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i LIFE |
Ez‘:]g Life is a problem, a game and an adven-
f
Eﬂg

F

ture. We cannot always or even often, solve 3

its problems and when we think we have

solved one problem, others tske its place.
‘ Apparently there is no final solution, for life
3(: is an ever growing, changing thing a_na every
}' static solution can only apply to the past
} Tomorrow is always new—DBut we can solve
53 lite’s problems or not, we can always blay the
) game of life and look upon it as an adventure
worth having. And if life contains, as it does,
&3 evil and sorrow it also contains beauty and
u art and truth and the loveliness of nature.

£ — JAWAHARLAL NEHRU
n (In an autograph book)
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MESSAGE
0 wish the Zamorin's eo“ege magazine G long g

lilge oé endeavout and achicvement.
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A The present is a gesminal pesiod; with tLe

‘ atteinment of political independence, the tashs of

| Tudic's youth commence and have not terminated. Tn &

_,, the segion of Practical self-veclisation, of eutpments i
for the manifold sespousibilities of the immediate future 2

I and oé preparation and implementation a£ the cultusal (?

_V; and economic “tenaissance og out Motherland, -out '

young men and women have to vindicate themselves
and 1 ltoPe and tiust that the Magazine will acf

a5 a stimulus cnd - 9ui9e.
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A SHAKESPERIAN VIEW OF LIEE

Frederick Grubb quotes the late Dr. Fort Newton

in one of his famous epilogues.

“Life is neither a Tempest nora
Midsummer Night’s Dream. More often
alas! it is a Comedy of Errors. You may
find 1t ‘As you Like It’ or make Much Ado
About Nothing, and declare ¢Loves
Labours Lost’ But life will show you, if
'you have an understanding heart, that
AlP’s well that Ends well and that every

man at the last, receives Measure tor

Measure.
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I too have shed tears of youth

And burnt myself in mine own Truth
I too have shed the fear to face

The light that leads the Human Race
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I never sought refuge in jail

Nor broke the law for Freedom's Grail
I never wore the Khadi Cap

Nor failed returning slap for slap.
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Aye ! mankind still is sub-human

The shrewd exploit the fool and plan
For power, to perpetuate the shame
Done Then and Now in His Great name.
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No self_-made Leader of His line;

No Musoleum, Mosque, or Shrine;
No Bust in stone or bronze or Gold;
No picture, poem or tale untold;
No, No, not even Death’s own fire
Can tell His last but one desire.
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Let Kaaba be a thing apart

Inside the Mecca of my Heart,
The Quran ison Gita’s side
Beneath the Light were All abide.
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Ashoka’s Wheel revolves,

The Crescent Moon evolves,
Bright Dharma lights the sky
While Human hearts still sigh
And these, a Monument shall be
For Him in Human Memory.

By
“CHERALATAN?*
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STORMS IN Z C.

g One Fkadasi day I went
- on a pilgrimage to Guru.
My friends with
whom Guruvayurappan is a
pet though they never go
to see him, chorussed be.
hind me, “our namaskarams
. to Guruvayurappan,” “our
. b.c’s. to him,” “my love,”
etc.

~ Before the shrine I had
| to fight for standing space,
. but at last catching a glim.
pse of the God, I transferred
all that load of messages to

" him and then, as I gazed on

- the smiling face childishly

! rounded with sandal paste

| there occurred a marvel.
I The God rapidly crinkled up
. his eyes and flashed a smile
~ at me—a real Clark Gable
- beam !

} I took a quick glance at

the others, but their devout
- faces registered no thrill.
. The smile was a very exclu.
sive one for me alone. As
- I'stood spell bound, a peal
- of bells wafted a lazy drawl
to me which sounded very
{ much like “well, er—and
~ how is my hall getting on?”
and then a distinct fatherly
pat on my back.

I stared. What did it
mean ? Could it have been
just my fancy? Had I but
mistaken a stray drop of
“thirtha” for a paternal
pat. Those meaningless
- words—were they not the
- concoction of a brain fever.

A

o

ed by examinations? And
the smile—probably some
optical illusion !

A singing wave of wor.
shippers pushed me out, and
it was not till I had board.
ed the bus for home that
the meaning of the mystery
dawned on me.

It was no hallucination.
In fact what more natural
than that the God should
thus signalise his special
favour for the Z. C. (I had
been the only Z. C. boy in
the crowd) and launch a
pleased inquiry about his
hall— the Guruvayurappan
Hall ?

It set me wondering.

Under the patronage of a

God so famed for power and
partiality, why  should
there be the least cloud in
the Z. C. sky? Why the
occasional storms, failures.
strike, discord.

