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The M. S. Programme 
A long-awaited departure has been made 

by our Institute from the routine curriculum 
of post-graduate engineering education. In 
January this year about fifty candidates in 
various disciplines have enrolled in a pro
gramme that emphasises equally on lectures and 
research. At first, the candidate's background 
will be assessed and he will be instructed in 
what he has not learnt in his under-graduate 
course. His guide will follow his progress 
closely, discuss his problems with him when
ever possible. The student is thus oriented 
with a research viewpoint at the master's level. 
He will be in a better position to continue his 
research after completing his master's degree. 
The duration of the course may be a little 
over two years and has not yet been rigidly 
fixed. The evaluation of the students of this 
programme by the conventional examination 
methods is 'not considered necessary in many 
circles. 

The main objective of the programme is to 
Create an effective research activity especially 
as an inter-disciplinary effort. It will be 
possible for an M.Sc. in Physics, for example, 
to work on a research problem in an engineer
ing department like Metallurgy or Electrical 
Engg. j an M.Sc. in Maths may work in 
Aeronautical; an M.Sc. in Chemistry may 
work in Metallurgy or Chemical Engineering. 
It is expected that by far the largest number 
of the research workers here will be eng~neer
jng graduates with a Bachelor's degree. It 
is also expected that a considerably increased 
number of faculty members will be drawn 
into and get involved in the research activities 
of the Institute. , 

It is to be seen whether this novel experi
ment will justify the need for a separate 
course for those with an aptitude for research 
and whether the students will benefit by feeling 
the pulse of practical problems side by side 
with routine academic work. 

-Campastim8S N8WS. 

Jl)r ::S~c~tloff 
returns to <b~rmanr 

Dr Ing BechtIoff left the Institute for 
Germany in January. During his 18 months 
$tay here he has succeeded in setting up the 
Machine Elements and Mechanical Handling 
Laboratory (they shifted into their new 
building on the 16th Jan.). The Lab. will 
be complete by July-August. According to 
Dr Bechtloff, the main reason for the low 
efficiencies in factories he had visited in India 
-is that there are too many employees doing 
no work and even discouraging others from 
working. 

'Some of our staff members have never 
been to the industries even in and around the 
Madras city. That is why they are unable to 
teach with a practical viewpoint. Knowing 
what it is to work under the conditions of 
industry is a must for every member of the 
staff.' 

-Cam pastimes News. 

DEUTSCHLAND S,PIEGEL 
from 

Dr. N. V. C. SWAMY 

Goethl/J81z . 

WHAT strikes one foremost in the Germany of today is the sense of prosperity and 
well-being. But for the inevitable student riots and demonstrations, the country 

is, by and large, peaceful and the common man (and, of course, woman) is 
experiencing a sense of contentment. 

Eamings are good, things are available in 
plenty and the Deutsche Mark is the most 
powerful currency in the world today. The 
shady parts of life are also there, especially in 
the big cities, but they are not due to 
poverty or lack of material comfort; on the 
contrary, possibly due to an overdose of 
material prosperity. I refer, of course, to 
the usual share of robberies, murders 
etc., which ate a part and parcel of hig 
city life anywhere in the world ~oday. 

If we disregard such exotic and shady 
characters, who make headlines in newspapers 
like • Bild '. and confine our attention to 
the ordinary German, interested in his 
health and home, what strikes one as parti~ 
cularly singular is a sense of non-involvement 
in the day to day political affairs. One misses 
here, ,happily I suppose, the early morning 
post-mortem of daily affairs, statements by 
politicians and so on, which usually heralds 
in the· day of an Indian intellectual. It may 
be due to a feeling that the people at the 
helm of affairs are doing a good job or it may 
also be due to a confidence ill the structure 
of the nation, which no political party can 
bring down, however incompetent it may be. 

All of us have heard said, time and again, 
that Germany is a nation of hard workers. 
I would only add to that statement that 
Germany is a nation of hard competent 
workers. The system of Education and 
training, especially in non-academic fields, 
is such that no one can hope to get a good 
job or earn a good name in any enterprise, 
unless he or she is well-trained for it. 
Strangely enough, it is the academic system 
which is now the butt of enormous criticism, 
and the recent student riots and demonstra
tions are directed at the system of education 
and training in the academic fields. Goetingen 
as one of the oldest and famous Universities 
in Germany, is not without its share of 
student unrest. It is, of course, difficult to 
digest all the demands of the students, 
especially when they want to have a say 
in the selection and appointment of their 
teachers, but at least they feel justified, 
when they rebel against the take-it-or-leave-it 
attitude in which lectures are given and the 
ivory towers inhabited by the Professors. 
The students' demand a more liberal attitude 
on the part of their teachers and a closer 
link with their Professors. But it is a pity 
that, just as in Indian Universities, the 
students exhibit a lack of propriety and have 
no sense of cohesion or discipline. The 
citizens of Goetingen were shocked one fine 
morning to read a pamphlet, directed against 
the University authorities. ex~ibited all over 
the city, couched in obscene language and 
entirely devoid of purpose and meaning. 
Even though the Students' Union, AStA. 

promptly denied the magnum opus as being 
the work of a student, the damage had been 
done and the stock of the students' agitation 
plunged in the eyes of the populace. The 
only saving grace about the agitation is that, 
there are no demonstrations ·01' riots, but the 
poor trees have to bear the brunt of the 
arguments and counter arguments, which are 
pasted on them indiscriminately. 

I was pleasantly surprised one day. when 
I was stopped in the street by a German, 
whom I did not know, and who complimented 
our nation on having Mrs. Gandhi as our PM I 
He told me that she mus); indeed be a very 
clever woman to have- survived in that seat 
for such a long time. Incidentally, a point, on 
which the Germans pride themselves, is their 
racial tolerance. There is a creeping re
sentment. especially in South Germany 
against Turks, Italians and Greeks, who a~ 
filtering in ever larger numbers to seek jobs. , 
There is, of course, a great deal of sympathy 
for Israelis in their conflict with the Arabs. 

Finally, a word about how we are in 
touch with affairs in India. Our only means . 
of communication is AIR-General Overseas 
Ser!ice. .We are, i~deed. ve~y fortultate in 
havmg thts extraordinary serVice, which tells 
us in detail a)Jout the daily routines of (in that 
order) the President, the Prime Minister and 
the Deputy 'Prime Minister (followed by the 
lesser Deities). Sometimes we are told how 
Coffee Or Sugar is grown, or what India 
feels about the Commonwealth and the 
Israel-Arab conflict, or about the award of a 
D. Litt to the Empress of Iran. About the 
conditions iri the country itself, about student 
troubles, closure of colleges and universities 
floods, famines etc., the AIR is mum. Of 
course, one canIlot blame the AIR, since 
there are always other sources like the local 
Press or BBe for that matter. N(1 wonder, 
people here sometimes have a distorted view 
of things in India. 

