoral scenes and desolate roads we
made our delightful way. Reside a tree was seated
a shepherd girl knitting while she tended her goats.
Kneeling by her, her hand in his. apparentiy
beseeching her love, was & boy as callow as she;
he awkwardly ardent, she, the wily hussy, ap-
parently doubtful of her mind. Blush not sweet
lovers, nor disturb yourselves, for even as you do,
the intruding car that took you unawares is but a
speck in the distance. Such scenes as this: do they
not belong to vanished eras and imagined tales? No
they are here in the byways of rural Turope.

The roads which lead to Clermont Ferrand are
superb, thanks fo Michelin whose tyre works form the
main industry of the town. In these days of motor-
ing Michelin is a name to conjure with. The guide
book you ecarry is his: the map you are continually
consulting is his, the road signs warning you fto be-
ware of the dangerous corner or the ‘donkey’s back’
(dos d’ane) arve his. Tt is Michelin, Michelin all the
way.

Close to Clermont Ferrand are the famous choco-
late works of Sevigny, Royat noted for its beautiful
stones, and the Grotto de Chiene. The lapidaries of
Royat are famous throughout Europe. At their fac-

m Foundation.
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tory, one group of them lie on their faces all day long,
holding rough fragments of auartz to revolving whee!s
and evolving therefrom the daintiest of curios,
gorgeously tinted and marvellously veined.  One of the
show-picces here is a translucent freak-stone showing
a quivering droplet of water imprisoned within it for
cenfuries.

The Grotto de Chiene owes its name to the fact
that dogs entering it die of suffocation from the car-
bonie acid gas that meessantly exudes from the floor
of the ecave. One is conducted into it on a platform
raised a few feet off the ground, for the gas being
heavy gravitates to the bottom and is led off by a
downward sioping flue. A candle, lowered to the
floor of the cave, is instantly extinguished : and a pail-
ful of the gas poured on a flame puts it out.  You
may, if you like, descend momentarily from the plat-
form to test for yourself the suffocating effects of the
gas. A petrified human being of the stone age, harely
distinguishable from the rock around, is exhibited here.
A crude painting depicts how he and his skin-clad fel-
" lows had vainly fled from the flowing lava and asphyx-
iating fumes of a voleanic upheaval to which the
cave owes its prehistorie origin. The region about here
is highly voleanie.

All this country is rich in wines and mineral
waters. St. Etienne, Royat, Ilvian, Vittel, and Per-
ricr that yields the champagne of table waters, are
ali within easy distance of each other; and besides,
many a little village supplies its own bottled waters.
In French hotels and restaurants it is the limit of
bad taste to ask for I’cau ordinnaire ; and some hotels
impose an enhanced charge on a meal unaccompanied
by wine-.

Travelling north, we still have the road very much
to ourselves ; for both pedestrians and vehicles are few.
How different this to the roadways of England choked
with automobiles.

Vineyards and farms with their goats, geese, and
pigs fly past us. Milk-white cows graze in emerald
meadows. dere and there an old woman sits knitting
while she keeps an eye on & solitary grazing cow or
goat, perhaps her main sustenance. Furrowed acres
and green harvests spread out far and wide, but the
labourers who wrought the wonder are few. Often one
sees but a single ploughman and his team, and [ar
around him stretches the evidence of his toil in fur-
rowed land or gladsome harvest. The women work as
hard as the men: the sight of a woman at the plough

CATTLE PULLED THE PLOUGHS,

is not uncommon. Cattle are used for ploughing as

or a mule for instance may be seen yoked with a cow ot
a donkey! About the only combination there remain-
od for us to see were a dog and a goat pulling a plough!

The small French farmer, is an affluent, contented
and industrious fellow, working on his beloved land
from dawn till dark. Tt is the ambition of every
Frenchman to own and work his own acres—at leasl
so the chauffeur told us, and even he, though he hailed
from fashionable Cannes, had this for his ambition—
but how much of it was prompted by the atmosphere
of quietness and contentment these pastoral scenes
imbued, and the fact that he contemplated matrimony
in the near future, we could only guess. The day s
long passed, when the people of these lands were but
vassals to the puissant nobles and proud princes, whosc
magnificent chateaux bespatter the country—exquisite-
but empty and outlasted things now only of historical
mterest.

There are a folk, however, to whom possession of
land is less than dust—and they are those inconse-
quent, happy-go-lucky fellows, the gipsies to be seen
in every country of Kurope—whether in France, Italy,
Austria, or England. Here by the roadside, we would
pass an outspanned waggon with a gipsy and his
wife seated on the grass, weaving baskets; there
two or three waggons by some stream or in a meadow
with the entire community of them fashioning their
withies or eating a simple meal of bread and salad;
their grimy, flaxen-haired, blue-cyed little urchins
tumbling over each other on the grass or rolling and
somersaulting about; while their ponies eropped
other's fields.  Sometimes we passed them cn
route, the whole family plus their entire belongings,
packed tightly into the waggon; a man or woman
walking alongside the pony that draws them; and
slung to the back of the waggon, a bundle of osiers, a
bicycle, and most winsome touch of all, a bird in a
cage. Careless loiterers of the pathways though
they be. they are under the surveillance of the law
like the rest of us, for their waggons are licensed and
numbered ; and they are not allowed to enter towns
owing to their foul and thieving ways.

GIPSIES AT MEALS.

The shade trees of France are mainly chestnuis,
oceasionally cherries ; while in some places the tower-

ing popular avenues are quite the most graceful feature
of the landscape.

The gates at level crossings run on wheels like
bieyele wheels, or lift vertically up on pivots activated

much as horses; often the teams are umints oy horggham Fbyntheicturn of a crank.
noolaham.org | aavaﬁham.org



We were now nearing the series of magnificent
chateaux along the bank of the Loire-Valency,
Chambord, Blms and the rest. Some of these still
contain priceless paintings, tapestries, and relics. In
their day most of them were strongholds, with moat
draw-bridge and battlement, which had stood the brunt
of many a siege. During the revolution they were
attacked and pillaged mercilessly and their owners
sent to the guillotine. The scars of these happenings
may still be seen on some of the walls. Storied
chateaux of the knightly days of France, the homes of
pride and splendour and ruthless power, to-day, even
like the mightier palaces of Versailles and Fontainbleu,
on exhibition for a few francs.

Those of the smaller chateaux now in occupation
belong, not to the descendants of the old nobles, but to
some rich merchant or manufacturer, for the nobles
are too poor to maintain them.

The chateau de Valencay is the first we visit. It,
singularly enough, is owned by the present Duc de
Valencay. But when he is away, as he usually is,
his butler shows you round in a manner worthy of the
sefting.  On the beautiful lawns strut peatowl, some
of them white. Fine trophies of the chase—the chateau
has its own park and forest—adorn the walls of the
hall: great boar heads and deer heads with twelve
magnificent tines that would rival those of the lordly
moose. The carpetted rooms hold many a mafchless
treasure: there are a painting of the young Madam ie
Brun by herself (how fond she was of being her own
model), a marble bust of Napolean by Canova, trap-
pings of the gorgeous Tallyrand (ancestor of the present
duke and friend of Napoleon), his club-foot shoe,
and the last pen with which he wrote.

Chambord comes next. It is perhaps the finest
of the chateaux here, but from a distance it assurses
fantastic form with its jutting spires, turrets, and
chimneys. It was built in the 16th century for
Francis T; and was the hunting box of Louis XIV and
of many another before him. The ladies of the Court,
sitting on the baleony overlooking the forest across the
spacious lawn, used to watch the hunt,

To-day 20 miles of wail surround the forest and
keep the game in. There are six gates, each flanked
with the pavilion of a forest keeper. The Cosson, 2
tributary of the Loire, crosses this woodland of 12,000
acres which contain 6 farms and a village of 800 inha-
bitants. Parties who lease the hunting rights fore-
gather at the inn hard by, and hunt with dogs, the
boar and deer, pheasants, and partridge with which
the forest abounds. The castle itself is empty of
treasures, for it was sacked by the revolutionaries
who abhorred the name of Louis X1V, whose licentious
splendour planted the first seeds of the revolution,
Was it not his successor Louis XV who foretold truly
that the revolution would come, not m his but in his
son’s time?

The chateau of Blois is on the other bank of the
Loire. Here that cruel’ Queen Catherine de Medizi
passed away amid gilded splendour (1589). Her ora-
tory and stady are still preserved, the latter covered
with 237 carved wooden panels, all of different design.
Dark tragedy haunts the place. It was here, in the bed.
room of King Henry III, that the Duc de Guise was

trapped and assassinated, while the hidinéigiﬁ%dﬁwfﬁbolaha
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ed the treacherous deed on his guest. That same night
was the Cardinal of Lorraine, brother of Guise,
slaughtered in the dungeon, and even as he lay mort-
ally wounded the king went up to him and stamped
on his writhing face saying he would look more majes-
tic dead than alive. Chateau still alive with memories
of splendour and erime.

It was our way to avoid big towns and
and put in it possible at little ones. Cold
and lonely was the road flanking the Loire; and
just as it darkened we were fortunate to happen on an
attractive little inn in the village of Vouvray just out-
side Tours. “‘Restaurant du Pont de Cesse’’, it was
called, and certainly it was one of the very best that
fell to our experience. Between the inn and the Loire
was the road and a strip of woodland from which,
cven as we dined, came the notes of a cuckoo and a
roosting nightingale whose song we heard all night
through fitful awakenings. The wine of Vouvray is
famous. The attention we had at the inn left nothing
to be desired.

Better the clean and comfortable little inns of
France where you are a welecme and honoured guest,
than the fashionable hotels of the great towns crowded
with tourists and staffed with a superfluity of over-
attentive and grandly liveried servants whose one
concern is to mulet you of whatever they can, des-
pite the 10 per cent. added to your bill for ‘service’. The
smart little pages open the doors for you; the hali
porter helps, and summons a couple of under porters
to take charge of your luggage; the concierge is all
graciousness, the waiters the very soul of attention—
all exceedingly pleasing and pandering to your sense of
self-importance—if you could only forget (which you
dare not) that all this assiduous interest is inspired not
because you are a fine pleasing fellow but because of
the tips you are good for. How hollow is all this once
you taste the quiet joy and willing service of the de-
lightful country inns where you are wont to meet, not
travellers like yourself, but the folk of the country yonu
have come to see.

At 8 modest little inn in La Chapelle the
landlady both cooked and served a delectable
repast of herb-omlettes, steak and salad, home-
made peach jam, strawberries fresh from the garden,
and lemonade, Vichy, and cafe noire to crown
it all. The Basement was e dancing hall, where the
village folk gathered and frolicked once or twice a weelk.
Many of the houses along the Loire are built into
caves in the side of the low cliff, and trailing roses
rich with bloom lend elegance to the rudest homes.

At Nantes we reached the western coast of
TPrance and the mouth of the Loire whose pictures-
que bank we had hugged ever since striking its source
near Clairmont Fervand long miles away. Leaving
Tourraine we entered Brittany-—the land of orchards
and pastures, of old-world wind-mills and of quaintly
capped women. Fruit trees lined the roads. Oaka
and hedges divided up the meadows yellow with butter-
cups, very much as in England. Tn amidst the or-
chards the potato crops sprouted. Apples are said to
be so plentiful here in season that much of it is left to
rot on the ground despised even by the pigs. Cider
is a popular drink, but more so is “‘calvado’’ the
fiery cider spirit the hard-throated Breton loves, a
rifuewtagtasstul of which sets your head a buzzing.
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GOODYEAR’S
GreaTesT TyRe

Coming from a Company
the size and character of
Goodyear, the statement
which heads this adver-
tisement is doubly
significant.

It is issued only after
testing and weighing its
full meaning ,in terms of
the highest public
interest.

It is outstandingly the
newest, tested reason
why more people ride on

year_tyres than on
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Weaning time is always a difficult period in a child’s life.

The natural food

which the wise mother has hitherto herself supplied needs to be supplemented
and, in time, substituted by more solid food.

Baby's needs are greater, his digestion is
stronger. More and more nourishment is necessary.

There can be no better food for the weaned
baby than “Ovaltine’ Rusks.

This is because “Owvaltine” Rusks are made of
the finest flour—not the chemically bleached,
adulterated and devitalised flour often used for
bread and biscuits. They contain “Ovaltine”—the

delicious food beverage-—which considerably adds
to their nourishing value and makes then®more
easily digestible.

At teething time “Ovaltine” Rusks are invalu-
able. They break up readily in the mouth, whilst
giving just that assistance needed to bring the little
teeth through the gums.

Many mothers who have entered photographs
of their little ones in competitions for the Empire’s
Bonniest Children have told us that to “Ovaltine”
Rusks must be given the credit for the health their
children enjoy.

Every boy and girl should have these delicious
rusks with his or her cup of fragrant “Ovaltine”,
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Sold by all Chemists and Stores

QVALTIN

Manufactured by
A. WARNDERR Ltd. London, England.

Agents for Ceylon :
CARGILLS Ltd.
COLOMBO.
TM&. : j“

APPETISING
DICESTIVE &
NOURISHING




CEYLON OBSERVER CHRISTMAS NUMBER.

This is the drink that renders the Brest fisherman tha
most truculent folk on earth; and as they loll abont
the roads half-drunken, your ecar must await their

IN BRITTANY.

pleasure, for did you but touch them it would be as
much as your life was worth. At least so said our
man at the wheel feelingly—he knew!

Brittany is rich in chateaux and churches. The
people are devout. Though we missed one of their
remarkable “Calvaries’” we found that on Ascension
day—a day devotedjto the dead—every single soul we
met on the streets was clothed in black. The Bretons
are a distinet race speaking a Celtie dialect and per-
petuating tenaciously antique tradition and custom
Brittany is to France what Cornwall is to England.

We sped up north towards the Channel coast in
the biting air. At Bain de Bretagne we entered a typical
Breton inn—the ““Hotel de Quatre Vents.”” The lunch
was substantial—lobster, ham and tripe sausage (an-
douillette), radish, plump capon served with pathetic
feathery head, salad, beans, butter as yellow as daisies,
cider, and calvado if you wished.

T |

A BRETON INN.

St. Malo on the Channel coast is ramparted, walled
and intersected by narrow and tortuous streets ; old and
beautiful it is, but nond too clean, and redolent of the
odour of rotting weed. Just across the long and nar-
row estuary of the Rance lay Dinard. Lo reach it by
car would have meant a ecircuitous detour—we choge
instead the ferry, which took us across, car and all, in
a few minutes. Dinard is hilly and therefore enchant-

were lucky to reach it at the incepfion of the season
and not at the flux. A small fram plies its narrow
streets and frightens you out of your wits as it rattles
by. At Dinan is a superb equestrian monument
t5 the valorous Bertrand du Geselin  (1314-1380).-
Normandy is more picturesque than Brittany because
it is hillier, and hills create vales and slopes that hide
away the landscape beyond and intrigue the fancy-
Pinlk and white may and orchard trees were in glori-
ous bloom giving colour to the land. Those who have
not seen these parts may well picture them:—snow-
white sheep and magnificent pied cattle—jet black
and white, or rich brown and white—grazing in emer-
ald meadows beneath blossom-laden frees: all fresh
and green and lush and vigorous, the like of which 1s
not seen in the fropies.

A negligible deviation as we ran parallel with the
coast through Dol brought us to where Normandy and
Brittany meet, and to that sight unique in the world
—Mont St. Michel—a barren island rock surmounted

MONT ST. MICHEL,

by & towering abbey gurrounded by a shoal and trea-
cherous sea. The mount rises 160 feet and lies half a
mile from the coast, but is now connected with it, alas,
by a causeway. Cunningly has the graceful Benedictine
Abbey, which goes away back to 708, been wrought
into the rugged contours of the crag. Kver and again
has it been destroyed by lightning and fire, as oftea
has it been rebuilt to emerge more splendid each time.
1t need hardly be said the place is a Mecca of fourists.
The packed little hotel there provides famous fare: for
there is lobster in plenty and a light omelette for
which the place is noted even in France, the land of
omelettes. Labouring up the narrow cobbled paths
flanked by little curio shops vou wallk past a great
crucifix up the grand stairway and enter the gate of
the chatelet; thenceforth forgetting the cupidity
putside , you wander amid Gothie glooms graceful be-
yond compare. Attaining the heights you survey the
shoal sea alive with quicksands, the awful genius of
which has been embodied in a famous piece of sculpture
representing the hideotis agony of a fisherman being
sucked alive into the quivering depths.

ingly picturesque. Like most of the tawms,empy $hisianam FouNorppandy gave England William the Conqueror
coast it is a favourite resort of English rtourists orWeiavanahiig cegntburies ago; it was from Harfleur he sailed



with his adventurous band. This aneient duchy s
rich in Norman church and Gothic building and his-
toric castle ; it also provides the gavest of seaside re-
sorts. Through many a beauteous landscape and peace-
ful Norman village we came to Deauville, now asleep,
but soon to awaken to that riotous frivolity which has
earned for it the name of the “‘most fashionable hell on
earth’’; for here in the season Mammon is king ; and

beach and casino and race course and promenade

are replete with his moneyed devotees. At Deauville
as at Dinard and Trouville and many another town on
this coast are goll courses and tennis courts—sure
sign that it is favoured by the game —enamoured Bri-
tisher who will carry hig racket and club, not merely
across the channel as here, but to the ends of the
earth., The half-timbered houses of Normandy are the
prettiest things one could see for varviety and subt-
lety of architecture and decorativeness of design, with
an added quaintness of touch presented by the storks
and cats of China that begtride the spires and roofs.

The Frenchman, we were told, is ne great travel-
ler. His inelination is to stay at home, however rich
he be. Who can say he does not choose wisely.
TFor never does one cherish one’s homeland and its
serenity more than when one has travelled far. Was it
not a citizen of the world who said ?—

Where'er T roam, whatever realms to see,

My heart untravelled tondly turns te thee.

We left in the glorious morning sunshine for
Rouen, the capital of Normandy ; but scon chill winds
caught us and oceasional ran. 1t is often so 1 these
parts, you have the sun at one moment and ramn the
next in contrast to the sunny south. The wind strikes
you breathless and its chill needles pierce your
heavy clothing to your skin, and you snivel at the nose:
the enjoyment of the landscape is therefore not all

serene.
[ ]

We entered that famous Gothie church, the
Cathedrat of Notre Dame, during service. The silver voi-
ces of the choir and the thunder of the organ rever-
berated through its great and gloomy spaciousness
tinted with the ruby and sapphire shatts ot its stained
glass windows. Here is preserved the heart of Richard
Coeur de Lion, and the tomb of Rollo. the first duke of
Normandy. The service over, a father and his two
mites of two and three years, come into the empty
church. In turn he lifts each little one up to the
fount of holy water; the younger dips her hands and
teuches her foreheud seriously, the elder makes the
sign of the ecross. When religion veases to linger
in such edifices as this, then indeed will her day he
past.

We followed the zig-zagging Seine towards Paris,
The three great rivers of trance had befriended us.
First the great Rhone down south by Arles and Avig-
non ; then the Loire flowing west ; and now the Scine
on which Paris stands, performing circuitous antics
all the way from its sourece at Nemours to its mouth
at Havre.

We spent the night at Versailles redolent of
kingly destiny and romance. I'he next morning, ra-
pidly leaving behind us the quiet suburbs, we were
making our way to Paris along a road whose surface
was like that of a razor-strop, and raced by cars speed-
ing at well over 70 kilos an hour, all converging to-
wards the capital.
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And now we are in the very heart of Paris entan-
gled in a maze of cars, each steering for vantage of the
other and striving to make its impossible way. Every
mintte or two the whole pack of us halt ten abreast.
What a galaxy of cars, and how smart they look. Lordly
Panhards, Isotta Fraschinis, Rolls Royees, and His-
pano Suzas by the dozen ; bul Clitroens and Raynaults
cusily the commonest, not only here m Paris but in
alt France. Little racing torpedoes and eyeles wind in
and out of the crush heedless of peril. He must be
bold and ecol to drive in Paris, for, unlike London,
the traffic control is poor and each driver is more or
less a law to himself butting adroitly intc the smallest
opening and attempting fo shoulder competitors off.
[5 it a wonder that amidst the hoot of horns there iz
incessantly the hair-raising racket of creaking and
grinding brakes, and that one out of every two cars,
cven the eostliest, has its mud guards dented. That
is the sign by which you may know a Paris Car.

The night life of Parig, is it not too well
known to need comment. A dusky demimonde,
for the time the rage appears on the stage,
stark but for a meagre girdle of bananas round
her loins, and treats the aundience fo the lascivious
novements of a tempestuous hip dance exhausting
to watch. Then a little drama combining so ingenu-
ously the macabre with the vulgar that it is robbed of
much of its offensiveness, and the most adamant prude,
shocked to her foundation at first, remains to laugh.
But why go on? For though this is the side of Paris
no tourist ever seems to miss, there 1s a mightier, n
sublimer, and a truer Paris that this pen trembles
even to touch.
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BENBOW’S

DOG MIXTURE.

