
^ H I S is the only cooker that can cook a COMPLETE 
meal for a family on one burner at simmering point. It 

Roasts, Boils, Stews, Fries, Bakes Cakes, Bread, Pastry ( 
Biscuits, Scones...does Deep Fat Frying, makes Toast, 
Jam, Marmalade and can be used for the preserving of 
Fruit. Buy one today—there is NO increase in price. 

13 IMPORTANT POINTS TO REMEMBER 
-& Employs the N A T U R A L FOOD J U I C E S as a 

cooking medium. 
-& Deliciously tasty cooking. ""—-~. 
■fc Nutritious health-giving: foods. 
-& Tough meals rendered tender. 
■}Se One utensil does ALL your cooking and baking. 
-& Enormous fuel economy. 
^ No attention required, leaving you free from pot-

watching. 
•fo No scouring of saucepans and ovens. .; 
-& No steamed-up kitchens. 
-& Simple enough for a child to use. 
■̂f No danger. No complicated valves. 
^k Endorsed by Good Housekeeping Institute. 
-&■ Price remains the same..: Rs. 100/-net t . 

Hardware Dept, Colombo 
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Contributions are invited from, members on subjects calcula-
ed to be of interest to the Union. MSS. must be written on one 
sids of the paper only and must reach the Editor at least a fort­
night bejore the date of publication of the Journal. 

Published quarterly. Subscription Ms. 10/- per annum, post 
free. Single copies, if available, Us. 5j- to be 
IX B. U. Hall 



The objects of the Union shall be : 

To promote the moral, intellectual, and social well-
being of the Dutch descendants in Ceylon. 

To gather by degrees a library for the use of the 
Union composed of all obtainable books and^ 
papers relating to the Dutch occupation of Ceylon 
and standard icorks in Dutch literature. 

To cause to be prepared and printed and 
published, papers, essays, etc: on questions relating 
to the history and origin of the Dutch Burghers of 
Ceylon, and to publisj^he genealogies of the Dutch 
families note in Ceylon. 

To prepare and publish a memorial history of the 
Dutch in Ceylon, descriptive of their social life 
and customs, their methods of administration, and 
the influence of these upon existing institutions in 
the Island. 
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A NEW YEAR RESOLUTION 

(Communicated') 

A wise man has told us that conversation, "gives an added charm 
to the pleasures of life, brightens and sustains the mind, gives polish to 
the manners, enlarges the vocabulary, and in every sense of the term 
affords more recreation and amusement than any other pastime. " 

While only a few are endowed with the rare gift of oratory, there 
appears to be no reason why many who are not so fortunate should not 
excel as conversationists. 

Clubs and other institutions where members foregather are no doubt, 
besides private social functions, "the most, popular venues for general 
conversation. But can it be said where other things are of course equal, 
that conversation which is good conversation, is indulged in at most of 
these assemblies ? 

I t is a sad admission that good talk is rarely heard now-a-days. 
The fact that it is heard sometimes belies the rather too sweeping 
assertion tbSt Conversation is a lost art. Yet, there seems' to be no 
doubt that there is a considerable degree of t ruth in the wider statement, 

Is it not a fact tha t many of us carry into these foregatherings, and 
into our social life, the wet blanket of "our bile and much more of our 
official or business burdens, our petty grievances, our ailments and our 
domestic worries than we need do ? 

- Conversation is not "shop" but yet we hear the judge talk of 
judicial duties, the lawyer of his legal engagements, the doctor of 
his patients and the company director or financier of his turn-over, 
The reverse of this is to be found in that class of people who will bait 
the judge, the lawyer, the doctor andfflothers, in the kind oC talk they ■ 
have reserved for business. To take one example can there be a -more 
pitiable case than that of a doctor who tries to find social ease and 
escape after a trying day in hospital ward or "consulting room, being 
badgered by men or women who make a lengthy recital of their 
ailments. 
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Again there is the rn.an who talks about himseK, his affairs, his 
status, his worldly possessions, his great. achievements. There albo is 
the woman who will discourse on nothing else but her home and her 
children and her servants—good, bad, or indifferent and all the re^t of its 
They are-so satisfied with themselves and their affairs that.they give no 
thought what terrible bores they may sometimes be proving themselves 
in their conceitedness. 

The man with a grievance, though he speaks with the tongue of men 
and angels still remains an unmitigated nuisance. He unfolds a long 
tedious tale of h'is misfortune,-his vicissitudes, and,his bad luck or evil 
fortune, of his being by-passed and his merits.over- looked. 

Of conversational bores there is no end, but what we have said 
suffices to show that by dint of keeping a guard on ■ ourselves and 
continually conversing on themes befitting the attention of sensible men 
we may cultivate a faculty which is rare as it is desirable. 