A word .to . our guitar-tw~nging groups. 
The latest Slngmg craze here m Germany is a 
Iz-year old boy called Heintje (who is a Dutch), 
who really happens to be 'the darling of 
millions'. In z yeat·s, his records have sold 
more than 10 million. He is only worried 
now as to what will happen to him, when his 
voice breaks I 

MINI SKYSCRAPER OCCUPIED 
In December 1968, when the students were 

happily off on vac.ation, the various administ
rativesectiolls of the Institute peacefully drifted 
into the .multistoreyed complex next of 
Gajendra Circle. 

Perched on the fifth floor, the Director now 
has everything under view. 

-Ca11lpasti-mes News. 
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I'm not quite sure how I hit upon the word 
• epitaph' as a title but'it may tum out to be 
appropriate in more ways than one. I can 
promise it's going to be as eminently unread
able as my last two articles since I've been 
unofficial1y established as Campostim8S' space
filler. I hope this can be my final parting 
shot and that r need not subject anyone to Tee 
Square philosophy in future. 

So here beginneth an cpitapll of youth and 
idealism, of dreams and visions and worlds 
that might have been and never will be. If 
I'm permitted to be more ambitious it is the 
epitaph of a whole phase of our civilization, 
and I write with reference to myself not only 
for egotistic reasons but for lack of any other 
(reference i.e.). I'll be satisfied if I can point 
out where my own idealism has failed. But 
to be less apologetic and more to the point, I 
state categorically that every youngster with 
any sense of pride must at least some time or 
the other be an idealist. I mean an idealist 
in a hybrid sense which implies non-con
formism, nonmaterialism, and a concept that 
human dignity however imperfect is more 
valuable than the machine perfection to which 
modern society would have us reduced. I 
oppose the good advice to study hard at school 
so that one may get good marks in the ex
amination so that one may get into a good 
college so that one may work harder towards 
a degree so that one may get a good job so 
that one may work still harder for a promotion 
so that one may make enough money to start 
really living at sixty-four with rheumatism, 
false teeth, lung cancer and somebody else's 
heart. This is the least-resistance life offered 
to the average human today-a life which 
keeps dictating' so thats 'till you're dead 01' 

nearly so. It is the result of much of the 
weil-meant parental care and influence. Why 
can't we live for the momellt more often and 
leave out some of the so thats. Living in the 
future always is as good as not living at all. 
Great men have advised the equivalent of 
• whatever you do, do it with a purpose '. If 
that applies universally we'll be robots before 
long. It is often the 'purposelcss' or 
spontaneous things that are most meaningful j 
things one does without cold calculated 
material reason behind it. If you're human 
it's the poetic moments you will remember 
and not your visit to a fertiliser factory. 
Psychologists equate emotional maturity to 
the stifling (roughly) or at least the non display 
of emotions, something which any Egyptian 
mummy will pass with flying colours. Weare 
becoming bound by a dehumanized pattern of 
set behaviour, of not committing ourselves, of 
saying just those things which 'ought' to be 
said. AJ; a mild example of such dehumaniza
tion, when I say' Good Morning sir' it could 
mean anything from • Hullo, nice to see you' 
to • Why did I have to see your rotten mug 
today?' On a more practical level, if I 
witnessed a road accident I wonder if 1'11 be 
the first one to help. I may worry about 
having to give evidence in court or something 
like that. Wouldn't that be shameful? or is 
shame already a nineteenth century word? 
It's so remarkably easy and safe to feign 
blindness and ignorance. 

If there's any hope of saving oUI' future it 
lies with us who will be in it. Paradoxically, 
it is based on a purpose, that of fighting the 
future with the present. I could almost 
proclaim, • Repent, for the end of the world 
is at hand and it is of our own choice.' 
While I'm still sane (?) I'd choose rather to 
die in a nuclear blast than become a zombie. 
It is mainly in our school and college days 
that we have the best opportunities to build 
our Utopias. No matter that it is only a few 
who have the guts and grit to live out any of 
their noble ideals; it i$ quite unpardonable 
and inhuman for a young chap not to indulge 
in any dreams at aU. It's like not playing a 
game because the other side is stronger. What 
the hell, we play anyway for it is better to 
have played and lost than never to have played 
at all. How much milder is the statement 
that it is better to have dreamed and failed 
your dream than etc. 

CAMPASTIMES 

Our present existencr is pervaded by 
machines to an extent which makes us un
aware of our automatic actions representing 
an extreme state of dependance. The lights 
come on not simply because we flick a switch 
but because there are power stations 
and generators and transmission networks. 
The more we progress the more of a balanc
ing act it becomes. Nyquist might call it 
an unstable system. It means that a small 
disturbance, wiIlful or otherwise, is sufficient 
to upset it. A bird sucked into a jet engine 
for instance. (1 believe we blamed the bird 
on such an occasion!) The spanner in the 
works is but a pin today and will be a puff of 
air tomorrow as we blindly swarm up this 
dead~end street called progress. In a former 
journalistic attempt I think I said that the 
power of reason alone distinguished us from 
machines. Since some of the latest com
puters are reputed to think as well, the only 

. remaining curtain seems to be irrationality; 
and it's a very thin curtain at that. I say it 
has come to the last ditch battle for supre
macy. The material comforts that science 
can provide wi11 only be good enough for a 
mindless spiritless being. Of course we can 
always convert ourselves into robots and 
pretend that science was aU we ever wanted. 
It's the easy way out and the way we're 
headed now. But let us hang on to all our 
gods and superstitions and art and nature and 
philosophy, for the machine-god is both ruth
less and efficient and will be unmerciful to 
imperfect humans. 

Maybe it is unfortunate that it took me an 
entire science-based education to discover the 
emptiness that science has to offer. More so 
that my soul qualification may compel me to 
make a living out of accelerating what I 
consider my own doom. I suppose that's 
where my idealism must stop, if only to 
prevent me from harbouring regrets aU my 
life, since I know damn well that I can't wage 
a war on my own. At most I could wreck a 
computer or two and then meditate harmlessly 
in a prison cell, with conscience still u~easy. 
When I get out of here I guess I'll just fall 
into the time-worn groove and become a mere 
statistic, a contribution to some Gaussian 
distribution curve. What a fall for an in
dividual with a soul. But no laments. It 
has always been a disappointment that most 
of my crazy ideas had to be derived from 
middle-aged or elderly folk rather than the 
likes of me. It forces me to conform all the 
sooner and turn my thoughts to matters like 
making money. 

Those who are concerned with the modern 
world of management consider it unfortunate 
that a human being is not quite predictable 
and cannot yet be governed by any mathe
matical equation. My limited classroom 
contact with the subject has led me to detest 
it as a highly immoral profession. Of Course 
it js the • in' thing today since that's where 
all the money is. Get into I.I.M., say, and 
life is made, with a thousand for a start. But 
what does management science expect of 
you-to ferret out all the little inefficiencies 
of man and machine and by remedying them 
increase productivity and profits so that you 
may make still more so that so that so 
that .... The machine, if it could, will surely 
cry out. The man by suitable bribes, bonuses 
and slick doubletalk is kept blind to the fact 
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that he is nothing but a worker ant, or worse 
still, a Roman galley slave. His every micro
action is sought to be controlled by manage
ment. Doesn't anyone feel the outright 
indignity of the phrase • man"machine 
system' ? On equal terms, imagine 1 There 
are many advanced books on the subject, all 
attempting to formulate the human equation so 
that it can be reduced to a simple machine 
system once more. The modern work study 
expert is nothing but an overseer with a whip, 
clad in sheep's' clothing. This eternal crav
ing after maximum profits and productive 
efficiency which only leads to more of the 
same has created a vicious circle forming a 
nooSe around our necks. Unfortunately it is 
the big businessman whom the world pays 
homage to today and so he can dictate terms 
and issue death warrants at will. The 
strength of the hippie philosophies lie in their 
rejection of these pointless aims . 