The Most Reliable Tonic and Original Medicine for Dogs.
W, Invaluable in Hol Climates.
I~_._I~.BOW’S Dog Mixt.m'g is recognised as the one Sure Remedy
for Distemper, Jaundice, Worms, and the ailments common
to all breeds of dogs. There is no other ‘‘just as good."
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L.egends of the P

By R. L. B
* There stood in that romantic clime
wa ;3 The mountain awfully suwbline

O'er many a league the basement ‘*?}?'fh‘d,
It towered oer many aw wiry head. .

Pure in wid-heaven that worshipped cone
A diadem of glory shone

Reflecting in the night-fall'n sky

The beams of day's departed eye;

1 Or holding, ere the day begun,
Iy Communion with the unrisen sun.”
e/ JAMES MONTGOMERY. \)

H‘“\TTON railway station—an early morning in handful of luggage, we take our way to the waiting car

. . —1{o cover the first stage of the journey.
the month of April. . . : J Y.
The route from Hatton to the Peak is a popular

The red tail-light on the rear engine of the up- approach. A motorable road covers the first seven-
country mail vanishing in the distance, as fhe train, teen mileg, and ends abruptly on Dalhousie Estate.

VIEW FROM SUMMIT !'I'F‘- ADAM'S PEAK:! PILGRIMS COMPLETING THE ASCENT.

having dropped a large number of passengers, puffoed

Here we join the pilgrim throng. It is the day
its way up the steep Gla(llent on its disciplined course.

before the full moon and they journey in great num-

There is an unusual stir and bustle—very un- bers—some returning, others on their way to the
usual for this early hour. But then—it is the pilgrim temple on the summit. Dalhousie is nearly at the
season,

toot of the Peak Range. We are so near, every fea-
To reach the summit of Adam’s Peak i a project ture of the rocky ba]l -shaped point is clearly visible

0] sible.
we had for a long time nursed. So, noop@ﬁﬂgg%ﬁ%gg:gﬁgﬂﬁﬁwmf white-clad pilgrims appear like strands

65



of ribbon fluttering down the steep sides of the cone.
They picturesquely mark the two approaches—the one
trom the Maskeliya end, the other from Ratnapura—-
which are lower down lost in the derk, haunted,
forest-clad gullies.

At the boundary of Dalhousgie we leave the land
of tea: The path crosses a mountain-ravine
spanned by a wire suspension bridge and rises gradu-
ally till we reach the first ambalam erected for the
use of the pilgrims. Nearby there s a large cave
formed by a mass of overhanging rock.

I we refer to that wonderful chronicle of Ceylon’s
early history—the Mahawansa—we are told, concern-
ing Kirti Nissanka, that ‘“‘being moved thereto by
faith this ruler of the land went up Samantakuta with
four divisions of his army and worshipped at the
shrine.”

Tradifion tells that fo mark this pilgrimage, the
king buried a great treasure, including his regalia,
beneath a boulder on the mountain-side. Accordingly,
some suggest that this was the spot called the cave
Nissangala Lena, while others say that the true Nis-
sangala Lena is nearer the summit.

Leaving the rock behind, we enter the cool forest
so shut in, that, with hardly any warning, the path
emerges on to the bank of a stream. The Sitala
Ganga is a holy river which takes its name from the
icy coldness of its waters. Here the pilgrims must
stop and bathe, purify themselves and put on clean
white apparel before continuing the ascent to the
Peak. It is firmly believed that if any one of these
observances is meglected the merit gained by the
pilgrimage is lost. |

We linger here a little and turn up the shady
valley through which the Sitala Ganga flows. The
sloping banks arve forested with weird trees, them
gnarled trunks and forked branches festooned with
long beards of white moss. The rocky ledges are &
peted with masses of pink begonias, and the river, as
we hear it, genfly murmurs as it flows over a series
of cascades. Oceasionally, there are deep  slassy
pools, as clear as erystal, where mysterious shadows
linger even at noon. Here, some say, the Veddah
Princesses of old were wont to bathe, The legend
originates from the following passage in the Maha-
wansa :*'Fleeing with speed they went from thense to
Samantakuta. The brother, the elder of the two,
when he grew up, too’s his sister, the younger, for his
wife and, multiplying with sons and daughters, they
dwelt with the King's leave in. Malaya. (The central
nountain regions of Ceylon.) From these are spruag
the Pulinda (barbarians meaning Veddahs.)'".

Returning to the path we continue the ascent.
LOH B s e 10 - over a rough surface which has but
recently been converted into a series of steps. They
are so very irregular in height that, if anything, they
make the climb more faticuing. For some distance
there is no special feature. The path leads through
the gloomy forest, the very atmosphere of which ig im-
pregnated with a mysterious feeling of awe and
sanctity.

We emerge from the gloom, at length, on to a
rocky ledge, on one side of which a number of amba-
lams have been built. This rock, which marks ont
the base of the cone of the Peak, is called by the
Tamils Usimallai and by the Buddhists Indi-katu-
pana.

Resting awhile, as do the pilgrims, we may here

CEYLON OBSERVER CHRISTMAS NUMBER.

come down the misty ages. Indi-katu-pana means
the needle rock. An early legend asserts that the
Buddha, when on earth, sat on this spot mending his
robe. Mara, the wicked tempter, noticing this, caused
a flood to rush down the mountain side. To his
wonderment, ag the waters reached the spot where the
Teacher sat, they parted and ran on either side of
him. 'T'o mark this incident the pilgrims, as they pass
up the Peak, make an offering of needle and thread.
The needles are stuck into the soft bark of the few
trees in the vicinity or are hurled dowr the giddy
depths; the threads, in knotted masses, fill the ere-
vices of the rock, while loose strands, carried thither
by the wind, cob-web the branches of the shrubs, and
the lamp-post opposite the ambalam.

The upward climb from Usimallai to the sumn-
mit is the most difficult part of the whole journey ;
and sets of chains and series of iron railings and lad-
ders help the climber along the side of the precipitous
rock. A description of this route by a Moslem pil-
grim, written many centuries ago, suggests that, at
the foot of the pinnacle designated ‘‘the place of th=
gateway.” were once iron pins on which chains were
appended. There were ten chains in all, the last of
which was called *“‘the chain of the profession f
faith,”’ so named because a person whe had reached
it and looked back would be seized with panie, and
for fear of falling, would recite the words “‘I bear wit-
ness that there 1s no God but God and Mohamet is his
Prophet.”’

The rock on which the summit shrine is built,
15 enclosed by a low parapet wall with two openings
to let in the pilgrims who come up the two approaches.
This quadrangular enclosure is called the “Maluwa ™.
We enter the ‘‘Maluwa’’ at one o'clock in the after-
noon, having spent four hours in the actual climb.
The enclosure is choked with pilgrims drawn from
every race, caste, and creed; and of all ages. Amidst
the grey-bearded patriarchs and doddering wizened
dames are tiny infants who eling to their mothers.
We sce the lame, the halt .and the blind. Some
have spent days creeping up the inhospitable path;
cothers, more fortunate, have been horne thither on
the shoulders of stalwart relatives. Yet bodily weari-
ness is all forgotten, and, in the midst of the appre-
ciable din and confusion, above which ever and anon
there rises the ecry of “Sadul” or “‘Arovra!”, ail
gather round the object of common adoration, and,
as did their forefathers of old, perform their res-
pective ritual of prayer and praise.

Sir Emerson Tennent suggests that this sanetity.
in all probability, dates back to the days of the abori-
ginies of Cevlor. The sublimities of nature, awalen-
img the instinets of worship, impelled them to do
homage to the mountain. Under the influence of
such feelings, the aspect of this solitary alp, towering
above the loftiest range and often shrouded in storm
and thunder-clouds, converted awe into adoration.
As various creeds developed, each in turn was drawn
to elaim some association with this sacred mountain:
the primary object of veneration being an alleged
foot-print,

Saman is believed by Buddhists and Hindu alike
to be the tutelary divinity of the mountain range.
The sacred Rhododendrons, which grow on the slopes,
are dedicated vo him and, in his honour, the butterfly
takes the name of Samanalaya. The story is told,
when large flights of them are seen going in one direc-

look on at one of the little ceremonieBigwhichoyHdseaham Giowidakeit they are all making for the Peak, where
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they go to dash themselves against the precipitous
sides and to die!

The early Sinhalese legends impute that if was on
Saman's special entreaty that the Buddha visited the
Peak and there left his foot-print. The Mahawansa
records the event ag follows:—'“ When the Teacher,
compassionate to the world, had preached the doctrine
there (at Kelaniya) he rose and left the ftraces of
his foot-step plain to sight on Samantakuta and. after
he had spent the day as it pleased him on the side of
the mountain with the brotherhood, he set forth to
Digahavapi.” (Turnour).

This tradition has become an article of faith.

A curious story is told as to how the sacred mark
on the summit of the Peak was discovered. King
Walagambahu, who ascended the throne a century
before the Christian Era, was driven out of the capital
by Malabar invaders, after he had reigned five
months. For years he wandered a fugitive in the
mountain fastnesses. living on herbs and fruit and by
means of the chase. One day, while in a cave on the
slopes of the Samanala mountains, he saw a deer in
the distance. He stalked the animal to kill it. But,
strangely, the deer kept just beyond his reach, slacken-
ing or increasing its pace, or stopping altogether, just
exactly as the King did in hig effort to approach it.
They had reached the top of the mountain. Suddenly
fhe deer vanished. Walagambahu hurried to the spot.
and there discovered the mark. It was then revealed
to the king that, in this strange manner. the guardian
divinity made known to him the spot »m which Buddha
had left the impress of his sacred foot.

Another popular befief s that the true impression
was left on a precious stone (menik-gala) produced for
the purpose by Saman and that this relic lies buried
beneath the large roek on the summit.

The exposed hollow is imputed fo be an artificial
print cut on the order of Kirti Nissanga, the first of
the Sinhalese monarchs who undertook a pilgrimage
to the Sri Pada.

The belief of the Hindu is based on the legend,
that Siva. in one of his manifestations, retired to this
mountain for the performance of certain devotional
austerities. and that, on their conclusion, to comme-
morate his abode there, left the impress of his foot.

This memento of the presence of Siva on the
spot came to be called, by the Hindu Sivaites, Sivan-
oli-padam (the sacred foot-print of Siaj. The moun-
tain was accordingly known to them as Swargarrhan
(the Ascent to Heaven). Holy Sanyasis still continue
to search, as did their forerunners, for the plant
“‘Qansevi’’, the tree of life and immortality, which was
said to grow on the siopes of sacred mountains ; but,
nevertheless, these Hindu traditions are not univers-
ally accepted, for they are not contained in the Pura-
nas. The beliefs probably date from the Solian mva-
sion, A.D. 1025, when the Maya, of Mountain regions,
were in the possession of the Hindu race.

The traditions which connect Adam with the
sanctity of the Peak may be traced back to the fourth
century. The belief was, no doubt, fostered by the
wondrous tales of the Arab voyagers—'‘Nof least im
interest among the marvels told would be those
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respecting the mysterious relic on the summit of Al-
Rohoun,”” so ecalled from the Rohuna division of the
Island in which the Peak is situated. The idea fixcd
itself on the mind of the Moslems ““that the mountain
of Serendib sprang from the site of Fden's garden
and was that sacred spot whence Adam was permit-
ted to take his last lingering look at the abodes of bliss
from which he was for ever expelled.”” According to
other ftraditions, it was the pinnacle on which he
alighted when he was cast ovt of the Paradise of the
seventh heaven, and where he remained standing on
one foot until yesrs of penitence and sutfering had ex-
piated his offence—so forming the foot-step.

The sacred relic, from which so many legends
spring, is sheltered by a small quadrangular building
called the “‘ranhil-ge’”, meaning the golden crowned
house. It is bedecked with strands of cloth and flags
oftered by the pilgrims. :

Below this temple are two bells, the constant
clanging of which never fails to attract attention.
The legend tells us that the bell proclaims the purity
of the pilgrim, who clangs it as many times as he has
made pilgrimages to the Peak, but that if it is rung
by an unclean person, or a greater number of times
than the ringer’s record permits, the bell will refuse
to sound.

We spend the night on the summit, The wonder-
ful sunset, the everchanging panorama, defeat des-
cription, so, as our gaze rests on Bena-Samanala, we
fall back on legend and tradition.

in the gathering shadows this mountain-top ap-
pears more plainly than cver to over-hang its base,
leaning over in the direction of the foot-print. It 1s
rigidly believed by many that it stoops and bows down
i silent adoration.

The story goes that the summit of Bena-Sama-
nala is demon-haunted and that no human being may
reach it. The legend is told *‘that once a priest, con-
fident in his sacred character, ascended so tar that the
light was observed which he had kindled at night
beneath this over-hanging summit of the haunted
mountain ; but that the next day he returned a con-
firmed maniac, unable to give any account of what he
had seen.””

Through the moonlit night we keep awake, It :5
impossible to sleep. The din and confusion dies down
only to be rekindled as fresh bands of pilgrims press
mto the enclosure; already uncomfortably crowded.
Thus, resting, yet keeping vigil, the night wears on.

Day break—and all are alert. All eyes turn to-
wards the rising sun which, in its dazzling brilliance,
gives rise to the belief that it salutes the foot-print
seven times by dipping below the horizon.  Cries ot
“Sadu!" greet his appearance over a purple range ot
hills ; then. hurriedly, all rush to the opposite side,
where the mysterious shadow of the Peak awes the
beholder.

We descended on the Ratnapura side, by the
“Gilimale Para’ as it is generally called. It is much
more rugged and precipitous and the perils are appa-
rently greater, for down the side of the cone there
are many series of chains and iron railings to help the
pilgrims along. At the base of the cone along this
route, is Manik-lena, signifying ‘‘the cave of gems’.
and a little lower down the mountain-side Heramit:

pana. It is from this spot that the asw%gjﬁizrgg%ty(}\ig%laham

cult and the pilgrims usually get themselves a
“herametiya’’ or staff to help them to climb. Hence
the name given to this rock.

At Dharmaraja-gala there is a flight of steps said
to have been cut by a King who himsell made a pil-
orimage to worship at the shrine. A legend suggests
that these steps can never be counted correctly—pos-
sibly no attempt was ever made to do so, numbering
as they do over a hundred.

Diyabetme stands on a level water-shed, where
the ruins of a little bungalow may be seen to this
day. It gives rise to modern legend which tells how
it was built for the wife of a Governor—Sir Robert
Brownrigg.

Nili-hela. the next ambalam, is perched on a nar-
row iedge of rock, which curves round a deep gorge.
1t 1s irom an appealing legend concerning this cliff that
the piace takes its name. ‘‘Niliakka™ was a young
mother and she lived on this spot, in a small hut
which was a never-failing refuge for travel-worn pil-
grims. One day, having placed some clothes to dry
on a hedge which grew on the brink of the precipice,
she sent her little son to fetch them. In his effort to
do so the boy climbed the bushy trees. His mother
watched him from the door of the hut. Slowly the
hedge Teaned over with the added weight. It bowed
towards the edge of the cliff. The mother saw the
danger. Running forward she clasped the child to her
heart. It was too late—the hedge still gave way.
Locked in each other’s arms they were hurled through
space—down—down into the giddy depths below,
where the waving tops of the great big forest trees
hid them for ever from view.

As the pilgrims pass and repass over the heights
of Nili-hela, this story is told. Leaning over the cliff
they shout *Niliakka'! and from the apparently
bott®mless depths, there comes back the reply “Nili
_.akka.....liakka.........akkal” The lofty crags take
up the cry, they throw it hither and thither until—in
the end—it merges in a hum of fleeting sound.

She will ever answer says the legend! Undoubted-
lv, the spot has a wonderfully eerie echo.

Palabaddala, a little hamlet which is the highest
inhabited spot on the route to the Peak, must, as a
matter of course, enshroud itself with a mysterious
story-

Long, long ago ,a pilgrim to the Peak, who was
very, very poor, took some leaves wrapped in a plan-
tain leaf, to eat on the way up to the Sri-pada. Hav-
ing arrived as far as this spot he was preparing to eatl
the food when he found that the leaves had, by a
miracle, been turned into rice. Hence the mname
Pala-bat-dola.

A few miles lower down. and we arrive ab the
village called Gilimale. Literally translated it means
“mountain swallowed up,”” and it possibly takes its
name from the fact that the Peak of the Holy Foot-
print is at this point hidden trom view.

So here we fittingly leave the mystery mountain
of Ceylon. Many more legends are associated with the
solitary eminence, shrouding it in romance as do the
morning mists. Some have gone beyond recall—mew
ones took their places. So will it ever be through the

successive ages as the ceaseless pilgrimage continues.
Foundation.
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cheerily through the Indian Ocean. It had been

an uneventful voyage, and she would be in Co-
lombo Harbour in three more days. 1t was the off-sea-
son, and there were only a few passengers on board.
The usual Bibby Boat crowd, Civil Servants, planters,
and what not. The female of the species in inevitable
preponderance. Some pink and prosperous infants \‘vith
their ‘more or less sea-sick, but flirtatiously-inclined
“nannies’’. One or two brides, radiant and dainty,
coming Hast for the first time. Joan Pennington
was one of the most popular passengers. A charming,
fresh-faced girl of twenty-five, she was coming out
to Ceylon to marry Richard Osborne, a rising Civil
Servant.

THE Bibby Liner ‘‘Bedfordshire” was ploughing

She was leaning back in her deck-chair, after a
game of skittles, sipping an enormous glass of iced
lemonade, and chatting with a planter’s wife.

“And so you're going to Galler’ this latter—
a jolly-looking girl, and the mother of two of the pink
babies—was saying.

“Yes, and I do so want to hear all about it.
What sort of a place is Galler Dick has hardly been
there at all, he tells me. He was at Kandy for three
years, and before that at Jatfna, you see,”” said Joan.

“Why, I've only been to Galle once, myself,”
replied Mrs. Henderson, it seemed a very old-world,
sleepy sort of place. Rather a good Hotel, 1 remem-
ber. And there's a harbour; and some ramparts where
one goes for walks. 1t was an old Dutch town, you
know, and most of the buildings and things are Dutch.
Oh! yes, and lots of Moorish people, and houses all
closed up, because the ladies are in the Purdah, and
su on'’, she added rather vaguely.

“Is it Galle that you're so lucidly describing?”
inquired her husband, a typical planter, burly of
frame, perspiring of face, as he flopped nto a chair,
““Well, Miss Pennington, 1t's really a most interest-
g old town. But as for living there, 1'm airaid you
may find it more than a bit dull. However, Osborne
will be sure to be transferred to Colombo before long.
By the way, there's an old gentleman from Galle,
who joined the boat at Port Said. Perhaps you'd like
to meet him?"’

Joan was delighted at the idea of meeting some-
one who hailed from the town where she and her hus-
band were to spend at least the next year or two of
their lives, and eagerly accepted the offer.

The gentleman from Galle proved to be an elderly
Sinnalese land-owner. A dignified and charming per-
sonality, one of the old school. He was a veritable

tory and vicissitudes, and Joan spent some interesting
hours in his company.. She became quite fond of the
old man, with his courtly manners, ana he, in turn
appreciated the frank kindliness of the simple-hearted
Emglish girl.

On the last evening on board, Joan was sur-
prised by his asking her to grant him a favour.

“Why, certainly, Mr. Wickramanayake,”” she
said, stumbling a little over the unfamiliar name,
“But we'll be seeing you in Galle 1 hope? I want to
meet your wife and daughters.”

““No, Miss Pennington, 1 do not think we shall
meet,’”’ sald the old man, gently, “*Our paths are not
likely to cross. Your husband will be the Distriet
Judge . . . one of the big men of the place. And I

. - 1 m only a plam countryman! You will not mix
with us, socially, and perbaps . . .1t iz better so.”
The old man paused, and passed his hand wearily over
his forehead. )

“But the favour— you will grant me, this one
favour?’’ he went on. 1t is this. Promise me you
will not walk alone on the Ramparts, in the evening.
Wilt you give me this promise. Miss Pennington?”’

Joan gave a merry laugh. ““Why, Mr. Wickra-
manayake,”” she said, “*Do you think someone would
try to abduet me, or are you afraid I'Tl fall over the
Ramparts, or what?"’

But the old Sinhalese did not laugh.

“Not so’’, he answered gravely. But our old
Island is an ancient, in some ways, a strange land.
In an old town like Galle, there is much that is mys-
terious. It is not good that you should run risks.”

*‘Oh, do please explain, Mr. Wickramanayake;
begged Joan, ““What can you mean? Are there
ghosts on the Ramparts? Well, do you know, I've
always longed to see a real ghost! But why would it
be worse for me to see them, than for—my husband?
Or don't the Galle ghosts appear to mere men?”