Eetailing gossip, libellous circulation of slanderous insinuations and 
talk seasoned with questionable jokes, is 'not conversation. Not that 
light subjects may not furnish topics for conversation, or that cynicism 
satire and wit should not find its place in it. "Without the latter 
there will be no piquancy to talk;," and wit is essential, for it charms, 
old and young. 

Speaking of wit, a great authority on the subject observes ; "There 
is no more interesting spectacle than to see the effects of wit upon 
different characters of men, old or young, It penetrates through the 
coldness and awkwardness of society^ gradually bringing men nearer 
together and giving every man a glad "heart and a shining countenance." 

The complex - relations of life today afford ample material for 
discussion and conversation without losing our sense of the fitness of 
things. May we not translate this into a New Year, resolution ' to avoid 
conversation which will tend to hurt or unsettle, and ' to remember that 
a happy digression, a graphically told story, a humorous and a courteous 
disclaimer, can do much to soften" the asperities of life and to make 
smooth our pathway through it. 
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SAINT NICHOLAS' DAY IN HOLLAND 
by Antotiia Ridge 

(Published by courtecy of the Netherlands Legation, Ceylon). 
My Dutch cousins were all true-Orange to the very backbpne, but 

even they had to admit that, daring the month of December, there was 
a whole lot to be said for having one English parent. For as we 
triumphantly pointed out .to them, we did as well as any of them on 
Saint Nicholas' Eve, and then, twenty days later, proceeded to celebrate 
Christmas in real British fashion. This happy and enviable state of 
affairs was largely due to our English relatives, who,'to our intense joy 
and gratification, thought tenderly of us young exiles, and at Christmas 
expressed these pleasing sentiments in a deluge of presents and cards. 
So that December became for us the brightest and best of all months, 
when we joyously reaped to the full the dual benefits of being half" 
Dutch, half-English. 

The month began with a week of suppressed excitement and per­
fectly exemplary juvenile behaviour, for the grownups saw to it that 
we realised that behind the merry jovial Saint Nicholas rides the 
Salutary figure of Black Piet, his loving and devoted servant. Now 
Black Piet really is black as coal, with the sharpest of eyes, and the 
most prodigious of rnemories. It is he who sees to it that really persis­
tent naughtiness just doesn't pay. To this end he keeps a careful eye on 
the saintly list of presents and awards, intervening from time to time 
with a "Tut , tut, your Holiness, you just can't give all this to young 
So and-so J -Wfry, he's the boy who——'', and proceeds to give a detailed 
account of something pretty awful which young So-and-so thought no­
body knew he'd done. It was-further impressed upon us that lie had 
even been known to wind up such horrid disclosures by strongly 
recommending a switch to be left for spanking particularly bad cases, 
and my. Dutch grandmother said she definitely knew that Saint Nicho­
las had at times reluctantly agreed to this drastic measure. The truth 
of all this was further driven home by the many pictures now 
prominently displayed in nearly every shop window, for in them all, 
Black Piet was to be seen, carrying under his arm a little bundle of 
switches, with the expression of one who cheerfully hopes for the best1 

but is intelligently prepared for the worst. And in every picture,.too 
on his great white horse, rode the beloved Saint himself, a far, far finer, 
figure, we'had to admit, than his British brother, Father Christmas. For 
he wore a beautiful redirobe heavily embroidered with gold thread, the 
mitre on his head glowed with splendid jewels, -and even his gloves 
sparkled with precious stones. But the family likeness was there just 
the same, for they both ^eemed to beam on. the world, and on children 
in particular, in exactly'the same cheery, festive way, and this and 
their identical long, white beards showed them to be unmistakably of 
the same saintly line. , 

"We. always gazed at these pictures with unfailing delight before we 
went on to examine the rest of the "gay display in the shop windows. 
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There were toys of every kind, from the homely wooden doll at a few 
cents, to the expensive and astonishing mechanical toys, which I used 
loudly to declare weren ' t w.orth the money. Secretly, deep inside me, 
I knew I only said this because I was afjaid of them; afraid of the clever 
things they did in so superior a manner ; and more that half afraid that 
t hey knew all this, as I pretended' I wasn't interested in the way they 
danced'and skipped, and tu rned the neatest of somersaults to the faint, 
sinister whi r r of their clockwork interiors. 

My cousin Jan and I liked the cake shops best of all. There were 
dishes and dishes of the 'most tempt ing pastries and sweets, but it was 
the letters ' that really fascinated and delighted us. There was every 
letter m the alphabet, gingerbread letters, chocolate letters, marzipan 
letters and sugar let ters, in a choice variety.of s ty les .and sizes to suit 
every taste and every pocket. We used to flatten our noses against the 
window and J a n would sigh mournful ly, "Ach, now -!why was I 
christened J a n ? Jus t -look at the wretched letter I shall get, one poor 
leg with a miserable curl on the end of i t ! Now Wilhelm, there's a 
sensible name for you ! Why, every chap1 getting a W gets near ly tkree 
times as-much as m e . " And we would scamper off to bewail his 
parents ' singular lack of foresight at the next pastrycook's window. 