There is another topic I touched on in the 
beginning to which I would return £01' another 
brief round, namely academic achievement 
mania. This can easily become the centre 
and sole driving force of a student's life. 
All because we thrust so much importance 
upon the top guys in a • merit' list. To get 
to the top they study harder for their exams 
than the odler guys; and what virtue is that, 
since an examination is intrinsically valueless 
and merely a yardstick for arbitrary social 
judgement? But let me not stay into a dis
course on that, much as 1 would like to. In 
fact there are ever so many things I'd lIke to 
throw some stones at, some in our institute, 
matters like curHcllla, staff-student relation
ship, etc. but this isn't exactly a complaint 
book, and furthermore the picture would be 
sadly distorted if I didn't mention that there 
are many matters I appreciate and am grate
ful for. It is common to take pleasant 
circumstances for granted. Indolence and 
modesty usually prevent me from setting my
self up as a moral judge over everyone else. 
A sudden lapse of both those virtues resulted 
in this essay. Probably for the last time. 

A recent I cup' lamented that one must 
insult one's friends to impress others. I'm 
not going a step further and trying to dis
parage myself to the same end. My intention 
here is to shock, 110t to impress. It is not 
all excuse for any observed insociability 01' 

for any suggestion that I belong a few 
centuries ago. You may hit me over the 
head with it· and make it my own epitaph, but 
I won't take back a word of it. In aU its 
hasty conclusions and inconsistencies it is 
dearer to me ,than any machine-perfect 
treatise. (Sma.rt'justification, eh ?) 

King Arthur's closing words went som.~-
thing like: 

'Ask every person if he's heard the story 
And tell it loud and clear if he has 110t, 

That once there was a fleeting wisp of 
glory ...... nor let it be forgot that 
once there was a spot 

For one brief shining moment that was 
known as CAMELOT.' 

My Camelot Seems to be fading away like 
many already have. We are drifting into a 
new Camelot which is deceptively similar to 
Arthur'S world. Eternal insipidity and physi
cal and mental oblivion is promised. Will 
we welcome it with open arms? 

TEE SQUARE. 

DOUBLE CROSS 

CROSSWORD 

No Clues 
No Answers 
Tty filling both 
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CARICATURE 

Rathindra 'N' Roy 

About two hours after the yonder sun has 
risen over the Bay of Bengal, Roy walks into 
the Ganga mess for breakfast and the waiter 
asks him what he would have. ' Ten 
-oothappams from the veg. side and four eggs 
and the usual from the non-veg. side,' he 
says, and gets ready to tuck into his rations. 
Tapeworms raise their hats, watching Roy 
eat, knowing that they are in the presence of 
a master. . 

Watching him class-wards bound, dressed 
in terycotton trousers and a T-shirt made to 
-order by Omar the tent-maker, one gets ~he 
impression that Nature must have started w1th 
enough material for two Roys, but deci~ed !o 
put everything into one and be done w1th 1t. 
In other words he resembles, rather closely, 
a Roman Emperor who is· exceptionally fond 
of starchy foods. 

Roy started the rise to fame with an incident 
in the third year. He walked into the first 
year class and looked not left nor right till 
he was standing in front of the two girls who 
lend colour to the class. Then pulling out 
with a flourish a visiting card bearing the 
legend R. N. RoY, Faculty of Electrical 
Engilleerillg, The Irldiall /tzstitute of Techtlology, 
Madras and trying to look as much like Sean 
Connery as he possibly could, he presented it 
to them and solicited an article for Campos
times. Legends say that an article was 
handed over, but in what finally appeared in 
print Roy used only the title at the top and 
the authors' names at the bottom, and let his 
imagination run wild in between. 

Roy's proudest possession is a badge from 
the Institute of Electrical Engineers. The 
time you have three or four days to spare, 
.drop in on him and ask him about it. 

Delving into the depths of psychology he 
:says: (I will quote him verbatim) • I a,? 
basically anti-feminine'. I am ~ure that th1S 
is something he thought up to dIsh out to the 
'press, if he ever becomes famous enough to 
hold press conferences, for I am told that 
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his idea of the ultimate in beauty, is a girl who 
lets her hair loose, so that it cascades rartly 
to this side and partly to that side a her 
shoulders. Though this may not be the most 
convenient coiffure to sport while drinking 
coffee and things, interested girls please note 
that this is the one way ticket to Roy's heart. 

Both Bill Shakespeare and Alex Pope have 
stressed the tediousness of a twice told tale. 
You will agree that what is good enough for 
Bill and Alex is good enough for us. Not this 
Roy. Tell him anything, and three days 
later he drops in on you and says, ' You 
won't believe me, but there was this ••••• 
and you hear your masterpiece, slightly 
spiced, and expanded as only Roy knows how 
to. The next day he comes up again with, 
'This is absolutely first hand •••.• ' and 
you hear it all over again. I am at a loss, 
for both Bill and Alex are silent about the 
nature of a thrice told tale. (It is the same 
thing recommending a movie to him. He 
comes back and tells you the story and his 
wisecracks about it, the whole of which lasts 
slightly longer than the movie itself) If the 
story is not one that you started, and you 
are hearing it for the first time from Roy, it 
it is advised that you know the value of the 
Roy Factor. Under normal cJnditions one 
takes the cube root. 

You can be resonably sure that Roy will not 
win any seaside beauty contest or appear for 
the cover photograph of True Roma11ce, but 
he is the best actor to have graced our stage. 
He won the best actor award a couple of 
years ago and has since been our top ellter~ 
tainer. He holds the record for never putting 
up a flop show! Today it is his modest boast 
that he can top anything any actor anywhere 
does, except maybe for Gina Lollobrigida, 
because of a slight disadvantage, figure-wise. 

Watching Roy v.'llik towards you, you know 
what Muhammed will have to put up, if he 
refuses to go to the mountain. 

In this the age of the Diners Club, it was 
Roy who brought the credit-card system to 
our Institute. We also can't blame the Knick 
Knack chaps for rolling down the shutters and 
escaping through the backdoor, when they hear 
rumours about a visit from Roy. Roy enters 
the joint with friends and eats like one 
straight from drought-ridden Bihar. Draining 
the last dreg of coffee down the hatchet, he 
vells, • Waiter 1 the bill !!' The waiter wonders 
if he is perhaps going to receive a 15% tip. 
When the bill is presented, Roy breaks the 
news, I No moolah now, chappie-O. Just 
add it on as credit I ' 

Roy has been closely connected with Cam
pastimes. This year he is an editor of the 
Gymkhana Brochure. In the strictest confi~ 
dence (just between you and me) I will reveal 
that it is he who writes under the pseudonym 
of I Spyglass'. Why spyglass? Haven't 0e 
faintest idea. Could be something to do wlth 
Freudian Symbolism may be and aU that sort 
of thing. 