“Al, I cannot tell, 1 cannot tell,”” said the old
man, ‘‘but—there are stories, . . . traditions. Your
bungalow . . . the Judge’s bungalow, is situated on
the Ramparts, as I told you. It is a lonely spot.
However, I do not wish to alarm you. I only beg
you not to wander alone on the Ramparts after dark,
Remember an old man’s warning.”’

Joan felt slightly chilled, it was as though some
premonition of coming trouble stirred in her.

“I wonder what the old dear meant?”’ she
thought, as she went to bed that night, “I don’t sup-

mine of information on the subject ofbGalled iy Nistaham Resedthere’'s anything at all it.” She looked round
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the eabin, littered with the paraphernalia of the next
morning’s  early deparfure. Tomorrow would bring
Colombo and . . . Dick,

But the |1'nprussiuu was made, nevertheless.

A few weeks later, the Osbornes were settled
the Judge’s bungalow at Galle. Joan had been en-
chanted with her first sight of Ceylon. The three
weeks honeymoon at Nuwara Eliya had been wonder-
Iul, and she had come down to Galle tull of enthusiasm,

Jut now that the novelty was wearing off, she
was beginning to find life in a Ceylon country-town
outstation somewhat of a disappointment.

Her husband was at work at the Law-Court most
of the day, and, when he returncd m the afternoon,
there was barely time for lim to change and take
Joan to the Club for a game ot tennis. 1t so happened
tiiat there were very 1ew young turopeans in ualle
Just then, and, though Joan had had several callers,
there were hardly any to whom she felt attracted.

The Judge’'s bungalow, a huge and gloomy-look-
ing house, ddtmcr hom the Duteh days, was damyp and
cheerless, and remamul diseoncertingly barn-like, in
spite of the efforts of its new inistress to make it
home-like.

The weather was damp and oppressive. Iivery
atternoon great banis of ciouds were massed up, and
there were oceasional wild gusts of ram . . . forerun-
ners of the over-due monsoon.

Joan and her husband were standing in  their
compound, only vy courtesy could iv be catlled a gar-
aen, simee not even tne hardiest of towers could sur-
Vive long in that sandy soil. 1t was a stormy evening,
in early Uctober.

A few yards of scrubby grass-grown ground sepa-
raled thewr compound from the sea-wall, against
which, lar beiow, the sullen waves were dashing With
g dun pooming sound.

The wind sighed and moaned, and numberless
bats came fromr their hiding-places as the short, tro-
pical twilight closed in, and wheeled around.

Why 1s it that bats give such an indeseribable
scnse ot dreariness to a scene? Joan shivered slightly.

Ry

“Feeling dull, my darling?” asked her husband.
“Well it's not a very cheery scene, is it? What a
god-forsaken place it 1s, to be sure. Let’s go indoors,
and have a peg.”

But Joan still lingered in the rapidly failing light.

“Dick™, she said, **do you see that sort of mound
out there, on the Ramparts, just beyond our garden
wall?”

What about it?”

“Oh! Dick, it looks so much like a grave. I never
noticed it particularly till this evening. DBut somehow
1 feel sure it's a grave, . - . . and . . .oh, 1 hate that
mound, Diek!”

“Yes, I see it.

"My dearest girl,” said ber husband in real con-
cern, "I do hope you're not getting morbid. 1 don’t
stippose for a moment 1t is a grave. The Ramparts
are tull of rough rocks, and hcapa of earth, and
mounds and thlngb, that 1‘n'ighl- easily be mistaken for
graves. But, even supposing that it is a grave, dear,
what is the harm? Some long dead-and-gone Duteh
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““No, no, Diek, T don't think T am. But that
prave—I'm sure it is a grave—has such a sinister
sort of look. I'm sure some wicked person was buried
there!™

Dick Osborne put his arm round his wife, and
drew her towards the bungalow.

“I don't want you to get the blues, my darling,”
he said, ““It’s this beastly monsoonish weather that's
upsefting you.”

But Joan could not get the thought of that
lonely mound out of her head.

That night she could not sleep. The wind howled
around the bungalow, and the windows rattled and
shool at every gust. Irom somewhere in the distance
came the lunn drawn howling of a dog. She did not
want to disturb Dick, whuf long mmu‘l to tropical
slept peacefully the sleep, if not of the
just, at least of the purveyor of justice

conditions,

The clock on the Rampart Tower struck twelve
It seemed to Joan that she had been lying there for
countless hours. Indeed, in Galle, as in most tro-
pical stations, early hours are the rule, and by nine
or ten o'clock few lights are to be seen.

At last she could stand it no longer. She felt an
irresistible impulse to see that mysterious mound
again, 'I'ne moon was almost at the tull, and now
and again, as the clouds drifted, everything became
illuminated by the weirdly brilliant moonlight of the
tropies, bright as the day for a few moments, and
tnen as swittly obscured, as the clouds closed again.

Joan went softly to the verandah window, from
whence a view of the Hamparts, and beyond, the sea,
could be obtamed.

Yes, there was the mound, clearly to be dis-
cerned.

Joan gazed at it fascinated.
was 1 sowme strange eftect of the shadow or the
clouds? 1t seemed to the over-strung girl that sne
couldd disungush a hgure lymng on wne top of ine
mwound, a torm dim and shadowy. »>he telv that, m
some mysterious way, that shaaowy rorm was suni-
monmg uer, some rorce mmpelling her te if.

Was it fancy, or

She felt no fear, only a great longing to see that
dim ngure, vwo look 1n 1ts eyes . .. to learn 1ts
secret,

Just then (he moon became obscured by the
scudding clouds, and the rain which had been threat-
ening ail the evening hurled itself against the win-
dows m a burst of fury.

With a moan the girl crept back te bed, and fell
asleep, to dream ol strange and evil things, of hands
that beckoned, always beckoned to her, of red lips
that smiled, of a sott voice that whispered...... She
wole to find the sun shining and the sky blue. Dick
had already gone across the Ramparts and down to
the sea for his bathe, and thither she followed him,
pausing to look at the mound on her way.

On close inspection, it proved to be a roughly
piled heap of earth, grown over with the coarse grass
of the Ramparts. It was about six feet in length, and
even in the bright morning light seemed to Joan fo
have the unmistakable appearance of a grave.

ding over it a little, she saw something that

00
soldier, perhaps. You're bmd) not ““E@Wﬁa%’n%g?ﬂgcgﬁaﬁhfb%lq hL,r, lying nd]au,nj. to the mound, Ltnd ab
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what would be the head of the grave, there was a
little pool of blood, and the grass around was stained
with it.

“Perhaps some cat caught a bird, and killed and
ate if, here'’ said Joan to }u'molf But she shivered,
as she turned away, and she did not speak of the
matter to Dicl,

From that time, the lonely mound became almost
an obsession with Joan. Day by day she felt herself
irresistibly drawn towards it. Night by night she
would creep noiselessly from her hvd and spend hours
at the window, gazing at it. And always she seemed
to see that shadowy figure, those dim, beckoning
hands.

Her health began to suffer, and Dick to fear that
she was one of the English girls to whom life in the
tropies was an impossibility. Tt grieved him to see
little Joan with her white face, and the shadows
under her pretty eyes.

The weeks dragged on slowly. At Christmas,
there would be leave, and he planned to take her to
Kandy for ten days’ holiday.

It was the middle of December. Another moon-
light night. As was her custom now, Joan rose from
bed, and throwing on a light wrap, stationed herself
at the verandah window to gaze at the mound.

How gorgeous the moonlight was to-night. The
fury of the Monsoon had p‘l&.sed and the sky was
calm. She thought of Rupert Brooke's beautiful
Hfgsad, = La

““All the earth grows fire,

White lips of desire

Brushing cool on the forehead, croon slum-
brous things.

FEarth fades;”

And, as she stood there bathed in the moonlight,
it seemed to the girl that & voice murmured in her
ear; “‘The time has come," it said, and Joan felt no
sense of fear, but rather jovousness . fulfilment.

Softly, soffly she opened the outer door, crept
across the sandy compound. Out through the gate
in the wall she glided, a Tlittle wan, white figure;
out to the mound on the Ramparts.

The bats were swooping in undulating ecircles,
encompassing her, a sinister cloud of witnesses. Buf
Joan did not see them: she saw only the mound, and
on it, distinet in the moonlight, something lying, a
pale shape, draped in a shadowy white garment,
which flowed bazk from the rounded arms; hands
which beckoned ; a dim white face, with red, red lips
which smiled. Ah, dear God, what a smilel 1T
thinl it is with such a smile that the devilg in hell
welcome lost souls.

And a soft voice, honey sweet, like the tinkling
of glass, whispered: ““At last, at last! Little sister
of my heart, T have waited so long for you. And
now, now the weary waiting is over, and you have
come to me;, as I knew you would come. And you
shall be even as T am, little sister, one of the never-
deadl Ah, come, come, to my arms which wait!"”
And Joan crept nearer,

aearer to 1h|3*91'“?fﬁq PML’NS&Q]aham F
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hands, those wicked, smiling, blood-red lips, nearer fo
the grave of . the Vampire!

They found her lying there, in the dim dusk, just
before the sun rose, next morning. She had been
lying in the damp for hours, and at first they thought
she was dead, so white. so wan, she was, as they
carried her into the bungalow.

But Joan did not die. Loving care and atten-
tion brought her back, after a long and serious ill-
ness. She could give no coherent account of whal
had happened on that ferrible night.

She only remembered standing at the verandah
window in the moonlight ; all the rest was a blanls,
mercifully. They supposed that she had fallen asleep
there, and, walking in her sleep, had wandered out
on to the Ramparts, and fainted.

But it was very long before Joan recovered, and
she was a mere shadow “of her bright self, when she
embarked for Tngland, with her husband, the follow-
ing March. For Dick had resigned his post in the
Civil Service, as the doctors were of the opinion that
Joan would never again he fit to live in a tropical
elimate.

. Is that the end of the story of the lonely
mound on the Ramparts, or is it only .. . the
beginning?
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HE lives of the Kelani valley dwellers must al-
ways have in them an element of uncertainty un-
felt by us in our more solid dwellings. To them,

at any time, a “flood-tide of disaster” may drown the
careful labour of the year and the rising flood sweep
away in its wet embrace dwellings, crops and paddy
fields. Flood schemes have done much to alleviate
matters but here, as elsewhere, Mother Nature
takes a peculiar pleasure in thwarting ‘““the best laid
schemes of mice and men’: and even an enterprising
Government is nof proof against her sudden swift
rebellions—her disastrous upsettings.

During the recent floods an errand of mercy was
undertaken by the Ladies of the Ceylon Social Ser-
vice League and I was asked to join them in their
distribution of rice and curry stuffs to a little group
of marooned villagers.

Cars took vs the first 20 miles and then we were
told we should continue our journey by “‘Government
Barge". Swiftly to my mind rose visions of all the
stately pageanfry of the water. The King's Barge
and its gallant watermen sailing the broad waters of
the Thames; Greek Frigates and Venetian Gondolas
and I alighted from the car blithely humming the
“Volga Boat Song”. Alas! for dreams. How often the
ice-cold breath of fact sends frail Fancy shiveging
away. My eager eyes fell cn nothing more romantie
than—two planks nailed rather crazily across a
swaying raft, two empty packing cases for seats, two
knarled and grizzled ‘‘watermen’’ crouching  down
over their oars. ““Government Barge’ proclaimed our
guide and, nothing daunted, the sari-clad ladies step-
ped lightly on board and, surrounded by bags of ric:,
dried fish and curry stuffs, we sailed %o the rescue.

By now “Fancy” had returned, for though,
quick as a cat to fly dogged reality, as swiftly does
she return and mew round till you give her house
room in your heart. This time she insisted we were
discoverers of a new world. a mixture of Robinson
Crusoe, Christopher Columbus and Captain Scott—
with a touch of Noah and his ark thrown in. Every-
where the world was made anew by water. Around
us on all sides its blue stretch concealed green pad-
dy fields, high hedges, small trees and kadjan dwel-
Tlings. Now and then a tree poked up a protesting
head, the roof of a hut bewailed its fate and twigs
and branches erackled protests at us as we sailed by.

So we sailed on till eventually we reached our
destination—a school-room raised some feet above
flood-level, where families, some hundreds strong, had
taken swift refuge. After some agile balancing on
mud-splashed planks that oozed ominously at every
step, we climbed to safety and soon were seated with
bacgs of vice before us ready to begin the distribitiqn.
“Faney’” now was well content for she had much fo

oceupy herself with in the motely croﬂf&ﬂ?&%%?'?\]%élaham

Many Waters
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before her. Old men, shrivelled and bent : old women
crouching under the weight of years; young men with
flowing hair and scanty garments; young women
merry-looking and brightly clad ; young women an-
xious-looking with tightly clasped babies and every-
where children peeping between their elders, running
boldly out to stare or looking with unabashed longing at
the tempting food-stuffs. KEverywhere dark eyes were
fixed on us and ‘“‘Fancy’ stirred. There is an indes-
cribable thrill in the meeting of human eyes—eyes
that look at you from strange faces; eyes that are
cverlasting witnesses of a common humanity, of the
“unity in diversity”’, “windows’’ of souls that would
otherwise be closed to you.

Now ‘‘Fancy’ sat back and let ‘‘Fact’
take her rightful place. And “Fact’” was busy
with the mathematical problem of dividing her stores
in due proportion amongst the multitude. For each
adult afull measure, for each child a half measure
and now it was surprising the numbers of off-spring
with which each householder found himself blessed.
It needed all the official facts of the “Register’” and
the local witticisms of the village “‘wag’”, who kept
up a running fire of comment to the joy of the villa-
gers and the amusement of “Fancy” (to whom all
languages are as one) to keep the ‘“‘family’’ within
reasonable bounds. TFirst came forward the ““oldest
mhabitant™, a bent and aged creature who claimed to
protect beneath his flood-drowned roof 20 adults and 10
small children. When the Register had diminished his
cstimate to morve likely proportions he was rewarded
for his industry by a full basket of rice, fish and curry
stuffs. Followed in turn the rest, the elders first with
their ripe records (into which ‘ Fancy” usually
managed to implant a child or two of her own), the
younger men with their more modest claims, the
younger women, child-surrounded and lastly the
proud eldest brother or sister, acting-parent of a
little flock of smaller folk.

Some came prepared with baskets and bags,
some unhesitatingly pulled off well-oiled head dresses
to receive their bounty, while others were content to
hold out a fold of their clothing for the filling.

At last, somewhat weary with stooping over the
sacks, a little dizzied by the smell of dried fish and
damp, erowded humanity, slightly deafened by the
chatterings of the “rescued”, the shrill laughs or sud-
den wails of the children, we found our fask was done,
the sacks emptied, the multitude fed and we straight-
ened up and returned oozily to our waiting barge.
Around us strefched the all-enveloping waters, behind
us stood the bright-eyed erowd smilingly watching our
progress, and well pleased. “Fancy’” taking her last
flight before sinking down fo her night’s rest, mur-
mured “many waters cannot quench love, neither

can the floods drown it,”’

noolaham.org | aa\qeimaham.org
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Barry Makes Good
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ARRY'S mistress and her brother’s V. A. Barry licked her chin apologetically and gurgled.
5‘}){ on the lawn and waited for the tea-tray. “You should hear him trying to talk, Mr. Field-
James Reeson, as bt‘.I('ilI'I'll_‘“ﬁ hi:!l.(l-\":‘iil']\'illg ing. Barry-boy, whose lad are you?"
planter, had not returned yet from “‘the field.

“Be particularly nice to the old bird if he comes,
Sis,"" he had said before gomg out,” T want to touch
him for a rise.” Barry arvehed his neck and looked Lknowingly.
The V.A. was ready to swear that he winked at him.

“0o—oo0—o0!"" said Barry.

“You're a naughty boy, aren’t you?”

» Miss Reeson was doing her best to be nice,
which was not difficult, for the ‘“‘old bird*® was a “Are you a good boy, then?’
real good sort—as V. A.’s go. He had been due to “Oo—o0—o00—o0!"
lunch with them and to stay the night, but for rea-
sons of his own he only arrived at five o'clock, after
Miss Reeson, thinking that he would not come that y : :
day after all, had decided to have a ride. Barry's nose 'lmr‘rc;\ru_l under the brim of her
A hat and knocked it off again.

“I've grave doubts on the point! Still. let it
pass! Now, whisper in my ear, laddie.”

Thus it happened that when the V. A. came he

; i i s £ s R L | i S ik e » i
found the girl habited and booted—=sitting on the o I gﬂrl‘”‘ the feller’s almost human!™ exelaim
garden seat, awaiting a cup of tea and the intimation ed ‘K V. A admiringly while Bar }I\ smiled happily
thﬂi he]- mare was rt'.ad‘\.‘.'_ (‘”l(‘l Il"\‘ﬁ I{l‘.’t“wfl” Tt("lf“.‘*tt’(f hﬁ_‘I i )]1“‘0‘:] }.]t’(‘.(l. Dl ar.

1 will tell you what, my dear young lady”, he went
on archly, “I—I'll double my last offer. Six hun-
dred rupees for Barry!”

The V. A. had greeted his hostess and sat down
beside her.

“(ioing out for a ride, my dear young lady?” he

Miss Reeson knew he did not mean it, but she
asked. "'l‘har s right—that's ntrhff NJHUU;{ like a e i i _ f 3 L
j ! i = shoolk her head and laughed.
ride for rosy cheeks, eh™: ;

*‘I wouldn't part with him for a thousand,” she
replied, looking fondly at the affectionate doggy face
so near her own.

‘Jimmy Il soon be here, Mr. Fielding,” she
said, ‘T was going to wait till he came to have tea,
but we won’t wait now.”” She signed to a passing

podian to bring it. ““Yes, 1 meant to have a little “What, wouldn’t part with him for a thousand?
gallop and give Barry a run too. He and my pony Hoots I'he V. A. assumad an air of paternal jocu
; lavity, **I will bet—"" he began, stretching out his

o =) B

are eating their heads off and runmning to fat!”
“Don’t let me keep you—when you are ready to
start. Halo, old man!”’

arm to lay a fatherly hand on the girl’s shoulder, but
his sentence got no further. Sheer amazement
silenced him, for Barry. with all sign of smile gone,

Barry, the girl’s great wolf-dog, had hooked his closed his jaws quietly but firmly on his wrist, over
paws over the back of the seal between them and de- the back of the seat. No one, however friendly,
manded a share in the conversation. The V. A. should lay a hand on his beloved nustress with him
stroked his head and got a friendly lick in return. there to prevent it.

. “You still determined not to let me have him, “What the dev—, let go, sir!”
Miss Reason?” he asked playfully. Startled, the V. A. tried to pull his hand away,

Hvery time he visited he asked his superinten- but Barry's grip, though as gentle as if a fold of Rel
dent’s pretty sister the same question and got the vet lay between his teeth and the imprisoned wrist.
same reply. was one of steel. He looked at his mistress as

“Yes!" laughed the girl looking over her shoulder though for mstructions,
at the huge silver-grey Alsatian, who, with an indeli- The blood had fled from Miss Reeson’s face
cate expanse of tongue hanging from between a dou- her eyes dilated with horror. She did not know that
ble row of teeth fhdt “Olllll have done justice to a Barry was merely holding the wrist, nor his motive
timber wolf, was trying to attract attention to him- for it; nor that his DPolice Dog ancestors had be-
self. ““What would T do without my Barry?"’ queathed him the power to do such things painlessly.

Barry, in acknowledgment, laid a pad like a leg of She was only aware that her dog was biting a gues
mutton on the brim of her riding hat and knocked it —of that guest's professional importance she did not
ot think.

“You naughty boy!’’ she cried, replacing it, el . Tlli:-.;‘, l-lwu: was w]_:al people meant when they
think 1'd really be better off w1thout you after alll” spoke of Alsatians being treacherous. Barry had
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been so friendly with the V.A. a second earlier and
now he was attacking him, The moment she had
subconsciously dreaded ever since she got the go-called
wolf-dog had arrived.

she said in a tense,

“Keep still, Mr. Fielding,”
Then she turned steady

hurried whisper.” *‘Please!”
eyes on Barry.

“What d’you ‘mean’ sir? Let go at once!” At
the stern, authoritative tone, Barry unlocked his jaws.
drew his head back and looked puzzled. Surely he
had done right? His obedience was instantaneous—
vet his Il]IHft‘I:“«H looked angry. Whv" It was a
queer world, this, for a dog. e had only taken a
natural step to prevent some bodv else’s hand from
fouching her and she was unmistakably incensed.
The steely glint which he associated with misde-
meanours on his part, was in her eyes, but he was
unconscious of any at the moment to merit it.

The girl raised her riding whip, o flimsy little
affair of whalebone and silver, but possessing a sting
like a scorpion. and brought it down twice, sharply,
across his wondering face.

“Take that, sir!”’