Then at home there was a k ind of joyous, secret excitement* with 
everybody intent on some private and mysterious business, with much 
ty ing up of parcels, when nobody was looking, and many other close-
guarded preparations. So that by the fifth of December we were ready 
to burst with excitement and the strain of our best behaviour, and to­
wards tea-time, thankfully and joyfully, went off to spend Saint 
Nicholas 'with Oma, our Dutch grandmother , who lived in a roomy, 
old-fashioned flat in a quiet street tuckejj away behind the busy Kal-
.verstraat. I remember that as we walked briskly through the crowded 
streets, everybody seemed especially friendly and jolly. Even the 
t ram-driver , as he went rat t l ing past only a few narrow inches from 
the pavement, leaned out and shouted, "Hul lo , there ! Hope you've 
been good.'* I noticed that he was smoking a very fine, long cigar, 
and I came .to the conclusion that he must have had a specially early 
visit from Saint Nicholas. 

We charged up the steps to Oma's flat, and were brought to a 
sudden halt by a welcoming, hut determined voice that told us to 
change into our slippers, and, even more firmly warned us not to go in, 
or even look in the sitt ing room, 'but to go straight into the dining-room 
and wait there. Oma bustled in a few minutes later, ceremoniously 
hung the key of the sitting-room on a hook over a calendar, and in ten 
minutes had us all galloping round laying the table and bringing in 
extra chairs from the ki tchen. I remember we managed, to put away 
a very solid Dutch meal in spite of all the excitement, and ftiat we all 
had to help clear away the tea-things, and put everything back in its 
appointed place, with Oma issuing directions lef| and right and 
reminding us, from time" to t ime, that Saint Nicholas is a true 
Hollander, and just can't stand a muddle. We also helped to push the 
dining room table back against the tall window, and then Oma spread a 
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large dust-sheet over the carpet. She said she didn ' t believe in taking 
risks, she'd had that carpet for 'over thir ty years, and .better be safe 
than sorry any day. No sooner was all tliese done than the front-door 
bell rang and we all rushed down to open it. Jus t as we had hoped, 
there was no one .in sight, but there propped up against the step were 
six or seven parcels, and no sooner had : we taken them upstairs than 
the bell rang again, and down we scrambled once more to find more 
mysterious parcels left by unknown callers. This happened t ime after 
time, and we never saw who brought these unaccountable parcels, 
neither was there any clue to the senders on the parcels themselves, 
for even the handwri t ing on the labels was disguised. Nor did we find 
inside any of the plain, s traightforward statements that soberly 
accompanied our Christmas parcels from England, such as, ' 'With love 
from Uncle J i m . " Instead, we used to find the most peculiar messages 
often in rhyme, that sent us into fits of hear ty laughter, and soon 
everybody would be noisily and obligingly helping everybody else to 
guess the authors. Sometimes it was quite easy, as on the occasion, 
when we each received a box of very big handkerchiefs with assorted 
messages that ran from. 

^Sniffing is horrid, believe me, dear, 
So handkerchiefs six you'll find in here."" ■ 

to 
. " A handkerchief ivhite is a lady's delight.^ 

Then a lusty yell of "Tanta H e n d r i k a " went up from us all, for Tanta 
Hendrika, an elderly spinster lady, had what we charitably called 
a handkerchief mania, and was for ever warn ing us of the very 
unpleasing appearance and'behaviour of the child who forgets to take 
its handkerchief. 

By eight o'clock we had each received at least half a dozen of 
these amusing presents, and the dust-sheet over the carpet was ankle-
deep in shavings, brown paper and string. Then gradually the front­
door bell would cease its noisy invi ta t ions and Oma would-say, "Gome, 
all hands to the clear up !" And she would set us all to work, picking 
up and folding neatly-all the brown paper, .rolling up the string, and 
generally put t ing everything once again in apple-pie order. Then she 
marched us all into the kitchen and handed us each a little bundle of 
hay, which we solemnly placed in a line in front of the dining-room 
stove.. This was for Saint Nicholas 'horse , a most fastidious animal, 
with so delicate a stomach that he can only digest the hay offered by 
really good children, and spurns with disgust the hay of the 
unrepentant sinner. Then we put our slioes in a long, straight row, 
right in front of our bundles of hay, and Oma gathered us round her to 
sing a Very old song to Saint Nicholas. 

.Oma was a valiant champion of the good old ways, &ht| never lost 
an opportunity of showmg.us how lovely, and solid, and worthwhile, the 
old customs really were; and as we salng the old, old song she'd taught'' 
us, she would heat time with her foot and look so happy and proud that 
my whole heart would '.go out to her in a great bound of love and 
admiration. I remember, too, that the song was # very warm invitation 