Roy knows the latest developments in 
science and technology and medicine and 
art and fashions, and gives uninvited lectures 
on them. Not very authentic, but very enter
taining. I mean, you can't have everything, 
you know. Not everyone can pack so many 
laughs in a gas session on bionics, Okay? 

Roy is known this side of the deer park as 
C the invitation card man.' He has a knack 
for the design and layout of invitations. 'It 
is a delicate art requiring mild passion,' he 
is going to say one of these days. Next time 
you want someone to design a card for you, 
at a moderate rate, drop in on him. 

When you drop in, be prepared. He be
lieves in the ultimate in informality. To 
your knock will come sounds from within 
like a couple of bulldozers beiug started, a 
few words of endearing invitations to come 
in, which we dare not print. and finally the 
door is thrown open and Roy stands there 
in all his majestic splendour, not hampered 
by clothes and things. I don't mean that he 
is entirely in the altogether, but, well, almost. 

Roy was once going by bus and it being the 
rush hour, he hadn't got a couple of seats to 
park himself. He was however in a happy 
mood. Suddenly in a lusty voice he started 
singing his version of I I Love Paris' 
right there. A throat specialist who had 
taken the same bus, Ioolted up sharply, 
scenting custom. The conductor, however, 
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stopped the bus, walked over to Roy and 
said, • Mister I Either there is the song no, 
or the mister there is no.' So for the rest of 
the journey the copassengers needed no 
earmuffs. 

It happened at a girl's College not too far 
from here, and probably the whole incident is 
still listed in Roy's memory under the heading 
'Incident, extraordinary, one of.' A certain 
girl, I believe, contacted Roy on the talking 
machine onc ,-day and, after the usual chit 
chat, asked him over to their college for tea 
the next evening. It was in honour of the 
elite of the town, Roy was given to under
stand. The next day, Roy turned up there 
with a few friends (let's not drag in their 
names too) all shaved, spruced and boy-Oh
boy, dressed to deal out instant death. Sur
prise, smprise, there was no reception com
mittee at the portals of the college. OUl'" 

heroes are made of sterner stuff and do not 
give in easily. So they strolled in. They 
walked and walked, stories go, and it was only 
when they were in the middle of some SOl't of 
a quadrangle that it started. It was a shrill 
whistle. Soon there were many whistles. 
Soon yells were heard and later even jeers. 
You know what I mean-

whis#es to the left of them 
yelli~~g to the 1'ight of them 
jeers uehbld them-

It was the saddest retreat since Napoleon 
returned from Moscow, I am told. But then 
there is infinite wisdom in what they say about 
it; • It is better to have gone for tea and not 
having got it, t~an never to have gone at all.' 

Roy's sense of humour is absolutely top
ping. He starts where Bob Hope left off. 
He can turn a dead serious vernacular movie 
into a super colossal comedy with his running 
commentary. 

When Roy passes out, he just wants to do 
farming, join the Theosophical Society, take 
a few loans from the leading banks of the US, 
get a job in Latin America, study manage
ment in India, and bionics either in lst'ael or 
Netherlands, and start an Industry by himself. 
That's what I like about him-no crazyambi
tions. 

GOPE. 

'Leper '-(C011ti1lued) 

disbelief. He did not know how to tell his 
patient that he had been the victim of a 
dreadful mistake, because the disease from 
which he suffered was definitely 1Wt leprosy ! 
Although super.ficially akin to it, his disease 
was pathologically entirely different. 
Shankaran sat stupefied. He did not hear 
the doctor explain comfortingly that his 
ailment could be cured in spite of its obscure 
nature and the advanced stage of its develop
ment. The words • you are not a leper' 
pounded relentlessly on his brain. The 
consequences, or what he thought would be 
the consequences of this r~velation flashed 
through his badly-shaken mllld. He would 
go home claiming to he suffering from a 
curable skin-disease j the villagers would look 
at his disfigured body and whisper in frighte
ned voices that the leper had become insane. 
Doubly damned as a leprous lunatic, he 
would be forced back into the haunted 
house, there to decay in terrifying isolation 
into the likeness of a putrefied vegetable. 

When Shanl{aro.n left the hospital, he was 
smiling vacuoup'ly. It was twilight and t!le 
rain had still not stopped. From afar a girl 
approached carrying a bottle of kerosene and 
holding a palm-leaf umbrella. Shankarall 
stood squarely in her path. As she neared, 
he pressed his P!'llms together and bent low in 
respectful greet~g .. The girl sm~led ul'lce!
tninly and made as if to pass. Wlth a shnll 
scream of rage he snatched the umbrella from 
her. For a few moments he stood inspecting 
it with minute care. Then methodica1ly he 
broke it into fragments. The girl stood 
petrified with terror, her mouth open. From 
her unresisting hand Shankar an took the 
bottle. With the solemnity of a priest perM 
forming puja he emptied the kerosene over 
her head. Next, gripping the bottle tightly 
he crashed it down with all his might. Then 
smiling at the inert form on the road, 
Shankaran staggered into the night. 

S. R. NAIR. 
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A PERIOD OF ADJUSTMENT 
.JT0~ days. the cla~s ?ad been looking forward to the arrival of the new lecturer with 

, increasmg CUflOSlty. How vulnerable he would be to proxies and how liberal he 
would be with the S's were the object of endless speculation. How well he would be 
able to teach didn't seem to bother anyone. Why worry unnecessarily when exccllent 
text~books are available? In the meanwhile, a few incurable optimists kept alive the 
hope that the lecturer would not be a 'he' as everyone else seemed to assume. 

"HEN eventually the lecturer did arrive, 
he turned out to be an unspectacular 

person. Although he had submitted his 
doctoral thesis, (the mere title of which ran 
to a page and a half), he was very young and 
possessed absolutely no teaching experience. 

It was his misfortune to be assigned two 
among the most difficult periods of the 
week-the hour after lunch 011 Friday and 
the last hour on Saturday morning. Not 
everyone can hold the wandering attention of 
a class in either of these hours; and it soon 
became apparent that the new lecturer was 
not one of these gifted few. Although no one 
expected him to lecture like Feynman or 
C. V. Raman, his method of teaching was 
incompetent even for a novice. It consisted 
solely of transcribing disconnected paragraphs 
from a text-book onto the board. It was a 
method calcuIated ta incite a class of mum~ 
mies to riot. A typical period would go 
something like this--

It is the class on Saturday. The strain of 
the morning's periodical and the antkipation 
of the longed-for weekend have combined to 
produce in the class a mood of extreme rest
lessness. The excruciatingly dull double. 
hour lecture just over has done nothing to 
improve matters. To top it all the new 
lecturer comes into the room mercilessly on 
tim~ with a terrifying handful of chalk
pieces. Ignoring him half of the class walk 
out to the verandah for a breath of air. 
Those remaining inside are in vurious atti
tudes of relaxation-yawning,· talking, or 
throwing about bits of chalk. One or two 
hopefuls who were on their way to the board, 
where they intended to write • LET US 
OFF' in multi-colour, veer off course and 
leave the room on seeing the lecturer enter. 
The latter is already annoyed. He raps on the 
table with his duster and shouts, 

• Silence, settle down, silence I • 
In response to this a noise like steam 

escaping from a boiler is heard from V'arious 
parts of the room, 

• Shhhh, shhhh, shhhhhhhh ....•. ' 
Evidently the class is helping him achieve 

silence. The lecturer is taken aback but con
cealing his surprise says, 

'Stop it, don't behave like children. 
Silence! 