The first cut surprised him and he did not flinch
—the second stung him unbearably. for he realised
that he was being punished—and for an unknown
crime. Before a third blow fell he snatched his paws
away from over the back of the seat and sprang away
with a whimper of pain.

“I’'m awfully sorry, Mr. Fielding,”” gasped the
girl, her face pale with terror. “‘Let me look.”

“Oh, he didn’t hurt me af all, Miss Reeson!”
said the V.A. kindly, noting her distress. ‘‘Really
he didn’t. T was only taken aback for a moment.”

She took the old man's hand and examingl the
wrist carefully. Not a tooth mark showed on the
sunburnt skin and she drew a breath of relief. Only
now did she have the time to remember the fact
that he was the V. A.—an awkward person for a
planter’s relative to offend ! She recalled her bro-
ther's words:

“Be particularly nice to he old bird, Sig, T want
fo touch him for a rise.”

And now Barry had done this.

“He must have understood—what you said—
about buying him!"”" She said with a pitiful attempt
at levity, when the Big Man assured her again that
he was unhurt.

“Perhaps he did, the vyoung rascal!” They
glanced at Barry, who. with a mournful face sat
beyond reach of the riding whip and meditated on

human inconsistency. That his god should behave
like an ordinarv being ! Why, such an act was just

what he might have expected from the other human
who shared her house—which was how he thought
of Reeson.

““It’s more pvoba,ble he resented my touching you'’
laughed the V. A. good naturedly. ‘‘Some dogs are
like that—besides, such a consideration would be in
his Police Dog blood—you shouldn’f have hit hlm.
though—it’ll nnly serve to make him remember it.’

“T sincerely hope it will | He doesn’t liRe ,even
my brother to touch me, but he’s never snapped at

him yet. If he did such a thmg twigidisamyndedam Fo

thmqh half his life out of him.’

CEYLON OBSERVER CHRISTMAS NUMBER.

“It's natural in his breed. They are exceedingly
faithful pals. ™

Jimmy doesn’t look at it like that. If T speal
sharply to a servant Barry bristles and glares too,
which even Jimmy Hmug,h was a good thing. Bub
—oh! I hope he won't start biting. I shan’t be able
to keep him if he does. ”

(3

[ don’t think he meant to bite—he could have
viven a nasty bite if he'd wanted to. He only
‘arrested” me in obedience to his instinet. 1 didn't
even feel his teeth except when T fried to pull my
hand away. don’t think you need fear that he’ll
turn out a wanton biter—with careful training he
should be a wvaluable, h‘l_isi\\':_n'lhy. watch dog.”

“It's awfully good of you to take it like that.”
said the girl gratefully. Tt isn’t everyone who
would.

“Oh! I understand 'his mentality—that’s  all
Now, you might let him know he's forgiven.”

The tea tray lay neglected. Miss Reeson’s heart
was beginning to feel sore at the remembrance of
the punishment she had administered to her pet.
Barry sadly watched developments from a distance.
Huddenl\ he realised that his god was speaking to
him.

“Barry—boy!”’
But that riding whip was still in her hand.
Barry looked pointedly at it and slowly wagged his

tail ; whereupon she dropped it and held out her
hand.

“Come here, lad!”

With a bound the great dog covered space.
Gone was the memory of the two (mel blows which,
though not penctl.‘.ltmg below his fur, had seared
their way down to his very heart, because he deem-
ed them undeserved. He only Lknew that his god,
who had been angry with him, was angry no longer.

He heaved half his bulk on to the girl’s lap and
buried his forehead and nose in her habit. quiver-
ing all over his body.

“It couldn't be helped boy,”
arm round him, “‘vou should never have done such
a thing. I had to beat you to make you good! Now
shalke hands with Mr. Fielding and beg his pardon.’’

she said, with an

Barry was solemnly concluding this

ceremony
when Reeson strode across the lawn.

“Is anything the matter?” he asked after greet-
ing his V. A., with a glance at his sister's ia(,e stiil
challk-white after her hlghr. He listened to the tale
in ominous silence,

‘Is that what you're
cuss for?”

cuddling the worthless
he demanded angrily when it was finish-

ed. ““He's going fo get something now that has been
long U\t‘l(lllt"

He seized the riding whip and stretched out a
fierce hand for Barry's collar.  Miss Reeson flung
herself protectingly on the animal.

“Leave him alone, Jimmy, I've punished him
already.”

“I know what your punishments are worth. He’s
got to get a good hiding. L{*t go,”
undat;on\
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““Stop it, Reeson!” interposed the V. A. “There’s
no need to rub it in; and if you did beat him now he
wouldn't know why it was. As a matter of fact you
should be proud of him "

“ Proud of him!” Reeson reluctantly withdrew
his hand. “The spoilt brute | I'm always in a blue
funk that he and his wolf-blood will land us in some
serious trouble.”

“Tt’s not wolf-blood, but irresponsible mortals
like you that have given Alsatians such a bad name.
A high-spirited dog like him would have been quite
justified in fturning on you, if you whipped him
now, ' said the V. A,

“He'd better attempt it!” retorted Reeson.
“You won't be able to keep him much longer, that’s
one thing certain.”

He nodded to his sister and changed the subjeet.

After tea, Reeson put his sister into the saddie
with a muttered brotherly growl:

“If I get the sack, its your precious Barry Ill
have to thank for it!”

As Miss Reeson cantered down the estate road,
with the Alsatian racing her mare, the words
troubled her ears, till her depression was somewhat
dissipated by the exhilaration of rapid movement.

It was dusk when fthe rather jaded horse, hound,
and rider, slowly approached the factory on their
way back to the bungalow. Something strange about
the building impelled the girl to pull up and flash the
electric torch she drew from her pocket, along the
lines of windows.

Yes, a window upstairs was open—though, as she
was aware, there was no work going on that night.
Something overturned inside with a crash—a glow of
light showed for a moment. . What should she
do?

While she debated the point the wandering beam
of her torch rested again on the open window, and
the live end of a cigar, set in a white, down-bent
face, was revealed in the illuminating disc. At the
same moment she sensed a shadowy figure at her
mare’s head.

“That you, Miss Reeson?” The V. A.'s voice
floated down, scattering the eerie feeling which the
discovery of the open window had induced, for there
had been many mysterious thefts at the factory
recently and a village ‘‘habitual,” just out of gaol,
was suspected of them. Besides, she was abroad later
than usual.

“Yes,”” she called back. “is anything wrong *’

“T don’t think so. We're hunting for burglars.”

“Burglars >—at this hour? It’s not seven yet!”

“Not my faultl The watcher heard a spook or
something and came up to the bungalow to tell us.
Your brother’s searching the rollers and sirocceo atb
present.” The laconic voice was frankly sceptical.
“But come along inside and walk back with us.  Your
horse-keeper’s somewhere about ; we brought him and
some others to help secure the thief.”

“He’s here—but what about the burglar?”’
“Oh, we'll see that he doesn’t get you; we’ve
guns!”’

The girl laughed.

“I’ll be up in a moment.”
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There followed a light thud on the ground, as
she slid from fhe saddle, and the lusty patting of a
horse’s neck. The syce lit a lantern and handed it to
her, and led the mare away. Reeson joined her and
they went upstairs, followed by Barry, and two coolies
with another lantern.

“No burglar anyvwhere there,” reporfed Reeson.
“We'll just squint round the other two lofts again.
You wait here with Mr. Fielding, Sis.”

“Was this floor examined properly?’” asked the
girl.

“It was gone through with a fine-toothed comb,™
said the V. A. ““Get on with it then, Reeson, if
vou must.”’

Reeson and the coolies disappeared up a flight
of steps. Enclosing three sides of the square opening
at the first-floor landing was a convenient rail, on
which the V.A. and Miss Heeson leant their elbows
looking down on the silent machinery below. A large
number of withering-tats had been dismantled for
repairs, creating an airy space before them. Behind,
along the glazed weather-boarding, where the open
window which had attracted the girl’s attention was
situated, stood two rolls of jute hessiann for renewing
the tats; and the old tats themselves iay piled nearly,
just as the carpenters had left them alter work.
Alongside the hessian, several dozens of topless and
bottomless tea chests—the four side-hooks nailed to
gether and placed diagonally above each other, to air
—towered like enormous pillars. A three-fool pas-
sage lay between the wall and the landing rail on
the side.

Barry nosed about amcng the tats.

“Jimmy’s often had false alarms of burglars in
the factory,” said the girl, “‘but he’s never found
one yet."’

“I don't think he’ll find one to-day. The place
was®being locked up when I passed, which was quite
early, and unless someone was hiding inside it then
he couldn’t have got in undetected afterwards. It
was still quite light when the watcher came with his
tale of having heard a sound inside.”’

“All the same gsomeone 1s stealing tea. and it is
worrying Jimmy. It's not anyone mn the factory,—
he’s sure of that.”

“He was telling me about it,” said the V.A.
gravely, ‘‘Also that he had fined the watcher for it
—which, no doubt. is the cause of this wild-goose
chase.””

““Perhaps the walcher wanted to impress the
Agent-Dorai and show him what a good man he is!
But there’s something there, Mr. Fielding.

Barry had whined excitedly. Miss Reeson turned
and flashed her torch about among the hessian scraps,

““A rat probablv—yes, there he is! Just hold the
lantern up, Miss Reeson. T'll pot him."

The V.A.'s vears fell away from him ai the pros-
peet of some sport.  Miss Reeson gingerly carried out
her part, having pocketed her torch and wrapped her
habit about her. The rat vanished round an un-
opened keg of nails and needed some judicious stimu-
lation to show itself; then the V.A.’s revolver spoke
deafeningly, causing Barry, who had been busy in
quite® another direction, to spring nervously into the
air.

m Foundation.
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The rat crept back behind the little keg, leaving
a erimson trail, and the V.A., his dignity forgotten,
hunted it like an eager school boy.

“Hullo!”" shouted Reeson, peering over the upper
landing. ““What's the matter?”

“Only a rat, Jimmy,” replied his sister. “My.
Fielding shot it. What are you laughing at?”

Reeson had doubled over the rail with merriment.

“I might have known it was a rat,”’ he orinned,
“from the way you're hugging vour petticoats!”’

The girl hastily dropped the handful of skirt she
held.

“A riding-habit is pez a petticoat,”’ she retorted
with dignity. *““Have you found your burglar?”

“Nary a one. Il just look round the top loft and
then we'll go home.”  He disappeared again.

The V. A. hunted his rat, but Barry would not
help him, though wurged to leave the skeleton tea
chests and search under the hessian. He disobeyed
his mistress so determinedly that eventually she went
to see what interested him ; she flashed her torch for
a moment and then sprang back to the V. A's. side.

“Mr. Fielding,” she whispered, ‘‘there’s a man
there—between that nest of boxes in the corner and
the roll of hessian. Call Jimmy."”

But Barry's powerful serabbling precipitated mat-
ters. The corner pillar of hoxes tottered, swaved and
tumbled, and from the litter sprang a man in the
absolute minimum of clothing. The V.A.’s revolver
was in his pocket, and, hampered as he was by the
fallen boxes, his clutching hands slipped nupotently
on the oiled body which fled by, It looked as if he
would gain the stairs and escape, but Barry raced
round the landing rail.

What instinet prompted him?  As the intruder
slid round one end of the rail Barry slid round the
other—his body sped through the air like a projectile—
met the fugitive fair and square in the chest and laid
him flat on his back. Then. without any attempt at
biting him, he removed his paws from his prostrate
victim and turned away, locking bored. Again his
breeding told.

“Endiri!” snapped the V.A., revolver in hand.
The man obeyed. He backed towards the wall, his
hands groping behind him.

“Now, my son,” the V. A. spoke in English, if
you move so much as the tip of your kudwmbi, you
“now what to expect.”

The hefty, crop-hairedl Sinhalese had no Fudumbi,
but that mattered nothing. The V.A.’s revolver
covered him as he raised his voice: for teeson, two
storeys higher up, had evidently heard nothing. The
girl pressed herself and Barry against the rail. An
object slid to the burglar’s right palm with practised
ease, from his waiststring behind. | . .

" Reeson—Reeson—come here, we've gob him!"”

Directing the shout upwards, for a second the
V.A''s eyes strayed upwards too.

There was a scuffle—a shot. The burglar had
struck the revolver up and was grappling with the
old planter, who was full in the man’s line of flight.
The unarmed girl stood petrified.
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“Look out, Mr. Fielding,” she ecried sharply,
“he’s got a knife: oh! go for him, Barry—at him!”

A blade flashed by the V. A.’s shoulder, grazed
his neck, then rattled harmlessly on the floor.

Barry had obeyed.

IPor the second time that day the Alsatian had
grasped a wrist. And he retained that grasp till Reeson
and the coolies had overpowered its owner.

“Old man,”" said Reeson condescendingly that
night, «t a belated dinner, ““you really didn’t do badly
for a first attempt. T didn’t think you had it in
Vol

Barry forgivingly accepted a proferred scrap of
bread with a huge paw on Reeson’s shoulder,

“Do badly, indeed!"” cried the V.A. “But for
him my number would have been up.”

y standing
such a long time within arm’s legnth of that burglar,”
shuddered Miss Reeson, “‘before Barry and 1 joined
you, 1 mean.”

"I can’t get over your unconsciously

“He wouldn’t have stirred if he hadn’t been dis-
covercd: it was only when he found himself at bay—
so to speak—that his knife came into action. But—I
apologize most humbly for the unpleasant experience
you have had, Miss Reeson. I am exceedingly
sorry—

“That’s alright, Mr. Fielding. Tf T hadn’t been
there Barry wouldn't have either, and Pina would
have got away with some more tea. But—you said
that floor had been searched—what made everybody
overlook such an obvious place of concealment?”

“Its very obviousness, I expect,” said Reeson.
“Neither of us really believed the watcher's tale,
though I thought it best to have a look round. Tt
seemed so incredible that anyone would have the
brags to go ‘burgling’ so early. Bul for the rat
perhapy——""

“Not at all,” interrupted the V.A. “It was en-
tirely Barry's discovery. He wasn’t a bit interested
in the rat—we thought he was hunting it, but all the
time he was smelling that feller between the hessian
and the boxes. He couldn’t get near at first because
of the other boxes. Next time I'm round he shall
have the first collar procurable in Ceylon—and a
medal suitably inseribed. Yes—I mean it!”’ as the
brother and sister laughed at his vehemence. ‘‘He
saved some tea and he saved my life. But for his
promptitude, that knife would have been in me.”

“Don’t you dare taunt my Barry with wolt-
blood and treachery again!’ said Miss Reeson trium-
phantly to her brother. *‘Have you, then, quite for-
given him what he did to your wrist, Mr. Fielding?"’

"I never quarreled with him over it, my dear
young lady—we understood each other. He was only
practising apparently—from his later achievement,
ch, old chap!” Barry was at the V.A.’s side now,
with a paw on his shoulder. “What's amusing you,
Reeson?”

“I thought ol my sister and the ratl”’ laughed
Reeson. “However masculine women may pretend to
be, when there's a rat about Oh! Sis, if you
could have seen yourself!”

“I never pretend masculinity’’, retorted Miss,
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dress that had replaced her

afraid of the rat.”

habit, “but 1

riding
s t

“Nor of the burglar either,”” put in the V.A. en-
thusiastically. “‘By Jove, she was a little brick! She
seti Barry at him in the nick of time. And he obeyed
instantly. A pair of bricks, both,—bless ‘em! Give
Barry a training, Miss Reeson, he is worth it.”

The next afterncon the V.A. warmly shook the
girl’s hand when leaving, and rveiterated his apprecia-
tion of Barry's prowess.

“Are vou quite sure vou won't part with him?"’
he asked, at the end, teasingly

“Naot for all the world!"" she ]’1_-1;[]:"{! fervently.
“Well, well. T suppose
Barry will have to provide

man who wants
with a special

the
himself

license—a  bishop’s  license they call it here—an
carry off his mistress as well.”” His eves twinkled.

“1 wish 7 could do it!”

Miss Reeson thought mirthfully of the lady,
rather larger than life, who V.A.'ed the V.A. more
rigidly than he did any of his superintendents.

“Give my love to Mrs. Fielding. " she laughed.

NG E (if}(l[”:_\(.‘,
what T can do about that rise.
that you'll get it!”

Reeson—TI'll see
T Lyink | can promise

(3o n-[i;‘\ 2

“If the old bird is as good as his word, Sis,”
began Reeson when the old planter had gone.

“It'll be my precious Barry you’ll have to thank
for it,” put in hig sister. “*So don't let me ever hear
vou call him a worthless cuss again!”

And Barry. descendant of a long and distin-
ouigshed line carefullv-bred, Police
IJJ(J;;'S, looked as if he understood exactly what his
mistress said.
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FPHE following story was told me by an old Dutch

:l? farmer with whom | happened to be spending

the night.

very last  who might be accused of suffering  from

nerves. But the fact that he had a boy on guard all

night, outside the farm, aroused my curiosity, resulting
in the weird tale T am about to relate.

Not an jmaginative man, and the

“*See that hole in the bottom stair? Funny place
for a hole you'd say! Yes, and funnier still—that’s a
bullet hole—which was made ten years ago, on an
evening whose happenings changed me from a staid,
sensible being into a craven coward, and made me an
old man before my time.

I'd had a long gruelling day down in the mealie
fields and had just got back, dog tired, and was sitting
on the stoep hayving a sun-downer, when I thought }
heard something moving, just about at the head of those
stairs. ™’

L]
He pointed to the staircase that r1ed to the
lumber room or loft.- On the right hand side was a
wooden wall, and on the left, halt hiding the stairs,
was a strip of hessian hanging from the ceiling. At
the top, just by the landing, was a large rent, which
had evidently been made a long time ago.

“Now this is a queer country and you run across
strange things when you least expect them, so 1 caught
up my rifle which was by my side, went inside and sat
down in a chair facing the staircase, and waited. A fex
minutes had gone by and I was beginning to think
I'd only imagined the noise, when, all at once, 1 heard
it again—a dull shuffling—and then, to my surprise,
I saw a red eye glaring at me through thaf hole in tle
canvas at the top. Now a red eye at night may be
one of two things, either a lcopard or a baboon—both
unpleasant customers to meet when they are aroused.
Slowly T raised my rifle, and in a flash the eye dis-
appeared. So I sat in waiting. It was now nearly dark,
the last faint rays of the sunset were fast fading into
the deep wondertul blue of the African night, and over
all brooded that silence which is the forerunner of the
niyriad undescribable sounds that go to make up the
chorus of nightfall on the veldt.
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A Night of Horror

A SOUTH AFRICAN MYSTERY
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"It was eyrie to say the least of it. 1 expected,
i don’t quite know what, but it was something uncanny,
beastly.  All at once the eye appeared again. Once
more | raised my rifle, but onee again 1 was forestal-
led. Then I had an idea. I wenf to the cupboard, got
out a saucer and a boftle of milk, poured some out
and put the saucer down at the bottom of the stairs.
Then I sat down again, ready for what I thought was
bound to happen. Ten minutes, a quarter of an hour,
half-an-hour, until, just as I was dozing off, I saw the
red eye again. staring at me through the slit; and.
then very slowly and in absolute silence, the creature,
whatever it was, crawled down the stairs. As it reach-
ed the bottom stair above the milk, it raised its head
and looked straight at me; and never till my dying
day shall I forgeu the appalling ferocity and absolute
devilish evil of that stare. When 1t started to drink!
Slowly, my hand shaking so much that 1 could hardly
hold 1t, 1 raised the rifle, and—Bang! With an appal-
ling shriek, tne creature leapt, in one bound, from the
bottom to the top of the stairs; shrieked again, and
then crawled through the landing window out on tu
the iron roof. 1 rushed outside, and there, outlhineda
against the rising moon, was something. As it caught
sight of me, it started to shriek, at the same time
beating a devil’s tatoo on the corrugated iron roof.
Yell atter yell of insane mocking laughter rang out,
and then, 1t scrambled down the other side and dis-
appeared. I tried to follow, but I couldn’t, my ride
fell from 1y nerveless grasp, and 1 collapsed shudder-
mmg on the ground.

““When I regained to some extent my self-posses-
sion, I went ingide, lit the lamp, and sat all that
night in the chair with the rifle in my hands, watching,
hoping, praying for the dawn. As soon as the first
faint streaks coloured the Eastern sky, I got up and
started to search for some trace, hair, blood spoor,
anything that might give me the bllghttbt clue of the
idenfity of my ghastly visitor. There was absolutely
nothing. Could I have dreamt it? Possibly, but there,
as if to give the lie to such a suggestion, was the hole
in the bottom stair, and below it the saucer of milk;
and from that day fo this, for ten long years, a mys-
tery has lived with me side by side, da-ll\emng the
sunshine of summer days and filling the nights with

Digitized by Noolaham T iRy, fear.”
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A the gods give you strength to keep cool under
the strain of celebrating the same if it is pos-
sible out Rast? Cross-word puzzle fans will doubt-
less flap their wings and feel the pull of their heart
strings on finding that yours truly has chosen to pen
a few words on a problem equal to their own dry
pastime. ““ Can one keep
icy at Yuletide?”