I made a deep research
and with the aid of records
raked out of office shelves
unravelled the following

authentic explanation of
the riddle.
Take it from me that

Guruvayurappan, notorious
for grabbing presents from
people was hugely tickled
when the Z. C. hall was
named after him. What
earthly use he can make of
the hall, when he gets not

a pie out of its rent, not
even an ounce of butter
for the daily Pooja, I cannot
say. But the best of us are
not proof against flattery,
and Guruvayurappan (doubt
it not for one moment!)
preens himself not a little
on being the nominal owner
of our Hall.

This cireumstance most
regrettably has occasioned
serious tangle in the Tali
temple household. And it
is the reverberations of
this that sometimes shape
into the dark clouds above
named, in the Z. C. sky.

The fact of the matter
is this. Ever since the
inception of the Z. C. the
Tali temple has raised its
towers over it in blessing,
its domes spreading invisi.
ble golden wings over the
students like a mother bird
brooding over her young.
The Temple tank, the Gras.
mere of many a Wordsworth
and Coleridge has, inspired
would be Z. C. leaders to
declaim from its high ban.
yan platform; its banks are
the Z. C. Marina and Marine
Drive. What more natural
then than that the Lord of
Tali, the august Siva should
regard himself as the guar.
dian God of the Z. C.

For years past all Calicut
has been interested witnes.
ses of the above phenomena.
And great was their wonder

-




when the Z. C, rulers, blind
to the noble Siva reign.
ing just a yard before their
noses, rushed off for patro.
nage miles away to Guru.
vayur.just because,forsooth
they got ‘a trifle of cash for
building a Hall from the
Temple there !

Siva, though unmoved by
the daily sight of a hundred
Calicutwallahs trekking to
Guruvayur under his very
nose was wounded to the
quick by that unkindest cut
from the Z. C. The serpents
round his neck writhed in
pain as they hissed,

“Just for a handful of

silver they left us,

Just for a Hall to

deck Z. C.2
And Siva, when the Hall
was christened, was about
to cover his face with his
matted locks and say “you
too Z. C.” But philosophy
pulled him up just in time
to save dignity and he
merely remarked “no pro.
phet is honoured in his own
country” and “ Ingratitude,

thy name is Z. C. | »

However, being notori.
ously the most henpecked
of husbands, Siva could not
maintain that serenity in
the home atmosphere. Par.
vathi felt (justly) that a
hall so suited for dances
and dramas should belong
to Nataraja Siva and to her,
adored by all as “Freatga?’

and “ggrieasr’? (fond of
dances and arts.) Many a

5

curtain lecture did this
Lady deliver all with the
object of getting hubby to
open his third eye of anger
on the Z. C. But as Siva
could not so soon pluck out
fatherly love from his heart
She started a few woman
like guerilla tactics herself
unreasonably enough, it
Was against her neighbour
Vishnu that her wrath
poured forth just because
Guruvayurappan happens to
be his son and incarnation.

Most illogical, you say—
but ladies are silly in these
cases

Poor Vishnu, who living
on Siva’s compound always
plays second fiddle in the
Tali household, had now to
pocket many an insult form
which his henpecked friend
could not protect = him.
Worshippers forgot to call
on him after visiting Par.
vathi; the very priests for.
got togive him the daily ra.
tion of offerings. Of course
no explicit directions were
given— but subordinates
always know who wears
the breeches ina house and
are quick to sense the cool.
ing of friendship. One day
Parvathi most meanly in.
spired the priest to forget
to keep the “payasam” for
Vishnu and at one enormous
gulp lapped it all up her.
self! Vishnu nobly ignored
this, for it is beneath a man
to wrangle over these tri.
fles with women; he just

inspired me to pay a flying :

call,. And fi I had not

ordered a special sweet
“nivedya” for him the poor
god would have had to.
starve that day.

Well, all this might yet
have blown off without
harm if the Bhootas of Siva
had not got wind of the
thing. These imps of misch.
ief, kept confined in stone
in a thousand carvings on
wall and pillar round Siva
had long been starved of
exercise. Now they got a
chance for activity. They
were all busily engaged,
some whipping up beasts,
some kicking giants, others
pulling ladies’ hair, ete, but
they spcedily left off all
such petrified fun and
shaking off the dust of
centuries leaped down cry-
ing “havoc!” A quick peep
showed them that Siva was
doing “tapas” and Vishnu
was snoring peacefully in
the middle of his age.long
sleep. And they would
have * started ' operations
within the Temple itself
if their leader had not
drawn off their energy into
a safer channel.

This Bhoota (the black gent
who stands at the entrance
to Siva’s shrine with tongue
out and eyes rounded in
wicked glee) called every.
body out to the Temple
porch and made a speech.

Leader. Why, friends, you
" go to do you know
not what. When has
Vishnu dese’rved

.  your hates? A.l‘as You
































































































































































