But as steam continues to escape furiously, 
he wisely decides to clean the board and 
give the class some time to settle down. He 
turns and begins at one end of his legacy-a 
board crammed to the last square micron 
with calculations, derivations and figures. 
'But only ascetics can sit passiV'eIy in class 

during the last hour on a Saturday morning 
and soon a chant of 'let us off', • free period' , 
'let us off for once' begins. The lecturer 
half turns and begins a futile sermon but 
suddenly the duster slips from his fingers 
and falls on the dais with a clatter only IlT's 

dusters can make. Instantly the class ex
presses its 'sympathy' at this misfortune in 
a wave of sounds. Predictably enough the 
lecturer is not comforted. He glares at the 
class. If looks could kill, the room would 
have been strewn with corpses. 

Now the lecturer begins to take the 
attendance. Somebody has obviously been 
giving him a few tips; he begins as though 
he has just recovered from .... major throat 
operation. 

• Aaron, Benjamin, Chandran •.. ', he 
whispers. 

But the little trick fails. Perfect silence 
does not descend. Instead a voice rises in 
protest, 

• Can't hear, louder please.' 
The unconventional pronunciation trigge.rs 

an explosion of laughter and the young 
lecturer blushes to the roots of his close
cropped hair. He says, 

'Who said that? Stand up I Stand up at 
once I' 

'Who said what, Sir?' asks someone 
innocently. 

The lecturer knows when he is beaten. 
Grimly he returns to the roll-call. 'Krishnan, 
Kumar, Mukundan ••. ' 

Variations of the basic • Yes, Sir.' follow 
one another from different parts of the room: 
• A, Sir/ I Es, Saar,' 'Yessir' and so on. 
Then suddenly itl answer to 'Narayanan', 
two voices are heard loud and clear. The 
lecturer is infuriated. With deliberate calm 
he closes the attendance-register and faces 
the class with an expression that would have 
done credit to a screen-villain. 

'Gentlemen,' he says in a voice ddpping 
sarcasm, 'as a reward for your excellent be~ 
haviour each one of you will lose his 
attendance for this entire week.' His gaze 
sweeps witheringly over the absolutely in
different class. • Before I proceed with this 
lecture I want those two .•. gentlemen who 
gave proxy for Narayanan to stand up! 

He pauses expectantly, the personification 
of severity. A dozen pairs of feet shuffie and 
scrape under the desks, but no one gets up. 
At the end of a minute the lecturer is still 
the only person standing. 'If those culprits 
do not stand up, keep in mind that I can set 
periodicals in which not one of you wiII pass. 
Remember ... ' But the rest of what he has 
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to say is dro,wned in cries of ' Cheap, cheap, 
cheeeep .... 

At last t~e 'lecture' proper begins with 
the lecturer Itaking up his text-book. Prior 
to starting his copying exercise, he asks, 
'Any doubts on what we did last .. .' 

A few chronic latecomers straggle in. 
C Why are you so late? ' 
'Went to drink water, Sir.' 
• You took twenty minutes to drink 

water? ' 
, The cooler broke down, Sir.' 
< Alright, alright, sit down. This is the 

last time I shall tolerate this. No'w, any 
doubts on what we did last time? • 

Someone in the back of the class closes a 
9oo-page American best-seller on his lap and 
stands uP. 

'What are the portions for Wednesday's 
periodical sir?' he asks. 

'With the smoothness of an old truck 
travelling over a badly dan:aged mud-road 
the period bumps and jolts to a premature 
end. In impotent rage the lecturel" leaves ten 
minutes before time. 

Perhaps he doesn't realize it, but in a week 
or two, when the novelty has worn off he 
wiII happily cease to be the object of any 
special 'attention'. What he is going through 
now is merely a passing phase, a transitory 
period of adjustment. 

-So R. NAIR. 

HUCK FINN'S ITCu. 
'\Ve went tiptoeing along a path ....•.• 

when we was passing by the Kitchen, I fell 
over a root and made a noise. Miss Watson's 
big nigger, named Jim he came tiptoeing dm"li 
and stood dght between us; we could • a ' 
touched him, nearly. Well, likely it was 
minutes that there wasn't a sound We all there 
so close together. There was II place on my 
ankle that got to itching, but I dasn't scratch 
it ; and then my ear that begun to itch j and 
next my baFk, right between my shoulders 
seemed like 1'd die if I couldn't scratch. 
Well, I've notice that thing plenty times 
since •.• if you are anywhere where it don't do 
for you to scratch, why you will itch all over 
upward in a thousand places .......• My 
nose began to itch. It hcB:ed tiU the tears 
come into my eyes. But I dasn't scratch. 
Then it began to itch on the inside. Next I 
~ot to itching underneath ..... I was itching 
1ll eleven different places now. I l'eckon'd 1 
couldn't stand it more'n a minute long
er ....•.• Just then Jim begun to breathe 
heavily; next he begun to snore-and then 
I was pretty comfortable again " writes Huck~ 
leberry Finn, of this misery the night he and 
Tom Sawyer founded' Tom Sawyer's gang'. 

Well, it is something universally observed. 
To modify Huck's statement, ' if you are any" 
wheres where it won't do for you to do some
thing, why you will itch to do that a thousand 
times !' 

It is 10.$8 a.m. Jan. 30; the school-bell 
goes and tlie whole class stands up to observe 
two minute~' silence. Everyone is quiet and 
the very air seems to stand still. Then-Huck 
Finn's itch begins to show up, and curiously, 
you feel an impelling desire to burst out 
laughing. But you resist it. 30 seconds pass
and then suddenly from the far corner of the 
room a curious sound, like the one you occa~ 
sionally hear from I the star that hauls a 
fortu.ne '-the TMB truck; you cautiously 
turn round to see one little fellow trying un~ 
successfully to prevent 'the bursting of his 
thought as Maharishi Mahesh Yogi would 
have called it. An uneasy stir follows and 
then another chap bursts out; and 
then another; and still another. You glance 
at the schoolmaster whose face is red with 
anger, or probably by the very effort he makes 
to prevent' the burshing of his thoughts. And 
then to everyone's relief the beU rings again 
and all is quiet again. Well, why is it that 
this happens? Is it that the subconscious is 
rebelling against the conscious which tries to 
concentrate on the observance of silence I 
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For, if you think about it, there appears to be 
no reason for your laughter or for that matter. 
Huck Finn's itch. AU the same, there they 
are-haunting you. In his autobiography, 
Nehru observes that sometimes he had an 
impish urge to burst out laughing or dance 
or do something of the sort on same solemn 
political meetings. 