By D. R. LODGE.
A

HAPPY X'mas to you all, gentle ones, and may

I
Cool Christmas Cheer ?fé
o

bration of Christmas Hve according to old tradi-
tion. Speed ye with much haste to your nearest
railway station and when the first train in has come
smartly to the halt crouch ye down by the guard’s
van and with the dexterity of a cantaloupe make
noise like an ice-box and keep cool. The result is
rstanfaneous, as I found oo tryine the experiment

Jast year when I caught

shout the crowd. “ Yes,

R?V-Y S I‘ES“‘?;\

a chill into the bargain
which cost me six dozen

it's seasonable,” shouts Y
little me. * No” shout
the erowd—and so fo

bed !

Anyway, thank good-
ness, we all know of
one solution if we feel
all hot and bothered,
but, mark you, be
patient in your endea-
vours: Don’t be dash-
ing—look before you
leap for life into the
back entrance of the
Tece and Cold Storage
in case you may have
forgotten to put on
those Jaeger * doings”
Mother so kindly sent
you last mail for
Christmas,

Some brain-panicky
nib blustered sweet no-
things at me the other
day about climbing the
Clock Tower at frequ-
ent intervals on Christ-
mas morn in order to
gain full advantage of
the invigorating and
bracing draughts to be
inhaled during periodi-
cal leaps to earth into
the seething mass of
traffic  below. This

modws operandi for TE .

- 7
;ﬁ%?

handkerchiefs, a tin of
mustard and a red nose.
What ecould bhe more
seasonable than a red
nose, dear ones, but
there, 1 forgot for the
moment that there are
methods of gaining this
jovial colouring which
a cold chill improves !

We all know about
“HWat more fruit,”
“Take salts at cock-
crow,’ and other hints
to aid eoolth ; but this,
my hearties,is Christmas
1927, when the finest
and most up-to-date
models in  scientists
are sweating their
brows to pulp in aid of
Progress. (Cheers and
applause.) Good
enough, and one for
their knobs, for they
certainly seem to have
succeeded to the
heights of Freeziology
on earth just in time
for Christmas Day, for
1 read in the Press that
a Colombo man (with
Ealf the alphabet lashed
to his name for life)
Las pronounced water
the last word in cures

gaining that frosty fee-
ling I do not recom-

LATE X0 -

for keeping ccol on all
occasions,  Something

mend in earnest, as it
is apt to enhance the
obstruction caused by a sea of barrels, policemen, and
other Christmas surprises which, from time to time.
are parked there.

~All the same T seriously advocate the foilswing
recipe for causing a cold and ghostly shudder to
traverse the length and breadth of your sun.dried
spine—a sensation most essential to gl provper dels-

81

tells me this gentleman,
bless him, has not sufi-
ered from corkscrew-elbow or revellers-knee.  What
think you? ** Sip it, drink it, drain it,”’ he sereams, and
should your supply of ‘aque pura’ fail run at the
dm{ble to the necarest Resthouse and ask for a cup
of teal’’

The female sex certainly have one up on us this
{6 My Brothers of the Tannin Tea Leaf and Latex



Basket, and might almost be deseribed as shivering
under our tropical sun. In fact, I am quite prepared to
sce a few skates and mufflers being carried about
on Christinas morn.  Fashion notes have blazened for
the last five years the fact that “‘skirts are to be
longer—1 don’t think. Doubtless, if the truth were
known, the mind's eye of the fashion controller is
ever Bastwards, in sympathy with the fair ones, guz-
zling hot Christmas pudding and dozens of mince pies
under a tropical sun. Have you nof noted that the
latest “slip ons’ (or “‘slip offs™"), T forget which at the
moment) are worn well above the hocks, thus allow-
ing  good whirling capacity in hot places. All the
latest models allow for a good air cooling system
out: Bast, in other words a general wind-up.

This all leads me to feel that the males should
follow suit.  How about bow-ties and bathing slips
to fit where they touch? That would make Bond Street
sit up and take nutriment wouldn't 1t? Think of the
economy, too, at Christmas time to be able just to
pop a eollar stud info dear Uncle Crusty’s stocking
with Christmas greetings. Do you not recall the old
time-worn problem as to why a cold was the mother
of a collar stud. What! You don’t know it? Well. to be
quite straight, a cold is a necessity, isn't it, and a
collar stud an invention, eh? We all know neces-
sity was the mother of invention, therefore, a cold
was the mother of a collar stud. Q. E. D. Better
this than the man I saw walking down Queen Street
the other day with a lump of solidified 11,0 cn his
head singing “*Ours is an ice house, ours is!” Pre-
paring for Christmas festivities for a certainty. What
a death!

Personally I have been prompted to get my hat-
ters (what!) Messrs. Dunnin & Dunfor, to make me
a patent topping topee asa Christmas present to
myself, from myself given by myself. This aforesaid
lid to be fitted with the latest three speed inteen-
ally combustible spray to suit all temperatures. The
mixture broadeasted must. of course, be little drops
of Rose du Barri, mixed with Icing Sugar and Garlic,
If this does not cool me down below zero I intend
entering myself for next year's Academy and remain
tightly packed in a cucumber frame all the vear
through until the following Christmas Day arrives
$0 as to ensure a seasonable nip of Yuletide cheer.
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Motor Cars

FOR THE

HOMEWARD BOUND,

You require help and know-
ledge to purchase a motor car if
you are to secure the best va'ue
for your money.

We have the experience with
twenty-two years’ information at
your disposal, and can give our
advice free. You will be under
no obligation to buy from us, if
you prefer to do so elsewhere.

Deferred terms of payment
are arranged to suit your outlay.

Second-hand cars are supplied
at the lowest prices.

New cars are sold and early
deliveries maintained.

Colonial requirements are
understood.

New cars are sold for short
periods if you are on leave.

MoRGAN & COMPANY,
48, DOVER STREET, W. 1,

Telegrams :  Victoreska, Ticey, London.

Telephone : Gervard 7361,
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N general it may be said that the Hill-birds
of Ceylon are better known than those of the
low-country, and reasons for this are not far

tc seek. In the first place the great bulk of the ele-
vated areas is cultivated with (]IL‘:II\ expanses of tea
and this fact has a two-fold dppl::,m:_;n, it compels
the birds to concentrate in the little oases of shrubbery
and trees that embower most of the bungalows, and
secondly it drives the planter to seel, unconsciously it
may be, some relief for
eye and mind from the
surrounding dreariness,
This relief is most
readily furnished by
the troops of happy
little White-eyes, the
agile, chubby-faced
Gray Tits, the gorgeous
Orange Minivets and
other species that oceur
so commonly on all
estates above, say,
3,000 ft.

Again, the number
of commonly-met-with
birds is smaller up-
country than it is in
the low-country, and
therefore, there is not
the same difficulty in
becoming  acquainted
with them. Under
these circumstances it
becomes rather difficult
to select a few species
about which to write,
without laying oneself
open to the accusation
of “teaching one's
grandmother to suck
eggs,” How indeed
should a “Colombo
Wallah,” whose almost
sole source of inspira-
tion in Avian matters
18 the odious ecrow, write wnything worthy
of print about the feathered inhabifants of those
glorious regions where physical comfort is allied
with nagnificent  scenery and innumerable  other
things Hl.lt go to malke life worth living? By “‘those
glorious 1ug1mm’ I do not  refer, ol course, to the
aforesaid dreary expanses of tea decorated with
sfraight rows of guns and grevilleas, Albizzias and

A Few Hill Birds ﬁ
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HENRY.

YELLOW-EARED BULBUL.

L

extensive but now, alas! shrunken to a mere strip
and  even yet being encroached and despoiled
constantly. O why cannot people leave Nature as
God made it, and  enjoy it as He intended they
should ?

One of the less-known of our endemic birds is
the lovely blue and chestnut Hill Magpie, a bird
which is certainly becoming rarer in spite of its being
on the “‘protected’” list. Il”.i_'t.ll or twenty years ago

it was not uncommon
on the outskirts of
Nuwara Eliya itself and
its lovely form might
be seen swooping across
a jungle valley, its
chesthut head and
wings and blue body
and tail, the latter
graduated and white
tipped, forming a sight
never to be forgotten.
Nuwara Eliya has now,
howevex, become too
‘civilized” for its liking
(and for mine). The
Jungles around are dis-
gustingly thinned out
or interplanted with
wattles and other ex-
otics and so one must
go further afield now-
adays if one would see
this handsome creature,
It is by no means easy
to comeacross, however;
even for those who
know where to look for
it is a shy and wary
bird and avoids man
and all his works. It
would probably never
be seen at all but for
the fact that it has the
common failing of the
crow tribe to which it

) belongs ;:—it is a noise
bird. It usually travels through the forest in small
parties, the members of \\111(}‘ when not busy feeding,
keep up a conversation of harsh chatterings and rasp-
ing notes. By careful stalking it is possible to eet
close enough to cateh a few ﬂulmﬂ alimpses of the
birds buf as soon as they become aware of one’s pre-
sence they disappear as if by magic. Under these

circumstances it is difficult to ”le'm much information

Dadaps, but r: Aher o the montane forests, Eg%ilté%efm@%rglﬁgg\?jma}ﬁgg@af&rﬂ111“ habits and 1 have never been lucky
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enough to find the nest.
situated in the top branches of a lofty tree. What
would I not give for a young one to rear?

The beak and legs are bright red and the eyelids
which are curicusly wattled, are red also, o that the
“tout ensemble’” is strikingly beautiful.

Our Hill Magpie (“‘Cissa ornata’ to give its seien-
tific name) is of interest because, ﬂ]ihmmh itself con-
fined to Ceylon, it belongs to a genus w h](‘ll is other-
wise only found in the Hlmahvaq Burma, (ochin
China and Sumatra. They are all very beautiful but
the other members of the genus appear to be pre-
dominantly green in colouration and to have their

heads strongly crested.

No one who pays a visit to Nuwara Eliya or the
patanas near it ean fail to observe a dapper little
black and white bird (brown and buff in the case of
female) which sits on the top of gorse bushes and
rhododendrons, jerks its tail about and whistles infor-
mation of the intruder’'s movements tlo its mate.
This is the Hill Bush-chat, and it may be regarded as
the upeountry substitute for the merry little Black
Robin that is so common everywhere in the Tow-
country. It is not nearly so lively a bird as the latter,
however, and seldom seems to have any other oc-
cupation than that of playing defective.

No matter where one goes on fhe hich patanas,
there is sure te be at lt&st one of these little birds
watching one's every movement from some vantage-
point and providing gratuitous warning of the same
for the benefit of all and sundry. These efforts are
of course redoubled during the breeding season which
appears to be in Aprll and May. So efficient is the
little fellow as a “‘look-out man’’ that it is hard in-
deed to discover the nest, especially as it is built on
the ground in a deep hollow beneath one of the low
spear-leaved tussocky plants that grow so plentifully
on the patanas. At least, fhe onh two nests T have
found were both in such a situation. At the
very first sign of danger the wigilant little sentry
whistles a warning note and immediately his dusky
mate creeps stealthily from her treasures and malkes
her way circuitously to a distant rhododendron. from
the top of which she pours out scolding and jeering
noises at the disturber of her peace. Nothing will in-
duce her to refturn to the nest until danger is, not
only apparently but really, out of the way. Often
have T tried to bluff the cunning little pair into think-
ing T had left the neighbourhood. but it has never
worked, and one has had to acknowlédge defeat at last
and put up with the derisive remarks that one knows
are being exchanged between the couple.

What a contrast this behaviour offers with that
of, say, the Barbet. Who has not seen a Barbet in-
dustriously pecking away at its nest-hole in a dead
branch a few yards away, completely oblivious of
one’s presence. Most free-hole nesting birds show a
similar nonchalence, but ground nesters, such as the
Pipits, Game-birds and Hill-chats are very circumspect
in their nesting arrangements. They know that con-
cealment is their only safety; and so if you want to
find a Hill-chat’s nest the only recommendation I
can offer is to carefully examine about 50,000 patana
herbs and tussocks over an area of about a square
mile in a place where a pair of these birds are show-
ing more than usual interest i your nmudm nts

Probably it is generally

A word here to warn my readers against the stupid
folly of setting fire to patana grass for any reason
whatever. Should you ever feel tempted to make a
bonfire or for that matter a pienic fire or any other
kind, on patana land, congider first the lives of the
little birds and other innocent creatures that will be
cruelly destroyed ; and either desist from your fire-
making or do it in such a way that there will be no
possibility of the fire spreading in the dry grass.

By the way, it 18 high time this business of fir-
ing ;.{l’slw lands  received proper attention. In all
parts of the country the pernicious practice is car-
ried on in a light-hearted and uncontrolled fashion
that is a disgrace fo the community. The sole argu-
ment for the practice is that it causes the grass to
grow up young and fresh and fit to be eaten by the
herds of ~ wretched tick-infested serub cattle which
are at once a prized (albeit useless) sign of the social
prestige and opulence of thewr owners, and a pest to
L\er\b:uh else  in the community. Against this
doubtful advantage must be set the fact that patana
firing ruins the soil, prevents reafforestation and kills
cut thousands of nesting birds and other useful and
beautiful creatires every year. Never mind though,
it is a custom of the country and must in no wise Iw
interfered with! But I wander somewhat from my
subjeet. .

Amongst hill-birds a general favourite is the grey-
headed Flycatcher—quite the “darlingest’ little bird
in Ceylon. 1Ifs manners are so confiding and its ap-
pearance and voice so pretty, albeit modest, that no-
one could possibly fail to be eharmed with it. One
feels that 1t has solved the problem of obtaining
safety along lines totally different from these adopted
by the Hill chat: whic h, as we have just seen
believes in regarding everybody as a potential enemy
ta  be (-u:mc!oaal__ \\(Lttht d and kept at a distance.
The ¢®cy-headed Flycateher on the other hand has
taken a leat out of the book of the sweet cinema
child in the Wild West film. who moves unharmed
amongst the ruffianly cow-punchers, disarming them
by her guileless innocence! Tt will perch on a hang-
ing bramble. not two yards away, anld look at one
with an expression that seems to say “‘I'm sure you
don't mean me any harm, robody would take the
trouble to kill an insignifieant [itt]o bird like me. and
anyway I'm geing to trust you! Then a midge or
gnat of some sort flies past and our little friend
dashes after it and seizes 1t with a loud snap of its
bill—returning, in many cases to the very spot it
had left. It ufters a cheerful but wenk little twitter
but has no definite song.  Neverthless, its nofes
form quite a large proportion of the sound to he
heard in the mountain  forests, for it is a common
bird in them, and a pair s generally within earshot
no matfer how dense the forest or how wet the
weather. In faet it seems rather to revel in the
gloom and damp of jungle ravines under monsoon
conditions. Tilke many other species of birds, how-
ever, it is  very sociable. One may walk for miles
through the mountain forests without seeing a bird,
but suddenly lively chirrupping is heard and a flock
of White-eves appear as if by magie, flitting from
tfree to tree and searching every bud and bush for
“poochies”. They are the advance guard, and in a
few mpimutes, especially if one keeps still, one will be
surrounded  with birds of many kinds, all busily
hunting %nﬂ ench contributing to the cheerful babel

tized by Noolaham Fotind
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of sounds. There are sure to be some Grey Tits, per-
forming acrobatics about the twigs and branches, a
Sultan-bird (Orange Minivet) with his two or three
wives (7) several Blue Nuthatches, jerking up and
down round about the tree trunks. Presently a loud
and sonorous call arises and is instantly answered by
a different note, and a Scimitar Babbler pokes his
long wellow beak round a near tree-trunk., He
scarches every cranny and examines under every strip
o loose bark with the said inquisitive beak, and if we
are still enough he may come almost within arm’s
length. Presently however, he begins to suspeect that
things are not what they seem and gives a searching
glance in our direction. It is very amusing then to
wateh the change in the bird's demeanour. At first
he can hardly believe his eves that the universally
acknowledged arch-enemy of jungle-life is actually
within a couple of yards of him, but no sooner does
the dread truth dawn on him than he hurriedly
flutters off, letting off the rattling alarm note as he
does so. This fetches his mate to see what the
matter is, and the pair of them peer and pry at
one from a safe distance, rattling their disapproval
and talking together \r:il:h]v abm:‘r the disgustingness
of it all that T.h(ly cannot pe left alone even in their
own jungles. "T’a\\'p-n-p:-l.wp" says the cock, his
lovely white shirt front swelling out, while his indis-
tinguishably attired hen instantly replies with a low
“Ra-kree, ka-kree.” After a few minutes of this they
push off, but by this time their noise has brought
up a troop of those inveterate little jungle sneaks,
the Black-capped Quaker-Thrushes. These ridieulous

BLACK CAPPED QUAKER THRUSH,

little birds, whose whole funetion in life seems to be
malking prodigious fusses about nothing (except when
they are building their absurd nests), although, on
second thoughts, I'm not sure whether this 4s an
exception, for the nest might almost be described
as a ““fuss’’ consisting, as it does, of a huge, ill-
kempt ball of dry leaves stuck in an open bush, where
nobody can help seeing 1t. I have found dozemt of
nests but never an egg in one of them!

the Quaker-Thrushes poke and pry {LFBQ gtsk?yll}{y

m Fou
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“Jow alarums’ to each other and eyeing our sedent
or recumbent form with their funny little pale
coloured eyes, as they hop agilely from stem to
stem of the tall Nilloo. Few happenings can take
place in the jungle but what the lewr-'[‘hrncdms
know all about it and blab it out to everybody else.

Numerous other birds take part in these social
catherings, and the whole lot move steadily through
the forest like a tidal wawve, clearing the vegetation
of pests and insects and generally making them-
The Grey-headed Fly- catcher is always
g member of such a‘lhht.‘nll)lil-f_"( 8.

selves useful.

GREY-HEADED FLYCATCHER.

The nest of this bird 18 one of the *‘cutest”
things (to borrow an adjective from our An‘!erican
friends) in Nature. It may be shortly described ¢
a large lump of soft green moss stuck by means of
mlmeha on to the trunk of a tree or on a bank.
The top of the mass is hollowed to form a pocket
and lined with fibres, and there you are! The nest
is made of moss. the tree trunk or bank is covered
with similar moss and the sitting bird itself is the
oxact colour of moss except for its head or breast,
so no wonder the nest is hard to find. But what a
good thing for the Grey-headed Flyeatcher that there
are no snakes to H]:ea]\ of in the jungles it inhabits!
Its guileless air would afford poor protection against
such an unsentimental foe.

In such a tidal-wave of bird-life as we have just
deseribed (referring, of course, to elevations of 4,000
feet or so and over) we are certain to see a party
of Yellow-eared Bulbuls, which make their presence
known by their sharp call ::I ‘White, white, white!”
or by a subdued warning “‘Cherr, cherr.”” The Yel-
low-eared Bulbul, peculiar to the Ceylon hills by
the way, is a stout and comfortable. Inolmlg bird,
brownish- yellow-green in general colour, with dark
head and tace L)IU-.tl]ll_].'lll-’l'_] with cur'imu spots and
streaks of white and yellow. Tts throat is white and
it receives its name presumably from an erect tuft
of soft pointed, yellow feathers growing above and
behind each eye. The bird looks much bigger than
it really is, because it wears its plumage much fluffed
out.

Like most bulbuls it 18 a sociable and vivacious
bird, a fruit and insect eater, and, while preferring
jungle, it does not hesitate to enter gardens, provided

E’gg%' mo not too far from forest. Tt is by no means

AN will a =
noo am org?aav’anaham ) ¢ 1 will unconcernedly pick the ripe berries off
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a bramble-bush within a couple of yards of one, pro-
vided you attempt no concealment; but, like many
other birds it gets suspicious if it discovers you hiding
in the jungle and warns all its neighbours by loud,
sharp \\-hlbt-l@n as it dashes off.

The nest is a large, thick cup of moss lined with
fibres and set in a fairly open bush or small tree. 1
have never found the young though I should much
like to, for T imagine they would make exceedingly
nice pets.

On one occasion I came upon a large assemblage
of these birds in a pretty gully in deep jungle. There
must have been several hundred within an area of
an acre or and their cheery calls and whistles
added a lively touch to a very beautiful scene.
Presumably some free was fruiting and the clans had
gathered to the spoil. Several other species of birds
were present too, but the Yellow-eared Bulbuls out-
numbered the rest considerably.