All these seem to be different manifestations 
of some fundamental • law'. something akin 
to the famous Fertridge's law of Frustration. 
Fertridge, it appears, was once trying to pho
tograph a swarm of migrating birds, which 
every year flew over a particular place on a 
precise date. No,v, Fertridge arrived on that 
day with aU the paraphernalia, only to be 
frustrated, for that particular year they had 
flown by a day earlier, for some reason un
known. Then it was, that Fertridge enuncia
ted his law of frustration. The law seems to 
have universal application. at all places and on 
all occasions. 

Suppose you want to go by bus to a particu
lar place, and there are two routes, traversed 
by two buses A, B. Now Suppose that you 
are waiting where the stops of A and B are a 
few yards apart and you are waiting for A, 
knowing it to be roore frequent. But while 
you wait, no A appears but two B's have. al
ready passed along. So you think, better 
wait for B; they appear to be more frequent. 
Hence you begin walking to stop B, and at the 
very precise moment you reach halfway 
through and can't catch A even if you run, 
what happens? Lo, there comes A and you 
are left with neither fish nor flesh. 

N ow suppose further that you finally reach 
home exhausted and are relaxing in your room, 
casually peeling and eating an orange. You 
are sitting, away from the open window, and 
you reckon, if I throw the pips out through 
the window from here, the probability for 
the pips to hit the bars and get bounced 
back into the room is very small. So you 
begin throwing them out one by one and 
wh~t happens? Nine out of ten pips hit 
the bars and bounce back and in no time, the 
room is littered with orange pips, well, if you 
haven't observed it yet, don't bring the 
oranges to OAT next Saturday, but take 
them to your room and try. 

Have you ever kept something, say a pair 
of scissiors, at a spot where you could find 
it when you wanted, and when you really 
needed it, forgotten where you I,ept it? 
Have you ever lost a fountain pen, and after 
a vain search, bought a new one, only to find 
the old one gleaming right on your table? 
Have you ever mastered a card trick, practised 
it a dozen times successfully, but when you 
invited your friend to see it, it failed to click? 
In all probability, you have experienced such 
an ignominious fate; and if you have, well, 
Fertridge is somewhere around. There is a 
story about Sir J. C. Bose; he took some of 
his ingenious inventions to the Royal Society 
for demonstration but they didn't work before 
the distinguished gathering, yet they had 
worked earlier, and did work later! Well, 
who knows how many of our friends at the 
Science Fair had had a similar experience? 

Is it some sort of curious twist given to 
our lives by some inexorable, invisible hands, 
say Little Green Men (LGM) to 'tease us for 
their sport' as some superstitious person 
would believe 1. or is it some psychic pheno
menon, the result of the thoughts of a fertile 
imagination? Or is it some sort of 'Mirage' 
rooted in the belief that some unseen force 
is constantly working against us, to upset 
whatever we wish and hope? It would be 
that in the case of Lost Fountain Pen, the 
Search for it is governed largely by a mind 
already prejudiced; a belief that something 
which is lost cannot ever be on an obvious 
-spot. One might point out that C Huck Finn's 
Itch' is something which is there always, 
which becomes eclipsed when the mind is 
automatically focussed on something i but when 
you deliberately try to concentrate your 
thoughts, well, the mind's safety valve opens 
up, preventing the brain from embarking on 
-such a disastrous step. But somehow, one 
-cannot help thinking that there might be 
some impervious and mysterious laws like 
the Fertridge's Law that want some un
raveling I 

V. JAGADEESH. 
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CAMPASTIME.S 5 

Dr. Zuern's Vacation Contest-Result 

FIRST PRIZE: Mr P. Venugopalachari 

REG/STRARSUNTERSCHRIFTENMASCHINE 

MACHINE FOR PUTTING REGISTRARS SIGNATURE. 

Vijay was a big executive now. He was the 
managing director of Vijay Industries, a firm 
that made everything from lathes to electronic 
computers. Right now he sat in his office 
pondering over the implications of the new 
wealth tax. A frown of concentration creased 
his brow as he considered how best he could 
find loopholes within the law and save some 
money. There was a knock on his door and 
with a wave of irritation Vijay shouted, 
• Come in! I 

Five men shuffled in through the door. They 
were rough workmen, and at present they 
appeared nervous and ill at ease. 'Well,' 
snapped Vijay, 'what do you want?' The 
spokeman cleared his throat and said 'Sahib, 
our well keeps breaking down. Would you 
be kind enough to give us ten bags of cement 
to repair it?' Vijay was intensely annoyed. 
e What do you think I am doing here>, he 
shouted, • running a cement shop? All you 
people are the s~me. You do no work and 
then want something for nothing. You don't 
need the well and even if I gave you the 
cement, ten bags is too much. Get out I ' 
The men didn't have the heart to argue. 
Their shoulders drooped a little more, C Yes 
Sahib' , they said and shuffled out. Some 
thing about the way these men moved out 
struck a chord in Vi jay's mind, his thoughts 
flew back .......• 

* • • 
.••... He was just a little boy playing 

marbles in h!s grandfather's compound. Five 
men trooped out, they looked pretty dejected. 
I wonder what they are so ·sad about, he 
thought as he carefully took aim and shot the 
marble-oh no! another miss: he gave up 
in disgust. 

The men had moved over to the watchman's 

hut and were sitting down in a circle. He 
walked up to them boldly and· demanded, 
• Who are you?' • We are maistrys, young 
Sahib,' said a gentle old man with grey hair 
and bushy whiskers. • What do you want 
here?' was the next question. 'We need 
planks of wood' came the gentle reply. C We 
need them to repair our houses which are 
falling doiyn. We have no money to buy 
them from the market.' Vijay thought this 
over for a few moments and then said in 
a grave and earnest tone, • Everyone must 
have houses to live in. Give me a piece of 
paper. I will give you enough wood,' 

A grubby piece of paper appeared from the 
watchman's pocket and with it an old pen. The 
foreman wrote down his requirements; a 
hundred planks of teak wood. Vijay bent 
down to apply himself to the complicated and 
labourous task of signing his name to the piece 
of paper. Suddenly there was a tense silence, 
as the stern figure of his grandfather loomed 
up. I What are you doing, Vijay?' Vijay 
held out an ink smudged scrap. • I have given 
these men hundred planks of wood to make 
their homes. See, I can even sign my name: 
said Vijay'with quiet pride. 

Grandfather looked at the dirty paper with 
a scrawly' Vijay' written upside down in blots 
of ink. His face hardened as he looked at the 
men. Suddenly there was a twinkle in those 
grey eyes as they softened towards Vijay. 
'Well son; you've just signed yourfirst·order I' 
He turneq' to the men and said, • Since my 
son has signed, I am bound to give you these 
things. He has made an early start and you 
can see everything will go well in rus 
hands .•.... ' 

The picture faded. Vijay pressed the inter" 
com and s~id to his P.A., 'Ram Nath, give 
those men what they want.' 

Mter all one must be kind. 

-UMESH DA'l'TA. 
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Branching story 

The Devil's WorRshop 
, THESE days they put all kinds of rubbish in these thingsl ' complained Screwy as he laid down his illustrated paper and stared morosely 
out of the window at the ragged vegetation floating by. A train journey wasn't exactly his idea of a day well spent. He said 80 • •• 

Baggy grunted and drifted back into his semi-doze. Pops didn't stir from his apathetic slouch. Emkay made an effort to lllJect sarcasm 
into his tone. • If you want excitement, just dive through that window. Please. Now: . 

Screwy ignored him. t Those dames in the next bay,' he mused, • they look as if they could do with some lIvely company. 
I wonder ••• ' 

Pops looked interested. f Yes l' What do you suggest, Casanova r ' 
'Invite them to join us in a game of cards?' Emkay's habitual sarcasm was absent. 
Baggy woke up and blinked owlishly at them. • Hwat ?' 
Screwy shook his head. • Something better than that... That bh'd in blue, now. She's .•. hmmm .•• • 
Emkay's eyebrows danced devilishly. • Why don't you propose to her? That would satisfy your ego.' 
Screwy was taken aback. ' Serious? • 
(I defy you.' 

Possibility I 

, I would land myself in a mess,' thought 
Screwy as he left his seat. He had his 
reputation to maintain... he wondered 
whether it was worth maintaining at such 
costs. ~ You guys stay here,' he instructed. 

• Then how'Il we know?' objected Emkay, 
'Ask her.' They didn't have any answer 

to that. . 
Two steps and he was looking down at the 

girls. A couple of them were reading books, 
a couple seemed to be dozing, and the bird 
in blue was looking steadily at him. His 
glance caught hers in something of a shock. 
He realized. vague1y and inarticulately, why 
she had attracted his attention in the first 
place. He'd seen her somewhere before ..• 
but where? how? when? 

Her eyes went down modestly, and he " 
realized he'd been staring rudely. He cleared 
his throat. 

She spoke first, and her words left him 
gasping. • I was beginning to wonder if you 
had recognis~d me at all. How's your sister, 
Raju? • 
; Screwy knew who she was. And he got an 
IDEA. 

Screwy stalked back to his seat and very 
solemnly, sat down. 

'We111?? ' 
f I did it. I've proposed to her. And the 

young lady wants to meet you personally to 
tell you what she thinks of you, Emkay/ 

c Thinks of me ? Hey, what's aU this? •• " 
Screwy looked past Emkay and said, I Oh 

Geethat this is Emkay. Emkay, the bird in 
blue.' 

"Emkay swivelled round to face her. bewilder~ 
mentshowing plainly on his comically distorted 
features. Her eyes, steely glints in their 
liquid brown depths, gazed quizzically at him. 
Emkay's uncomfortable glance skittered away 
from the pretty face and encountered others 
set in various degrees of feminine disapproval. 
A feeling crept upon Emkay that somethi.I!g 
had gone wrong somewhere. 

She spoke; her voice was pleasant, but to 
Emkay it held a suggestion of an electric 
hotplate. C Aren't you ashamed of yourself r 
How can you look at anyone in the face after 
this r Just look at him, everyone t' 

Everyone obligingly looked at the crushed 
Emkay. His composure started looking like 
the Roman Empire after the Decline and Fall. 
He shifted uneasily. 'Er •.. I say ••• wha 
••• (gulp) I' 

Screwy took a hand. f Ye gods! Have you 
no self-respect, man? Apologise to her, dash it. » 

Emkay seemed to find something hypnotic 
about the toecaF~ of his ~hoes. 'r.m sorry. 
••• er, I apologtse •.• I m not ... 

He was interrupted by peals of feminine 
laughter. Screwy's raucous har-har-har 

Possibility ~ 

SCREWY walked towards her. The others 
perched themselves at strategic points. 

He reached her. Matters came to a stand
still after that. It looked as if he was stuck 
for a beginning. The other girls watched 
curiously. Just when the silence was getting 
awkward, he spoke. • Will you marry me ? ' 

The gasp from the other girls was expected. 
His friends tensed as they prepared themselves 
for het reaction." She looked up. Another 
silence developed as she valiantly tried to 
recover from the impact of that question. 
Screwy's sense of the artistic prompted him 
to launch into an eloquent description of his 
yearnings for her. Only. he was afraid of 
being too convincing. Again, the silence was 
getting on his nerves, although it hadn't 
lasted for more than a few ticks. He was 
becoming self-conscious, standing there in the 
midst of five girls. Then it happened. He 
saw her lips move . • • • . 

(No, sweetheart.' 
The tension eased all round. Screwy 

mopped his face with a handkerchief. 
, The name is Screwy.' 
C So's mine.' 
Screwy didn't bother to correct hel'. 

Instead, he mumbled on about this and 
that ••••• and she listened intently. She 
laughed at something he said. Obviously 
she found his conversation engaging. Emkay 
looked bored and disappointed. He didn't 
mind losing the wager, but sorely missed the 
fireworks he had expected. Screwy had 
found a new friend, who was obviously a 
goner for him. But that was nothing exciting. 
Screwy had a ku<\ck of collecting goners. 

Emkay got an IDEA. He hopped down 
and walked over to Baggy. Surprisingly 
enough, Baggy seemed to be awake. • Bet 
you can't walk over to the other 'un and 
smooch her,' he challenged, conjuring up 
mental vis.ions of what would. happen to 
Baggy should he do any such thing. 

But Baggy's reaction wasn't at all what he 
expected. • Are you serious l ' 

Emkay pondered over this. He came up 
with a better idea. 'You do the defying and 
I'll do the smooching.' 

, Sure.' 
-AAJOO. 

brought Emleay back to himself with a snap. 
, You hound,' he howled, what have you 

done? • 
Screwy bubbled over with glee. 'Proposed 

to her on your behalf I [ Ye gods, and she 
accepted " 

-POOTS. 

Possibility 3 

As Screwy lurched to his feet and very, 
very casually walked along the corridor, 

his brain was racing. Here it might be 
mentioned that Screwy is one of the multi
tude for whose consumption Hollywood • B I 
movies are ground out. Hence, even though 
it was an Errol Flynnish swagger that he 
finished up with, it was Edward G. Robinson 
who spoke out of one corner (the one which 
did not hold the Charminar) of his mouth. r"" " 

The dream in Blue looked older at close 
range. Ho)vever, she wished him back quite 
politely considering the fact that only a 
primeval monosyllabic sound had escaped 
his mouth. Indicating a secluded window 
seat nearby, Screwy whispered, • May I have 
a word with,You Over there? ' 

To his astonishment she nodded assent and 
moved over; It took them only a moment 
to exchange names, her's turning out to be 
Rashmi. .Then Screwy got to the crux of the 
matter. 'You seen the bunch of morons 
sitting over there? Well, they are responsible 
for what I am going to say now. (atld here 
he ,'aised his voice) To wit: may I have the 
honour of proposing to you 1 ' 

She gave him one of those looks which 
normally kill cockroaches at thirty yards. 
Screwy silently cursed Hwnphrey Bogart. 
This approach was all wrong-no fiitesse. He 
was just going into his Cheshire cat routine 
when he noticed that an ' I always use Lux' 
smile was transforming her face. (Doris Day 
couldn't have done it better, thought the ever
alert Screwy) 

The Vision said, 'If I were to say <f yes 'j, 
would you take me seriously?' Exceeding joy 
had made Subramanya Raman bold. 'Only 
till we reach Delhi' (I<ock Hudson) replied. 