S0

The last bird that will be described in this paper
is the Ceylon Warbler, also known as the “‘Ceylon
Shortwing' and “‘Pallisers” Ant-thrush.”” Tt is some-
what of an enigma, ornithologists not being quite
decided whether to recard it as a babbler or as a
warbler, for its plumage and external characters are
somewhat intermediate between the two families. It
is a little greyish-brown bird, strongly suggesting a
mouse in 1ts actions ag it creeps and hops about in
the undergrowth. One does not it very often,
however, although it is common enough in Nillo jun-
gle above 5,000 fu' t. One can always detect its pre-
sence from its sharp little alarm note which is ex-
cellently rendered by Legge as “"Quitze.”” Walking
along a path through Nilloo one is almost sure to
hear this sound every now and then; and if one
stands still it will be frequently repeated as long as
one remains in the neighbourhood. Usually however,
one can get no more than very brief glimpses of the
birds (they are always in pairs or little family
parties) for they creep about the densely growing
stems very actively and seldom venture into the open
at all. The best time to observe them at dusk,
for then, like manyv other birds, they seem to throw
off much of their shyness and expose themselves
quite freely. T have heard one produce a curious lit-
tle rapid warble as it clung to a tall stem on its
way to the roosfing-place at dusk. Unfortunately I

see

1S

have never found the nest.

This bird has a genus all to ifself and being
peculiar to Ceylon, it deserves an especial share of
interest.

In conclusion I would state my opinion that

there is no hobby in the world like “‘bird-watching.”
One never gets tired of it, there is always something
fresh to find out about any bird, and it requires no
expensive outlay or previous knowledge. The only
requisites are good eyesight, a note-book in which
to record facts, and sufficient keenness to make a
start. Given these, anyone can find endless amuse-
ment almost anywhere, and speedily acquire a fund
of happy experience that will stand him or her in
good stead when the advancing years begin to filch
the power for enjoying more strenuous pleasures.
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“’W Ceylon Vlgnettes

> EVENING .

LL day long the white birds have circled and
A_ screamed and fought above the reeds and bul-
4 rushes that fringe the Tank. All around
streteh the plains, parched for rain, the long grasses
colden in the sunlight silver under the moon. The
L)Ll“«ht'b are sparse, stunted from lack oi water, their
branches twisted and warped and possessing but few
claims to beauty. And, yet, beauty haunts this curi-
ous bleached land. Perhaps it is the golden grass, the
vivid blue sky, and the straight white road atut(hluu
across the pdl(hed and thu~l§ plain. And now, after
a long day of pitiless heat, the sun is slipping down
below the horizon, lea\mf__r a sky still Humlerl with
splendour.

From the reed beds the clamouring seems to in-
crease, and a flock of egrets rise, circle for a few
nioments, ‘11‘1(1 then string out in long flights against
the evening s-v. Scon the very air seems full of the
stiv of strong wings, the ring of strange bird-voices.
The sky pales to faintest lav ender and pearl, and the
earth seems to revive affer the agonizing heat of the
day. The scent of the plains, borne with the first
cool breeze of the evening, comes stealing over the
grasses.

Overhead is a sudden rush, a beating of innumer-
able great wings, and flocks of cranes and cormorants
fly overhead, wings far-stretched, necks a-strain, their
forms painted black against the sky. Above them,
their voices forever ringing 'n high-pitched eries, come
teal and wild duck, their flight nervous and fast......

““And I hear the clang of their leader crying
To a lagging mate in “the rearward flying
Aund they fade away in the darkness d}lng,
Where the stars are mustering, one by one.’

From over the wasteland comes wailing the cry
of a plover, most faithful and foolish of birds, calling
in vain tor his lost mate. In his mournful ery there is
someihing desolate, a wailing as of a lost soul. His
voice haunts the silence........... :

The last pale glow of the sunset has faded into
the clear emerald green of tmlrght The first stars
appear, and soon Lhc moon will rise. Across the reeds
and rushes across the pale mirror of the water, come
slowly flying two great-winged black herons, their
flight fearless and strong, the spirit incarnate of that
lovely, lonely land.

“They are flying west, b} their instinet guided.
And for man likewise is his fate uuidul

And griefs apportioned and joys divided

By a Imghty power with a purpose dread.”

DAWN IN THE JUNGLE—SIGIRIYA.

The woods are hushed and dark, the sky star-lit
and still, with the moon hanging low, a narrow thread,

a dream. . . . Through all that vust%%ffr%ﬁ’ oPPa
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The
and there is not

All ie silent, still as a dream...
most restless of all jungle birds,

fhere is no sound, no murmur of wakening life.
iotuses on the Tanle are close shut,
a ripple on the water.
liven the night-jar,
has ceased hig weird, bubbling ery. Looming huge
and black above the trees, Sigiriya, the Lion-Roek,
towers up info the sky, wvast, changeless as Time,
strangely sinister, and \Lt to the hearts that know
its -pc]l and charm, ever lovely, ever beloved.

From deep in the jungle comes the clear harsh
cry of a jungle-cock, shrill herald of the dawn, fling-
ing out his defiant chalienge to an unseen enemy.
Sllence. . ciaise e and then fwm far away comes back
an answer, and then another and another, until the
jungle seems a-ring with the harsh shrill calls. How
proud - and arrogant the voices sound among the
dreaming trees!

But now the whole wood-land 1s astir. From
some green forest glade we hear the sudden blurting
bark of a red-deer, very distant but clear on the
morning air. Then, thrilling through the aisles of
trees, comes drifting the sweetest voice of all, the
singer, the long-tailed robin. Omne can picture him,
perched on a twig, his little throat pouring forth his
welcome to the dawn. What thrills as of sunlight on
whter......... what sudden delicious bubbles of fairy-like
laughter, now rising and ringing clearly as a chime of
elfin bells, now falling, low, sweet and haunting full
of the melancholy of the jungle shades. Shelley, in
his immortal “‘Ode to a Skylark’ was among the gods
when he wrote what might equally have applied to
this minstrel:

““What thou are we know not;
What is most like thee?

From rainbow clouds there flow not
Drops so bright to see

[mplody
As from thy presence

gshowers a rain of

“Like a poet hidden

In the light of thought,

Singing hymns unbidden

Till the world is wrought [not.
To sympathy with hopes and feats it heeded

“Teach me half the gladness

That thy soul must know,

Such harmonious madness

From my lips would flow, [ing now”’
The world would listen then, as I am listen-

The sky is Hushed with the first blush of dawn,
so wistful in its promise, so glorious in fulfilment.
The lotuses on the Tank, as soon as the sun has kissed
ihem, open their close shut buds, disclosing a snowy
sedal, or a rose-pink lip. Drifting amid their great
glogsy leaves, they look like mermaids’ faces, tilted
back against their floating hair. See where the wild

hanging in great glow.



ing bunches, stands knee deep in water, like a gipsy
girl trying to see her own lovely face.

Like a living, dancing thing the sunlight plays
among the trees, turning the spider’s webs to traceries
of silver, dappling the grassy glades with a network
of mingled light and shade, kissing the water-lilies un-
til they open and deck the shining expanse of water
until it looks like a daisy field in summer, or the sky
when the stars are shining.

From the lake arises a sudden clamour, where
water-birds, egrets, cranes and spoonbills, teal and

black winged cormorants squabble among the lily
pads. That is a hornbill, that heavy ungainly bird,

tapping his slow way across the water. Hark to his
mate calling from the trees...what a weird unearthly
peal of sound, like hollow laughter, a discord carelessly
struck in a grand harmony.

A sudden uproar among the trees close by awalk-
ens us from dreamming. What a crashing of branches
... What a shouting in unknown languages...!| What
furious indignation, cursing and vituperation! What
is it......? Monkeys, of course...... monkeys, thoroughly
annoyed, why, we know not. Listen te them, shaning
the branches, cursing in nearly human tones. Pre-
sently a single voice 1s heard, to be drowned a moment
after in a storm of excited answers. But whether the
other volces are in agreement with the first or not
must remain a mystery. How tantalizing this jungle
life 1s—so wise, so well governed. and so mysterious.
Perhaps these little people are wiser than we and hap-
pier, tor they live close o Nature, the Mother, and :n
her arms they must know peace.

“ MOONLIGHT ON KALU-WEWA TANK.

The road to the Tank is mysterious, very narrow,
and winding occasionally between huge boulders
which, by moonlight, take on an uncanny appearance,
like great sleeping prehistoric monsters. 1'he moo}?l
15 rising, and we catch fleeting glimpses of her throug
the trees. We feel that we may meet anything on the
road, and the expectation fills us with a pleasurable

fear. At the slightest movement among the trees,
we start and look mnervously around us. Nothing

comes, but the expectation remains. A huge owl,
drifting like a shadow through the branches, brings
my heart into my mouth, to such a height of nervous
anticipation am I brought.

The little car, grey as the shadows themselves,
moves silently along the jungle road. We pass a
huge Dagoba, the courtyard around it ruinous, car-
peted with weeds. Grasses and ferns push their way
between the stones and bricks of the Dagoba and the
frees around press closer every year, every month.
Before the small attendant Temple stands a great
Bo-tree, planted perhaps by reverent nands when Anu-
radhapura flourished, and the Dagoba and Temple
were thronged with worshippers. Now the glory is a
memory, and monkeys play in the arms of the sacred
tree, and deer stamp on the echoing paving stones.
Soon the jungie will come in and take possession of
a place where kings have prayed.
we see before

As we drive, | us moving two by

two, eyes—gleaming for a second, then vanishing
silently into the shadows. They are very ghostly

those flery eyes which seem disembodied. Now and
again we catch a glimpse of a grey body, or we hehr
a sudden crashing by the side of the road, as a deer,
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rifying lighls. Some of the eyes belong to birds, owls
and nightjars. The latter deceive many people for
their eyes gleam in the car-lights like great burning
globes, seemingly much too large to belong to any
bird.

Presently  we pass a few hufs, an  unexpected
sight after miles of virgin jungle. Carts stand by the
road, and great slecpy bullocks have fo be prodded
into wakefulness before we can get past. We are
greeled with a chorus of barks and howls from the
dogs of the village, but we see no sign of their
owners.

After about half a mile we find ourselves driv-
g along the bund of the biggest artificial Tank in
Ceylon. It is a magnificent sight, particularly when
seen for the first time by moonlight. As far as the
eye can see 15 a great streteh of silver water, un-
broken by island or sandbank. The jungle crowds
down to the very edge on three sides, some of the
wrees  actually standing in the water, and gradually
—very gradually—dying. Here and there are great
siiver skeletons of trees, now the resting place of cor-

morants, which all day long perch among their
branches, black wings outspread to dry. On the

other side ot the bund, far below us, stretches mile
upon mile of jungle, silver and mysterious in the
moonlight.  Here and there are little paddy fields
and clusters of palms, belonging no doubt to the
village through which we passed. Winding through
the fields and frees is a narrow gleaming stream,
the channel by which the water is taken from Kalu-
wewd to Anuradhapura, a distance of nearly thicty
tuiles and to other smaller tanks, some of them fifty
miles away. The tank which was constructed in
A. D. 460, contains seven square miles of water,
and is twenty feet deep. It is now restored to its
former grandeur, after centuries of decay had al-
most destroyed it.

A% the cud of the lank, the road descends sud-
denly and very steeply. Determined to follow it,
we crawl down on second gear, wondering what we
may find at the bottom. The bund looms high
above us, and the road becomes narrower. Great
rocks block out the jungle, and creepers and trees
meet almost overhead. Rounding a corner, we come
upon what appears to be a great ruined rock gate-
way, with huge pillars on either side. The road is
paved from now on, very unevenly, which makes it
hard to proceed. Slowly we drive between the pil-
lars and stop, dumb-founued........... i

On our left, is a high “‘stone spill”’, over which the
water crawls in a slow silver streara. All around are
great rocks, with shining pools of water between.
There is no jungle growth, no trees or grass or
flowers. The whole thing is terrible and unearthly.
Worst of all, over all hangs a dank smell of decay,
and everyuhing feels cold and clammy and haunted.
By daylight it would, perhaps, be beautiful. By
moonlight it is ghastly, a place of fear, of shadows
that seem alive, of whisperings of evil.

We had to goion, over broken pavements where
staugnant water lay in pools, until we could find a
place to turn the car. Then back we crept, through
that cchoing menacing gateway, up the steep little
road, and on to the bund again. And then we drove
-—drove quickly—feeling terror behind us, thank-
ful to leave the dark water, and the gleaming stones

or perhaps a larger animal, dashes away fromitiAdebterioolahath i WHaIPWT death.

(
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Restful Rest-Houses

By ST. NIHAL SINGH. Photographs by the Author.

e s o s e e

B were motoring, one summer evening, from We had been driving for something like two hours
_-\.1111l'm'lhapu1.';1;{_'-1\‘\:]un’H ancient capital—to when the white metalled road began tc get a little
Trincomalee—her magnificent, land-locked, rough and our chauffeur, who had been at the wheel the

natural harbour. My desire to gef the utmost photo- livelong day, began to show signs of weariness. He
graphic value out of the (Ll\lwhf had given us a late stopped the car in front of & string of shops—or #ou-
start. The sun had dipped below the western edge of tiques, as they are called by the Sinhalese—and en-

Copyright Photograph by St. Nihal Singh,
NAMBAPANA RESTHOUSE,

the world before we commenced our descent from the quired how far Trineomalee lay ahead of us and

mount upon which, according to tradition, Mahinda— whether the road was good.

the son of an Indian meum who had turned monlk

out of compassion for the world living in misery—had “You have forty miles to go,” said, in unison, the

landed in a “‘flying boat.” tlumlrr of curious pk‘UplL who had collected alound us,
Shortly after we got into th2 motor car and pro- #and the road is not so good as the one over which

ceeded towards our destination we entered the jungle. you have been travelling. But just a little way baclk



on the road is a rest-house. Why not spend the night
there and start out again early in the morning?”

I was inclined to feel that the information was
not entirely disinterested—that the shop-keepers were
thinking of the profit they would be able to make out
of sclhng comestibles to the rest-house keeper if we
tarried there for the night. There was a lady in the
party, however, and the prospect of rest and food
appealed to her: so we turned the nose of the motor
toward the point indicated by the crowd.

The powertul beam thrown by the lamps of the
car revealed a low, wide-verandahed, filo-roofed build-
ing, with n‘la.jest-ie trees  spreading their branches
protectingly over it. The whole scene was so wrapped

CEYLON OBSERVER CHRISTMAS NUMBER,

than we were,
one of the rest-

The chauffeur, hungrier even
c¢limbed back into lna seat and took
house men to the string of boutiques where we had
encountered the c‘m\\nl a few minutes before, in search
of such articles of food as the rest-house keeper need-
ed to supplement these which he could use from his
own stores.

In the meantime we stretched out in long chairs,
our legs over the arms, sipping tea and eating but-
tered toast which had been brought to us \\Illl cele-
rity that even an establishment in America—that land

“hustle”’—ecould not have beaten. They served but
to put a keener edge upon our appetite, and we did
full justice to the many-course dinner which present-
ly was placed before us.

Copyright Photograph
POLONNARUWA

in the sable mantle of the night that it was impossible
to make out anything clearly.

The noise of the approaching motor had apparent-
ly cnused a stir. By the time we drew up in front of the
entrance, and the big lights had been twned off, a
man earrying o lamp u‘lrmd beside us. Another follow-
ed him with a still more powertul lamp which he set
on a table on the verandah. The room behind, which
later proved to be the dining room, became illuminated
as if by magic.

“If you will give me just a few minutes,”’ *the
rest-house keeper said, “I will prepare a meal that will
pleage you.”

Digitized by NoolaharhBdurdétimd—at least so it seemed to me.
noolaham.org | agganaham.org

by St

RESTHOUSE Nihal Singh.

Ag soon as the dinner was finished we went to
out respective bedrooms and found our beds made up,
with mosquito curtains carefully drawn. Accustomed
as I was to the Indian  gak bungalow systemn, which
makes it necessary for every traveller to carry about
his own bedding, T mentioned the matter to the rest-
house keeper, who Ie:]d me thuot throughout Ceylon bed-
ding was Hllll]]]lt‘tl these establishiments, as well as
the other necessary linen, the man in charge
being authorized to make a small extra charge for
such service.

A duet between two birds just outside
room window,

my bed-
roused me almost iminediately after 1
luwnmg
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and stretching, I opened the shufters. The light
blinded my eyes—half filled, as they were, with sleep.
My watch confirmed the news shoufed by all nature,
that the dim dawn had already yielded place to sunny
morn,

The scene that a few hours before had been
shrouded in mysterious gloom now spread out before
me in an enchant-
ing vista. From the

The image was directly in front of a little temple,
showing that the Hindu influence must at one time
have been exccedingly strong in that region. There
was, moreover, evidence that though in ruins it con-
tinued to attract votaries.

The platform upon which the temple stood must
undoubtedly, at one
time, have served as

edge of the road
running in front of
the rest-house a
thick carpet of green
sward, carefully cut,
rolled gently down-
ward towards elumps
of bushes which bent
over the still waters
of an artifieial lake,
constructed in the
middle ages by a
Sinhalese king, and
in looking down
eazed upon their own
lovely reflection.
At one corner a
log projected above
the water, which, in
mirroring it, gave
to it the appearance
of a crocodile with
gaping mouth. The
whole surface of the
lake was dotted with
lotus blossoms—
rosy-pink and
ecreamy-white—
unfolding their
loveliness in response
to the warm wooing
of the sun.

“This lake has
seven sluices,” ex-
plained the rest-
houre keeper, who
stood beside me
as 1 was admiring
the view. “The
little wvillage where
you stopped and
turned last night is
named after it, and
is  called Horowa-
potana.”

*There is a stone
bull at the back of
the rest-house,’” he
continued. ‘* People
say that when the
tank is full its head Copiricht Photagrash
is turned in the
opposite direction :
but when the rain
fails it turns around with its nose ponting towards
the lake, and the rain never fails to come.”

T walked with the rest-house keeper to the back
of the bungalow and examined the bull. It was
carved out of grey stone, and reclinedgm-adpedrstal

VIEW OF TANK FROM HOROWAPOTANA RESTHOUSE?®

the base of a much
larger structure.
The country round
about must then
have been thickly
populated, and the
water of the tank
must have made it
possible to support
life with comfort.

Now the jungle
has closed in around
it. Game is abund-
ant, and attracts
hunters from far
and near to the
rest-house. Save
for them and an
ocecasional fisher or
an official on tour,
the buangalow re-
mains untenanted,
ready, however, at
any moment to re-
ceive the traveller
tired of treading the
beaten track, afford-
ing him change in
surroundings  that
rest the nerves and
satisfy the soul.

Tt is not nee. ssary
for a person seeking
rest in peaceful,
beautiful surround-
ings to journey all
the way to Horowa-
potana, for within
easy reach of most
towns in the island
are situated rest-
houses that are real-
Iy restful. Within
an hour f Colombo,
for instance, is Kes-
bewa, situa‘ed on a
road taking off from
the highway leading
to Panadure. The
rest-house there
by St. Nikal Sings Overlooks a lovely,
palm-fringed tank
built centuries ago
by a wise and bene-
volent king. Tt is an ideal spot to enjoy a cup of
afternoon tea.

e * It is possible to have a wide choice between pure-
ly sylvan surroundings, mountain views or sea-side
soRBeNy. Hven tucked away in the heart of the jungle

V3



are to be found reposeful rest-houses, some of them
set down in the midst of relies of Ceylon’s bygone
glory. In any one of them a person tired of the din
and monotony of town life, or weary of the formal

CEYLON OBSERVER (CHRISTMAS NUMBER.

To one accustomed tc paying bills on the
Furopean or American scale, the charges made at the
rest-houses are exceptionally light, and what is more,
the rates are fixed, leaving nc room for higgling and

Copyright]l Photograph

KESBEWA RESTHOUSE FROM LAKE.,

routine of first-class hostelries, may spend a few
hours or several days near fo Nature's heart, bathing
in the sea, or fishing in quist pools, nunting, waiking
or motoring, reading, or merely idling away the hours.

by o8¢ "Nihal"Singh.

haggling as to the cost of accommodation, or even
the price that may be exacted for breakage or damage
to any article on the premises. Unique indeed is this
Ceylon institution!
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@‘ he Reptiles of Ceylon

BY P. E. P. DERANIYAGALA, M.A.

§ igwﬂmm Sl %—J‘J—-—%@-‘——‘fjf—"ﬁ-g?‘é

HI study of reptiles is as fascinating a branch

of study as is the study of other animals. How-

ever, it is somewhat involved as the chief
method of identification is by a study of the scales,
chiefly those of the head, the claw and tooth arrange-
ment, the general proportions, the eyelid. the cleft
of the palate, ste.

This article, however, ‘s intended as a guide to
help the lay reader to differentiate ]-'}('.i“'t:?t'"l'l fthr.'-%:u of
our more conspicuous reptiles with which he is likely
to come within investigating distance.

T the scientist the smaller reptiles are offen
more interesting than the larger ones. However, the
popular imagination is usually ill?&‘{.‘nil'(.'ﬂ by size ‘Su.thv
forms will be dealt with in diminishing order of size.

Tirst and foremost come the Croeodiles, of which
ihere are two varieties. The estuarine Croe, which is
reputed to be the fiercest of the two. and the swamp
( '1’1'1["l'>f1i1('-.

The estuarine Crocodile or Gatta Kimbula is not
found far inland. Tt has a thin long snout with two
bony ridges which run forward from each eye and
meet near the nostrils.

ESTUARINE CROCDDILEIOE GATTA KIMBULA,

The marsh Crocodile or Ela Kimbula is thick set
and has a flat broad head and is by far the commoner
of the two and ig found in both fresh and brackish
water,

Crocodiles lay about twenty hard-shelled eggs
which they cover up in a nest of leaves, while the

=

s

)

are fast being exterminated for their hides and it will
soon be a paying concern to collect their eggs and
farm them, as is done in California, U.S.A.

The Varanus lizards arve next in point of size
and the Kabaragoya reaches o a length of over six

KABARAGOYA.

feet. He ig a foul feeder,

buti is useful in destroying
vermin and snakes.

\ He is somewhat of a poultry
fancicr, too, and, in the process of swallowing a large
chicken, turns the skin inside out as neatly as if done
by an expert taxidermist. He is an exceclient climber
and swimmer and, when in the water,

‘ uses only his
tail.

As a fighter he can make the average bull ter-
rier go all the way, as his tough, black, yellow-starred
hide is not easily bitten into. The easiest nicans of
separating him from his near cousin, the Talagoya,
is by examining the position of the nostril which. in
the Kabaragoya, is close to the tip of the
snout, whereas the Talagoya has it near the eve. This
lizard is edible and is more soberly coloured than his
large relative. He is a burrow dweller and inhabits
holes under the rocks or in trees.

Many virtues are aseribed to this animal. To
chew the raw tail strengthens the cums, to swallow
the raw tongue is to gain the eloquence of a Gokhale :
thy flegh fis a remedy Yor onvalescents and the animal
itself is the friend of the farmer, a feeling which is
not reciprocated. The jumping powers of both these
lizards are extraordinary, and they can launch them-
selves oft the crown of a coconut tree and land un-
scathed on the ground sixty feet below, as they
break the force of their fall with tail and outstretched

mother lies near by until the young hafighi-elthy Rhgyaham Hegadation.
noolaham.org | aavggaham.org



Atter these lizards come the Chameleon (Bodil-
liya) of which there is only a single variety. He is
a sluggish fellow, having the cloven foot L_mua.lly as-

TALAGOYA.

(:-}.'il.)erl to another world and the only speedy object
in his possession is his tongue, with which he collects
11mwta which, misguided by his lethargic appearance,
approach to within range. His fail is prehensile,
that is, he can cmploy it i clinging to twigs, and
he is famous for his colour changes. However, other
reptiles can changs colour to the same extent and
are often erroneously termed Chameleons, also known
as Blood Suckers. There arc many species of fhese
lizards which belong to the genus Calotes (Katusso).

There are numerous cousins to this set. Tirst
there is the lyre-headed lizard (Lyriocephalus) which
has a lyre-shaped device on the front of his snout and
head. He is as large a lizard as the Chameleon.
Next come the frilled lizards, Gitana, which have
long hind limbs and prefer hot sand te shady trees.
Gitana has dark diamond-shaped marks on its back
and only four toes to each hind leg, which distinguish
it from Otoeryptis  which has no ear hole
visible and is larger in size. These lizards only puf
out their frills when excited. but normally thes re-
semble an ordinary Katussa, with long hind legs.

Ceratophora is the Katussa which carries a fleshy
horn at the tip of its snout. There are two varieties:
one with a pointed horn, the other with a blunt one.
Both forms are common at Nuwara Eliya and, to-
gether with Otoeryptis and Lyriocephalus are found
only in Ceylon.

Geckoes, or wall lizards, form a very complex
group and vary in length fr®m two inches to nearly
a foot. The eyelids are absent in Geckoes. The
Huno, or Geckoes, are found in houses, and on trees
and are differentiated by the pads under their toes,
the pupil of the eve, which is usually a vertical slit,
and the structure of the scales and claws. (eleyra
Mufilata is the common house form, with

a flat tail.
noola

CEYLON OBSERVER CHRISTMAS NUMBER.

shows his disapproval of inferference by casting off
his tail at people while he scurries away at a greater
speed than when encumbered with this .l-l)p(.‘lltl.l;,g{'.
which grows again in a few months. The pupil of
the eye is vertical and he is brown in colour with
pale vellow dots.

Gonotodes Kandianus is a delieate little lizard
with very slender limbs and is of a pale mauve
colour. He differs from the others in having a round
pupil to his eye

Hemidactylus frenatus has no thumb nails and very
short -1i]lTI]}\ thumbs. He has a somewhat spiny tail
and often possesses red toe pads. The body colour is
greyish with dark mottlings.

GITANA,

Gymnodactylus frenatus, or Kele Huna. is a
forest dweller and is a giant, att aining about ten
mehes.  All his toes are Jru 1]|~J1tr1 with strong claws
and he does net part with his tail a=< w'uh]\ as do
the others. He is greenish yellow with Lur‘u darl
brown cross- nmr']\nnm on his head, body and tail.

The Ceylon Skinks, or Hickenello, are an interest-
ing group of sand lizards. Many of them have a
fransparent window in the lower evelid to enable
them fo see with their eyes shut. The ears of sonie
also possess protecting scales. Both devices are a

guard against the enfry of sand.

GEHYRA MUTILATA

Skinks have a medicinal repute in China, Egypt

In common with 0{hulC,D‘E't'%ﬁﬁmk%g%Q%Eg:rTaﬁgr%ﬂgatlmrnl e, where they are at times hoiled and eaten
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as food. They are pretty animals, with glossy bronze-
coloured backs which are marked with black and
vellow.

The commoncst form is Mabuya, which is the
lickenella. The elongated snake-like form with short
legs is Liygosema, the Heeraluva. loch of  these
genera contain several species, and, although harm-
less, the Skinks are considered to be very poisonous
by the ignorant.

They live in crevices in the ground and under
dry leaves and fallen tree trunks, from which they
emerge when the sun is bright.

Tortoises are common in Ceylon. The ordinary
black variety which has gol len spots on head c'I,I]fl
neck is Geoemyvda, the (ml Ibba. 1t 'is essentially
scavenger and is equally at home on land or in llm

EMYDA CEYLONENSIS OR EIRI IBEA.

water. Emyda Ceylonensis is  the Kiri Ibba,
which is a soft tortoise. It has a soft white belly
shield and cartilaginous flaps protecting its hind legs.
The feet are webbed, the lips ara full and fleshy. The
animal is olive grecn in colour dorsally, creamy white
ventrally. It is a nasty tempered creature and bites

swittly and suddenly, using its sharp jaws with eon-
siderable effeet.  Specimens over a fool long are coni-
mon at Tissamaharama.  Testudo elegans is the
starred tortoise Maivara 1bba, which is a pure
vegetarian and a land-dweller.  His rich vellow shell
i5 spangled with numerous black stars and he ecan
exist for weeks without water. He is very pugna-
cious during the mating season, trying to get under
the guard of his rival and so turn him on his bacl,
when his efforts at regaining his normal position by
waving his stumpy legs renders him too ludicrous to
be regarded with affection by the' Queen of Tortoise
Hearts.,

Sea Turtles are also common and are taken in nets
and with the harpoon. The Hawlkshill, or Pana Kes-
bewa, supplies tortoise shell. It is a small turtle with
the shields cf its back in overlapping scales. When
capturcd 1t 18 said to bite nercely with its hawlk-like-
bealk.

The Olugeddi Kesbewsa is the Loggerhead, which
is a large variety with smooth dorsal scales, as is the
Gal Kesbewa or Green Turtle. The largest of the
turtles is the Dhara Kesbewa or Leatherback which
has long ridges on its back. It has no protecting shell
or carapace, as have the others, and grows to a length
of eight or ten feet.

Various items of food are prepared from turtle
eggs, the best known being Pappada, while the
Jaffna fishermen use almost every part of the turtle,
ineluding its blood. as food.

It is impossible {0 give anything approaching a
full account of our reptiles without falling into Herpe-
tological };Luhulf e and utilising a full volume of print.
The field in Ceylon is very n(_l} and numerous forms,
whicly are dupdieul] r new to science, have been ob-
tained as a result of spasmodic collecting in 1927
These new varieties belong to the Skinks, Geckoes and
forest Katusso. Any uncommon specimens alive or,
if dead, preserved in Arrack or 5 per cent. Formalin,
which is obtainable at any chemist’s, will be most ac-
ceptable in furthering knowledge with 1 regard to Cey-
lon reptiles.
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FTER a sojourn of gix months in the Low
A Country. and a complete set of new teeth.

an outlay necessitated by the Local Beef for
which the Low Country is famous (or rather, in-
famous), I turned at last in sheer desperation,
like the mythical worm, and remarked to my
Ishpouse (Tamil for wife):
Rabbiteer!"™

“l am going to be a

“Yes, dear,”" she replied without looking up from
her Ukelele, “*just tell the Appu, will you?”

should 1

*“ Why on earth

Domo in the matter!’ 1 asked in surprise.

conzult the Major

“Ohl because he’ll have to look after them, I
suppose, because I'm sure  that ‘you’ won't’’ she
added with considerable acumen.,

I am a Busy Man !” 1 began, with dignity.

“Yes, dear’’, she said in a non-committal tone
of voice.
= L]

“It's like this, My Dear. T can’t go on buying

R R
% 8 Rabbitry 8 &

By SUMA.
&}hﬁﬁgg L La— L—

to it, even with Bonuses ! I am aot a vegefarian
either by religion or instinets and I should simply
hate to die of dyspepsia betore my next leave falls
due | We simply cannot afford to patronize “Spitz-
bergen,”’ or whatever the Purveyors of frozen viands
style themselves, twice a week for life, unless we win
a Galle Sweep or a Golden Ballot, either or both of
which contingencies seem equally remote | But 1
have a sort of intuition, that the odd Rabbit-Pie,
just now and again to whet a jaded appetite, might
help one to bear up against this frightful beef!"” -

And so it was agreed that I should indulge in
!

Rabbitry, for the saxe of my digestion !
“ Are you going in for Angora Rabbits or Bel-
gian Hares?” Kvelina inquired,

** 1 rather think a Bull Angora and a Cow Hare
would be a good egg,”” 1 answered. ‘‘Judging from
the Pi-dogs in Ceylon, that practically spend years
ol their lives under the wheels of * buses and cars,
1w would seem that cross-breeding makes for a cer-
taimm  “hardiness’’, whieh is a matter of no sinall
importance in a country hke this! Look at our Mon-
soons, bus-drivers, Kalutura snails, and various
other entities, all mnimical to longevity! *‘Besides ',
1 wound up, " don’t you recall the famous adver-
tiserient that Haunts in every magazine—'"Angora
masters the Hare ?”

“Don’t be futile ‘all’ your lifel” It's not Angora
and the pun on Hair is rotten, if not putrid!"” was
HEvelina’s contribution to the conversation!

Feeling somewhat ruffled in my dignity, i
lapsed into my perusal of the daily news-sheet,

where my eye was promptly arrested (cross-word
influence) by an advertisement offering a pair of
White Rabbits for Rs. 1-50 Nett, E. & O, E., F.O.R.
Tuticorin,, S.1.

sort of price that appeals lo,
and suits my bank balance admirably, I straightway
indented  for ““Rabbits, White,
Pairs one, Planters, Pies for the propagation of,”

That being the

sat me down and

new teeth every 8ix months_nly -E}jg@tﬁe%hl‘ﬁo@aham Fodmaiail@ggoL into the ;\llllf)ﬁl‘_y habit ot mind while [
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was a Boy Scout in the Great Wa:. 1 encloged a
M. O. (no, not a Medical Officer—the other kind)
and full instructions as to nearest railhead where the
aforesaid conies might be delivered and met.

Within the week I received a small box covered
with wire-netting, and containing a pair of small
white bunnies, who both looked far too young to
have attained te years of indiscretion!

However, being (originally) an iucurable opti-
mist (but not now!) I cajoled the estate carpenter-
baas to erect me a small run, complete with housing
acconmnodation for the Happy Pawr (including a
pandal with “Welcome™ on it) and sat down (o
wait until they should grow up enough to realize the
responsibilities of wedlock.

My wife came with me to see them installed in
their new home and to make sure that they would
be comfertable.

Suddenly she said ““What do Rabbits drink ?*’
* The same as lions |"" T replied.
What's that?"" she asked unsuspeetingly.

* Stout and tonie’ 1 said.

“ldiot ?I'"" she fairly hissed!!

“Well,”" 1 said loftily, ““1T admit that T haven't
met ‘many’ lions socially, but the few social lions ]
have encountered in this distriet.
it"’ her

“Oh! do shut up, I can’t bear

crushing rejoinder.

was

“What shall we eall
my mind off Stout,

themn ?°' said she, to take

“Well," T considered.
“Well ? Why Well ?" she asked.

I replied
matter.

that T was merely considering the

“‘As they're so white what about ‘Lily’ for the
lady and ‘“Skinner’ for the gent?”

““Lily and Skinner—the famous firm!’’ T suggested.

“You're getting quite bright, aren’t you?'' said
Evelina.

So Lily and Skinner 1t was!

[ then retired to my easy chair on the verandah
and gave myself over to day-dreams, in which T saw
vistas of rabbit-pie fading away into the distance of
the future!

After about six monthg of

weary waiting 1

thought that Lily and Skinner might bb-ig-.ﬁllléle "'%(f/l'\éfr(‘)blaha

m Foun

to consider the Pie question! But no pies occurred.
So, being of a patient habit of mind, T waited another
year—with the same lack of results! I then began to
feel distinetly peeved at their obstructionist manner
re pies, and had them sent before a Medical
for examination.
both females!

Board
The verdict was that they were

After that 1 really couldn’t blame the rabbits for
their moral turpitude. 1 felt inclined, however, iu
blame the advertiser, until I realized that he had only
contracted to sell me a pair of rabbits—and so he had!
A pair of females!! He hadn’t promised to sell me a
pair containing one of each sex!

Having eaten Lily, who contracted palsy or a
“wenkiness” of the rear legs, I sent Skinner over to
a friend who bred rabbits successfuily, to spend a
week-end with one of his bucks, and in about a month’s
time he (or rather she) presented me with a couple of
little potential pies, white and furry! Mother and child-
ren were both doing well, until I strolled down to
the warren one evening and found them all stretched
out stiff and stark, and in the sleeping compartment
of the hutch was coiled a perfectly good cobra, who
departed this life in a hurry, in a short space of time!
After this tragic denouement. I was a bit disheartened
until another friend who was going on leave presented
me with three or four young Belgian Hares, with in-
structions to do as I liked—cither keep’em or eat’em!
So I decided to keep them! We came to the conclu-
sion that they were all bucks, and when after eight
months’ leave my benefactor returned to the Island,
| kept one and sent him back the others, telling him
they were all *‘gents’’! And within a fortnight, one
of the B'hoys gave birth to a fine pair of twins—jusi
my luek!

L

I have now kept rabbits for three years, and T
haven't had that pie yet!

Will any sympathizer send me a rabbit— with
SN plainly marked on the collar—or failing that—

can :-le}g'uu.t: tell me

whether guinea-pigs are edible?
tion. 5 P& i
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By M. E. G.
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HIS last day of Oectober, the eve of All Saints’
Day. Iknown in various districte as Hallow-
e’en, All Hallows’ fve, Cake Night, and

Nut-Crack Night, is a day—or rather a night
—apart.  For is it not the one night in
the vear when witches, spooks, and such-
like ghostly visitants are abroad? The night.  of
magic, of the weaving of spells and love-charms,
the time when the inquisitive may have a chance to
read the future, and see what fate has in store
during the coming year.

In former centuries, there were great fesfivities
on this night, and stores »f apples and nuts were
gathered in, m preparation for the games and rites
in which they fook a predominant part. In these
prosaic days, alas, the old customs are rapidly dying
out. But there are still districts in Iieland. and the
North of England, where the Hallow-e'en supersti-
tions still linger, where the girls light candles and
cagerly watch to see whose candle Lurns out first.
The giri who lighted this lucky candle will be the
first to be married, whilst she whose candle burns
longest may anticipate life-long spinsterhood!

“Ducking’” for apples which float in a tuls of
water is an ever-popular Hallow-e’en custom : and
in some parfs of England it is said that if an un-
married girl eats an apple in front of a mirror, at
midnight on Hallow-e’en, she will see the face of her
future husband looking over her shoulder in the
mirror,

The Nut-burning ceremony is cne which is
conducted with due solemnity, in some places. Each

S

girl selects two nuts, naming one for herself and the
other for the man of her choice. 1 hey are placed
side by side on the bars of the grate, in front of
the fire. Tf both nuts pop, and fall into
the fire, a speedy and happy marriage may be anti-
cipated, but if they pop away from the fire the
marriage will never take place! If only one nut falls
into the fire, it is a sign that he—or she—will prove
fickle!

To-night is a most auspicious time for telling
fortunes ; so if, perchance, one of the palm-reading
fraternity should pass your way, do not hesitate to
consult him!

It is said, too, that dreams which oeccur on this
night have a peculiar significance. To dream that
you see your lover dressed in blue is a good sign; if
he is dressed in green, things are doubtful: and if
in grey, then he will surely be faithless.

This is the time to make wishes, and if you
would know whether your wish will come true, you
should write it on a slip of paper and drop it on the
fire.  IF the paper flies up the chimmey, your wish
will be granted!

Children born on this night are supposed to be
singularly lucky, and to be gifted with “‘second-
sight. ™

Coming as it does in the “‘season of mists, and
mellow fruitfulness,” the little festival of Hallow-e’en
has a charm and fragrance all its own; and it is ta
be hoped that it will be a long time before it is
enfirely banished to the regions of limbo.

r@:@:@@@:—zﬂz@&@@&:@&—tﬂe = =

Wedding J3ells

ALK up, ye swains and lasses who seek the married state

Il rig you up in all that’s fine, and do it while you wait—

silver-robe for every blushing bride,

I've fla®s to deck the nuptial hall upon your wedding day,
And paper flowers of every hue festooned in brave array.
No need, good Sir and Miss, for you in jolting carts to ride,
I have on hand a fiery Ford for you and your sweet bride,

A wveil, a wreath, a
' A dinky suit of lavender for the groom that's by her side.

S0 you'll

elude the guests who fling pink rice on every hand,

[* For Hire— Bridal costumes, flags and other decorations; also motor car.”—
Legend on « village sign-board. |

And fly with her at toj-most speed to honey-mooning land .

Walk up, walk up, you marrying folk, and T will do you cheap—

Just look inside D‘@Thz%"d‘by’wboﬁé‘ﬁém lF’dUht’iaN@H take the leap.
noolaham.org | aavanaham.org D.
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OW he came fo be called by this queer name I

never was able to discover, but it suited him

admirably. He was a small Scotch terrier given
to me by G.G., a sadly reckless lad, who was down on
his luck, and, having “got the sack’ from his plant-
ing billet, was—as he put it—*""on the cart road,”” with
a Red Indian motor-bike, a suifcase strapped to
it, and some fifty rupees as his only assets; and with
prodigious liabilities!

With these seanty possessions, he was going “‘on
four,”” to look for another job—a pretty hopeless
quest. But just before starting he said to me, refer-
ring to the dog, **You'll give him a comfortable home,
Old Man, won't you? He’s the only real friend T ever
had, and rather than he should fall inte bad hands,
I would shoot him :” and I noticed that poor G.G's,
eves were swimming,

"Dy up, and don 't talk rot,”” T replied. “Keep
your mind at ease, for you can be sure that T shall
be as kind to him as you have been. You know me
well enough, T think, to trust me to do that, don’t
you, G.G.?"

That made him smile—somewhat sadly—but
smile he did.

“Hold on to the dog, Old Man,” he said, ‘“‘while
I go off.”

And without again looking back either at me or
the anumal, whom T held in my arms, where he strug-
gled hard to get free, G.G. rode away on his fiery
iron-steed. and I did not see him again for six months.
In the meantime Puppet and I became great friends.

Though quite tiny, he was quick and intelligent,
and ever ready for a run-out. Hvery morning saw
him sitting outside at my bed-room door, waiting for me
fo appear; and, as soon as I did, he would race madly
up and down the long verandah, like one possessad,
in the irrepressible exuberance of his joy at the Pros-
pect of an open-air ramble which T never failed tc
give him.

Puppet was a perfect amphibian, and loved the
water almost as much as the land. Nc matter how
cold the weather, the first wafer-course he saw afford-
ed him an opportunity for his morning dip. After
that he would dash away, as though he had got the
Kruschen feeling, and seamper about more energeti-
cally than ever—running far from and back to me in
a spirit of sheer mischievous fun.,

He had a keen scenf, and sometimes would start
a timid hare from out a tea-bush, racing after it like
a greyhound, and yelping for all he was worth: but
all to little purpose. With his tiny legs he was no
match- for the fleet bunny, who would gallop off
leaving Puppet miles behind.

Many a time would T sit. after a weary climb.
on an inviting tree stump by the wayside, and spealk
to him as though he were a human companion.,

“Puppet!” T would say, apostrophising him -
and instantly his ears would prick up, ready to drink

Puppet

BY €D,
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quizzingly, as though frying to follow the trend of
my thoughts.

“Puppet! you are a dear little doggie, very wise
for your age and stafure; but you are a fool for all
that, and I'll tell you why.”

And while I spoke Puppet would gaze steadily
at me as if he were absorbing all T said.

“‘As I remarked,” T would continue, “you are
@ fool, in that you will persist in racing after motor
cyelists in an insane fashion as they scorch along the
road. It's a risky business, 1 ean assure you, and you
will meet with disaster some day—that's certain. It
15 a very idiotie thing for any sane dog to do, and I
am surprised that a well-born and carefully nurtured
creature like you should behave in such a foolich and
undignified manner.”

On hearing this harangue, Puppet would wag his
stump of a fail, as much as fo say, “Of course, you
can’t understand why T do it, and there is no chance
of my making you. You probably think it's only
sheer cussedness on my part, but I tell you it isn’t.”’

And so, whenever a cyclist flew by, Puppet would
oo after him like a bullet gshot from a gun; but, after
a short run, he invariably stopped, and, with a dis-
appointed look, waited for me, ears and bob-tail hanz-
img low, as though he would say to me: “Beat me
if you like but I can’t Help it ”

But I did not beat him, for I knew that no
am®unt of beating would break him of the habit. T
only held up my forefinger, and said, “‘You naughty
dog ;" and Puppet understood.

On the last day I saw hini alive the air was tonic
almost to intoxication, and the birds were more than
usually happy and choral. Puppet and I walked, light
of heart and springy of foot. I was castle-building.
and scarcely conscious of my surroundings, when I
was startled by the sound of a motor-horn not [fur
behind. Quickly stepping on to the turf on my left,
I waifed for the cyehst to pass By on tie other side.

The rider, who was travelling at a great speed,
evidently recognized my figure, and turned round o
wave a hand, oblivious of the fact that in front of
him on the right lay an old road-roller that had been
abandoned as useless. It was imbedded in grass and
weeds, and the rider, not realising that he had to
negotiate a sharp bend of the road to avoid it, and
probably also losing full control of his machine in turn
ing to look back, rode right into the obstacle. The
cycle, in hitting it, rose in the air like a hunter taking
a fence, and then fell into the rocky bed of the
stream that ran a hundred feet helow. Appalled as T
was by the fragedy, w®at was my horror to see Pup-
pet, who had put on a greater spurt than usual, follow
the eyelist in his fatal leap, bounding into space like
a football going over the goal posts.

The next day there was an inquest on the body
of ¢h& man who was found dead, with a liftle dog, also
dend beside him. He was identified as G.G.,—Pup-
pet’s old master. The two friends had passed into the

in my every word, while his eyes lookddditigectbyhieolaharGiread3d96na together.
' . noolaham.org | aavanaham.org * :
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SUPPOSE everyone in the world has heard of

Trincomalee. It belongs to the era oi sea-romance

along with Amboyna and Bencoolen: but
I wonder if it conveys any mind-picture to those who
have not actually seen it. With Malaccua, Tavoy and
Moulmein, it shares a glory of long ago, when the
great ports of to-day were mere {“la‘nmn \llllnu They
are a tale that is told—these ports of an ancient
fame. They are old and decrepit, but they have
their proud legend. Without ambition, without reg-
ret,they sleep now beneath their venerable trees in
the shadow of their frowning forts and batteries.
Restless enterprise is but a smoke-smudge on the
horizon: and the harbours which meant romance to
our forefathers, are now but a hazy tradition.

As a matter of fact, the history of Trincomalee
will hardly bear looking into. It has been singularly
inglorigus, The l‘urtugjmwa showed no interest in the
place whatey until 1622, when their position in
Cevlon  was . already seriously threatened by the
Duteh. The fortress they hunledl\ built at Osten-
burg was quarried from an ancient Tamil morftiment
“The Temple of a Thousand Columns, which stood
upon the promontory and which the Portuguese ruth-
lessly destroyed. Finally the Dutch took the pLuo
but abandoned it without a blow to the French in
1672, The latter, however, were foreced fo evacuate
for want of supplies and the present Fortress was built
by the Duteh in 1676. In 1782 it was occupied by
a DBritish forece from Madras, but the French sur-
prised it, and the British were ignominiously taken
home whence they came. At the end of the war
Trincomalee was restored to the Dutch, and remained
with them till 1795 when they surrendered Ceylon
with hardly a struggle to the English. The history

Trincomalee, a place of great strategic strength,
has therefore been one of unrelieved disasters—the
reason of course being that Portugal and Holland,
each in their turn, were conquered in Europe.
Portugal was eaten up by Spain: the Netherlands
succumbed to Napoleon: and fhese catastrophies at
home naturally paralysed Colonial enferprises abroad.

Sy

Geography is one of tRe most important elements
in history: and Natural features dictate the destinies
of Man. 'I'rincomalee is one of the outstanding ex-
ceptions to this law.  The magnificent harbour,
which has few rivals in the world, has never been
used extensively for trade, nor, as we have seen, ha.xe
its tactical features ever remsted attac

Trinco.

By “A DAY DREAMER.”
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for ships by a lavish expenditure of treasure, has
taken its place on the trade route, and is destined to
hold it. Singapore is another key position that was
only recognized late in time (A.D. 1819), and almost
accidentally.  But, once the genius of Raffles had
lit upon 1t, its advantages were obvious. As he him-
self said:— “It is worth continents of Territory.”
Colombo owes its present grandeur to the most paltry
of causes. ‘“‘Its selection,” says Tennent, “‘was deter-
mined solely by its proximity to the only distriet in
Ceylon which produced the precious cinnamon.

And for years after British occupation they were in-
fluenced by the same motives as their predecessors.”

id

- * *

Trinco reminds one rather of Malacea, though it
is neither so large, nor so picturesque. But it is
similarly roofed with red tiles. and the houses are
antique and solid, embellished with stone gates and
porches, deep verandahs and tall pillars, after the
style of a more generous age, when people lived in
the Hast like gentlemen. The “Old’” Rest House,
which elaims to have been a Dutch office, has walls
so strong that it is almost impossible to drive a nail
into! them o It sthll conteing Dutceh chests and cabinets,
much treasured by their Burgher possessor. The
Catholic Church (1752) is a practical building, with
deep verandahs and a low, tiled roof. The interior is
dark and inviting: and the door stands wide open:
while that of the Protestant Church in the Fort is,
alas!, characteristically locked. The roads of the
town are neat with the tidiness of maturity, and are
shaded with beautiful rain trees. At corners there
are banyans, supported on clumps of roots, and casting
grateful pools of shade. Angsana, gold-mohur and
acacia rain their gracious petals on the streets. The
“neem’’, ‘‘zibin” and ‘“tanaung-bin’’ of Burma
flourish here also, and the famarind casts a restless
tracery of shadows on the ground.

Trincomalee consists of an Inner Harbour—that
which is renowned for its depth
an outer coast.

and
The two bays of the outer coast are
separated from each other by a promontory on which
stands Fort Frederick. Hach of these bays in itself
is an important roadstead, and on the neck of
that divides them from the Inner
town, The entrance to the Inner
miles to the south.

land
Harbour lies the
Harbour is some

Fort Frederick was built in 1676

S, . °I and, as we
¢ far inferior port, which has only r‘?%ﬂr&o §2 gﬁgr%ngl%aw already mentioned, it is of Dutch origin,

and
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occupies the point of the promontory. Massive walls
protect it on three sides. The fourth side—that to-
wards the sea—is already sufficiently guarded by
Nature ; for the cliffs are high and precipitous, and
a swell beats ceaselessly, along their feet. Swamy
Rock, one of the finest of fhese precipices, has been
an object of Hindu pilgrimage for centuries. and,
as we have noted, the sife was orviginally occupied by
the ““Temple of a Thousand Columns’ till the Portu-
guese destroyed it in 1622, and from its material built
the first works on the site now known as Fort Osten-
burg. To-day Fort Frederick fulfils the peaceful
duties of housing the Offices of the Ireigation Depart-
ment. Its ancient guns are used as posts, or for
anchoring the flagstatf: and its cannon balls, once

.

bour. A mile away a school of porpoises frolies in
the shining sea. The air is so still that you ecan
hear the ““flop™ of their falling after every leap. A
small stone column on the brow of the cliff marks
the spot whege, as the story goes, Francina Van

Reede. the daughter of a Dutch official, threw herself
over in 1689, while the ship that bore away her faith-
less lover was passing ouf of the Harbour. The in-
seription is now wholly obliterated, and few who pass
that way know the tragedy of poor little Francina.

In the monsoon the bay below the fort is danger-
ous for swimming on account of the currents which
sweep round it: but, without venturimg too far, one
may enjoy delicious early morning bathes from the

THE SWAMI ECCK—TRINCOMALEE,

nicely arranged in little piles along the roads, are now
scattered over the ground like derelict pills. The
casements, where formerly guns frowned from the
heights, are now screened with cactus and the sweet-
scented mimosa. T have always had a friendly senti-
ment for these useless old forts of the Indian Ocean
since the days—ah! so long ago—when, as a boy,
I used to play in Fort William, and tricyele on the
cement roof of an old barrack. A Commander-in-
Chief lent me that roof: and there was a dear old
Adjutant-General who solemnly reprimanded me for
firing My air gun near an Kast India Company’s
magazine,

There is a lovely view over the bhays from the

sandy beach. The bathing near the reet by the fort
is perhaps better. The water is clear and .Ii'mpid_. and
the friendly little waves, which break off short with
@ playful slap. are straight from the mighty deep.
It seems that the sea must sink suddenly to a very
great depth, for fish can be seen quite close in to
the shore. T watched one fellow fleeinz with frantic
lcaps from a young sgark. Tht sharlk was clearly
visible, travelling at lightning speed along a rising
wave. The impression I retain is of a t?uns]mr(-‘n?
green wave, high and tottering, and of the shark
streaking down the length of it at an incredible rate,
wi'l.llu,l'hc wave was in the very act of breaking.

* On this same beach T was interested to see &

cliffs of Fort Frederick, and towards thpigitasebjiNpolahar‘Faurtaboatman’’ cast up by the waves. T seem to
noolaham.org \J%’a}vanaham.org . S, s



have heard or read of these insects being found in
the ocean, but I had never before seen one there
myself.

The Inner Harbour—how shall T deseribe the
beauty and grandeur of it? Tt is like a lake, for no
open sea is visible. The low, wooded hills fold it to
their bosom.

They say the whole British flect might be there
secure amongst the hills, and that the **Renown'',
when she put in with the Prince of Wales, was quite
lost in that wide and incomparable Harbour. Tt has
been suggested that its extraordinary depth, even
close to the shore, is due to voleanic action. But the
Harbour is empty, except tor a few of those queer
old hulks whose white wings have almost dis-
appeared from the high seas, and which lie and die
in Moulmein, Malacea and Trineco, and nowhere clse
in the world. Their jibs and spankers are set in the
morning sunshine—but not for sailing. 1t is merely
a carctaker’'s drying after the rain. Coasting vessels
put in occasionally: but, speaking generally, no ships
avail themselves of these safe waters. The Harbour
is abandoned to the hulks and the “‘catamarangs™.
You may hire one of the latter and go out after mul-
let. but it is mnot very exciting. The views thus
obtained of creeks and islands are more interesting:
and after the sun has set, if there are high bright
clouds, they sometimes reflect a strange bronze light
upon the wavelets. '

Away on the hills lie the bastions and batterics
of Fort Ostenburg, which ence commanded the en-
trance of the main Harbour. Their massive ruins
lie overwhelmed by the jungle, and walls that were
designed to resist powder and shot have sjie-
cumbed to the fig tree, which here treats them with
as little respect as it treats the monuments of Parak-
rama and Dutugemunu at Polonnaruwa and Anu-
radhapura. And no one will release these Forts from
that fatal grip—at least not for a millennium. and
until the British and the Dutech have become a
picturesque legend. An old wooden door still hangs
on its hinges. beside which, no doubt. sentries stood
for decades, looking at nothing after the manner of
senfries. (lactus and Neem have crown up in the
roofless barracks where soldiers dressed their cots—
the ancient sort of soldiers now seen in Military

}
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museutns, eager to tell all who will charitably listen,
about *“When I was in Trineo in ’51"". A stone in-
seription  (comparatively modern) marks the place
where Gunner Redstone landed in 1888 after being
blown tromn a gun on the battery above, during the
saiute of minute guns fired for the Emperor Frederick.
A miserable way of dying—for a German Emperor too
—and a dead one at that!

- £ S

But while Trinco sleens beneath its rain trees,
the old world bas swung the full circle. The Indian
Ocean, once the key of the Far East, has achieved
a new status of an Knglish lake.  Slowly, without
design, the process has been effected, and is now an
accomplished fact, though the British themselves are
hardly aware of it. From the Cape to the Red Sea,
Aden, the Persian Gulf and India, round by Ceylon,
Burma, Malaya and down to Australia, lies an un-
broken arc of British territory and British influence.
And this English lake commands, in an undisputable
way, all western entrances to that ocean of future
destiny—the Pacific. In Trincomalee, the Sleeper
Walkes.

o
s 2

Rip Van Winkle in his long sleep—stirs. 1Is he
about to rise? Trincomalee, the old, the neglected,
i{ assuming a new energy. Signs of revival are not
wanting. Since the 2nd of May the whistle of a
daily train has been heard. The new oil tanks cluster
like mushrooms amongst the hills. Trinco stirs; and
one has an uneasy feeling that sacrilegious hands
might be laid upon it, cut down its ancient trees, and
disturb the mimosa upon the crumbling emplace-
ments. After all, in a place like this, antiquity is
an asset; and one would regret to see any more of
the proud old guns ignominiously turned upside down
and chained together for railings. One would resent
to have the scattered cannon balls arranged in way-
side pyramids, and dressed by the right, in the man-
ner beloved of Military minds. The Vandal who made
any such hostile gesture would be a disturber of the
Peace. 1sut who shall say if one day—pray God
not in our day—Trincomalee, which belongs to the
t]-l-}iil'} age of Faulkland and Juan Fernandez, will not
step forth inte Europe’s morning paper head-lines :
and people at home, so sketehy in their knowledge
of the Empire, will look up ‘&' in the index of their
“Times Atlas.”
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MORELAND
MERCEDES—BENZ

Telephone Nos.: 237682277, Telegraphic Address: ‘* Frudenberg.’
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R. M. S. “ORAMA"” (20,000 tons.)

ORIENT LINE

ROYAL MAIL STEAMERS
TO
EUROPE AND AUSTRALIA
FROM COLOMBO
PASSENGERS BOOKED TO

Egypt, Naples, Toulon, S Holiday Excursions
Gibraltar, Plymouth, to Australia
and London (Tilbury.) OUTWARD SAILINGS
HOMEWARD SEASON 1928. Tons, . 1928.
Tons. 1928. S.S. “Orvieto” 12,000 14th Jan.
S; "gsterley 7 12,000 IIt}fi Jan, S.S. “Otranto” 20,000 28th do
S.S. “Orama” 20,000 25t do 5 » ,
S.S. " Orsova ” 12.000) 2254 Feb. S.%. ) Ormonde” 15,000 Iith Feb:
S.S.“Orvieto” 12,000 7th March S.S. " Oronsay™ 20,000 25th do
S.S. “Otranto” 20,000 21st do S.S. “ Osterley” 12,000 10th March
Sg “ (())rmonde 7 15,000 4th April S.S."“Orama” 20,000 24th do
S.S. * Oronsay” 20,0c0 18th do u 5 i
S.S. “Osterley” 12,000 2nd May S.S. “Orsc.ova 4 12,000 2Ist April
S.8. “Orama” 20,000 16th do =5 Qwicton 12,000 SI0th SiMa y
S.S. “ Orsova ” 12,000 13th June S.S, “Ormonde” 15,000 16th June
Minimum Fares from Colombo to First Class Holiday Return Fares
Toulon 1st Class £64, 3rd Class Fremantle £59, Adelaide £61, Mel-
£26, to LLondon 1st Class £68, bourne £63, Sydney £65,
3rd Class £26. Brisbane £67.

[ J
SUMMER HOLIDAYS IN EUROPE AT SPECIAL EXCURSION RATES

Cabines de Luxe, State Rooms with Bedsteads, Spacious Lounges, Electric Elevators,
Electric Laundries, Wireles Telegraphy.

WHITTALL & .Co., Agents, Colombo.
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ADVERTISEMYENTS.

Engineers,
Electricians,

Importers.

TELEGRAPHIC ADDRESS :—

&
TMETAL | 'CoLoOMBO_
METAL HATTON
METAL | | NaWALARITIVA
__ KANDY

™M EmL_“

Coprs USeED;—

A B. C. 4gTH & 5TH EDITIONS,
WESTERN UNION 5 LETTER EDITION,
RENTLEY's MARCONT INTERNATIONAL

& PRivaT: COLES,

SPECIALIZE IN

OIL AND GAS ENGINES: TEA AND
RUBBER MACHINERY : ELECTRICAL
PLANTS, MATERIAL, AND FIT TINGS :
COCONUT MILL MACHINERY: WATER
ELEVATORS, PUMPS AND FITTINGS:
MOTOR CARS, TRUCKS axp TRACTORS:
PUSH AND MOTOR BICYCLES : TYRES
AND MOTOR & CYCLE ACCESSORIES.

Hardware
& General
Merchants.

3

TELEPHONES : —,
FORT QFFICE & SHOWROOMS NOS. €66
4 LINES,

LANKA WORKS, NOS, 315 & 1160

Moror GARAGE, No. 3.9,

HorBury HOUSE SoTRES, Nn. 852,

LONDON BUYING AGENCY ;—

270, MANSION HOUSE CHAM3ERS.

QUEEN VICTORIA ST., E.C, I,

ESTATE TOOLS AND FACTORY ( GENERAL HOUSEHOLD HARDWARE
REQUISITES ; BLACKSMITH'S AND AT e G S
CAKPENTER'S TOOLS; LOCKS AND ( COOKING, HEATNG AND DRYING

BRASSFOUNDRY ; BUI"DI\IG REQUI-
SITES; WATERPROOF ROOFING AND
FLOOR]\’G SANITARY WARE AND
FITTIN GS DISINFECTANTS AND
PRESERVATIVES; OILS, PAINTS AND
VARNISHES : :

STOVES; FIREARMS & AMMUNIT ION;
TYPEWRITERS AND OFFICE APPLI.
ANCES ; STEEL SAFES axp CABINETS .
SILVER E.P.N.S. AND FANCY GOODS :

: : &e., &e., ® &e.,

COLOMBO, KANDY, HATTON. & NAWALAPITIYA.
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— THE 1928 12 HP HOTCHHKISS —=

IS THE CAR THAI RIVALS VICTORIOUSLY WITH THE
MOST REPUTED MAKES IN THE WORLD AND POSSESSES
THE ADVANTAGE OF THE PRECISION AND HIGH FINISH
' OF FRENCH CONSTRUCTION.

SHOW ROOMS

STEUART PLAGE
COLPETTY.

—_—

ALL MODELS AVAILABLE
ON

EASY TERMS.

L
_ I
A G
H
S T
o |

: N ARIEL

THE MODERN MOTOR CYCLE.
R g One touch and
. = 20
e o horses leap to your service.
SIMPLE AND ECONOMICAL. 4LL MODELS IN STOCK.

ARISTON GARAGE,

Agents for: PEUGOT, RENAULT, UNIC, AMILCAR, SIZAIRE FRERES.
Automobile Engineers.. Electricians and Welders.
Phone 21586, STEUVART PLACE, + SELECMO TOR.”
COLPETTY, COLOMBO.
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4

Cylinders
9 H.P.
12 HP.
15/20 H.P.

WW

EXCEPTIONAL SERVICE

BY AGENTS WHO HAVE
REPRESENTED THIS

MAKE FOR THE PAST

16 YEARS.

|

N e o gt e e g e

6

Cylinders
17/45 H.P.
20/30 H.P.
40 HP, K

o

Outstanding Economy: Reliability.

The Progressive Culmination of 26 Years of

Engineering Genius.

Unequalled quality price advantage

FIAT ranks fourth in Ceylon in order of

Sales of any make.

The Colonial Motor & Engineeriné Co., Ltd.

COLOMBERO.
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