As Screwy charged off triumphantly Rashmi 
turned to the toddler sitting nearby and spoke 
in her native Punjabi, C EON, you know; I feel 
ten yeara younger at the moment I • 

-RAT. 

you can rJoorJle agaiq! 
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CARICATURE 

Thoroughly Modern 
Mandeep 

Surds have come and surds have left the 
Institute in hordes. It has been noticed 
with some considerable interest and a lot of 
tongue--licking relish that, by virtue of certain 
inherent qualities which are difficult to dupli
cate, analyse or predict, this particular species 
of homo sapiens lends itself amiably to any 
concoction de&igned to depict the funny and 
humorous side of life. 

The advent of Mandeep Singh into IITM 
was no ordinary event. It sparked off a 
controversy which, tl) the best of our know
ledge, is still raging in Parliament. It has some 
thing to do with the validity of the entrance 
examinations. 

The Malldeep Singh of today is a distinctly 
revised and re--edited version of the Mandeep 
Singh that we first met in the first year. No
body knows when exactly the metamorphosis 
took place. It is difficult to pinpoint the 
exact day and date. but all are agreed that it 
was somewhere in the third year that he 
became a gunman of knowledge, a sort of 
intellectual bonfire, surprising people who had 
long ago listed him as a modest agreeable dolt. 
He came right up to one and put questions 
like, 'When Robert Kennedywas the Attorney
General of the US, who was the President? ' 
or • Can you name a President of the US who 
was assassinated in a theatre and whose name 
starts with L ? ' 

It was intriguing, unnerving to say the least. 
People spoke about it in hushed tones and 
whispered • Where does he get it from? He 
must be getting transfusions from an 
Intelligence Bank 1 ' 

It wasn't until quite some time later that 
\Ve found out Mandeep Singh had started 
reading Time Magazine, a habit he still 
assiduously pursues so much so that one may 
rightly say he is a man made by Time. 

Like allred-blooded people, he has his favou
rites, too, his current heroes being Maharishi 

Mahesh Yogi and Jagat Giri (~Elect.) 
It is difficult not to spot him at all the 
important functions of the Institute. For in
stance when the Maharishi came to the 
Institute, it was Mandeep Singh who chauffered 
him in. 

At the beginning of the term he comes w~l 
equipped with a tooth brush and shoe laces to 
brave the hazardl~ of hostel life. The rest of 
the accesories such as soap, tooth-paste, shoes 
etc., are supplied by his wing mates •••• 
whether they like it or not. He is of the firm 
view that the hostel he lives in is the original 
People's Hostel. The' People' in this case 
being he. 

One bright, sunny day he decided to up his 
standards and get himself a pillow. It's not 
very comfortable sleeping on a pile of text
books-borrowed text-books-day in and day 
out. So at the stroke of midnight, on a dark 
and moonless night he slipped into his faithful 
sneakers, picked up his thermos flask and 
went downstairs. He read the notice board 
nonchalantly as people are wont to when they 
have nothing in particular to do. and stood 
looking aimlessly here and there. The 
thermos was to be his alibi, a silent witness 
to his desires for water. Turning around to 
face the mess, he put into action part tWo of 
his diabolical plot, For every two steps for
ward he took three backwards. The overall 
impression meantto be conveyed to prying eyes 
was that of one Mandeep Si~gh walking 
towards the mess, flask in hand in quest of 
water when in fact he progressed in a direction 
i:lllPosite to the mess. The phenomenon of 
.. ten.tion of image was to play an important 

in the plot. As luck would have it 
was one stupid gardener, not so well 
":a Physics, who could only discern 
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Mandeep Singh reach the Medical room stern 
first and walk out with the hostel pillow. 

The next morning, the hon'ble Warden 
paid Mandeep Singh a visit presumably for 
a first hand account of • How to steal a pillow 
and get away with it--almost.' ·When asked 
why he did it, Mandeep Singh turned crimson 
to the tips of his beard and said something 
about his spine not being what it used to be 
and the explicit orders his Doctor had given 
him to use a pillow. He finished lamely 
\vith • I just borrowed it Sir. I was going 
to. !"eturn ~t, honest I was. You can ask 
GIrl ••••.•. 

• All right, all right,' said the Warden trying 
to be nice about the whole thing,' but the 
next time you want something ..••.• • 

• Yes Sir, I'll ask for it Sir.' 
• Good. Now then, how do you spend 

your leisure hours, Mr. Mandeep Singh? I 
can see you do a lot of reading. Is that the 

latest 'rime Magazine r' He reaches out 
for it, casually flips a few pages then 
suddenly stiffens in surprise, • Mr. Mandeep 
Singh .. I ? I' 

'Er •• it's from the Common Room, Sir. I 
was going to return it this evening Sir, really 
I was, you can ask Giri, Sir .•.• ' 

C Please see that you do. And this
ah-chair? ' 

• From the Common Room, Sir, 1. .. er ... 1 
• •• 1 was )ust going to return, it Sir when 
you came ln, you can a~k •..•.• 

With a little more pleasant chit-chat in the 
same vein about the rest of the things in his 
room, including his new collection of 
records, the Warden left, promising to cal1 
on him at least once every week. 

Mandeep Singh is undoubtedly on par with 
the Mechanical Age •. He is the only Surd on 
the Campus with a mechanical hair drier. 
And although he hasn't yet had occasion to 
use it, he takes great pains to leave it in painw 

fully obvious places to let all and sundry know 
he uses nothing so old fashioned as a towel. 

7 ------_ .. _----_._. 
He even took it to class one day and pretended 
it was all a big mistake. Instead of picking up. 
his file he happened to grab the hair drier, ••. 

The year he got his Scooter his conversa ... 
tii:>n followed a very predictable trend. His 
opening pieces invariably ran something like, 
, Last time t was going on my scooter •••. ' or, 
• Have you c.ever tried taking four guys on a 
scooter? •••• ' His favourite story until a few 
days ago was how he cleaned the carburetH 
tor of his scooter single-handed. He was the 
only one who failed to see what was so funny 
about the whole thing until someone in
formed himl! tactfully one hopes, that what 
he had cleaned was the sparlr. plug, not the 
carburettor. 

Mandeep Singh is the only person on 
record to walk into the Bank, go .through 
the motions of writing a check, sign it on 
the dotted line, settle down on one of the 
benches and yet not get any closer to his cash 
well towards closing time. It seems nobody 
told him he had to give his check jn to the 
clerk at the counter. All along he had been 
sitting and holding it in his hands. 

True he may be a strain on the furniture 
and a drain on the food budget once he 
parks himself in your room. But apart from 
that h~ is a thoroughly harmless sort of guy. 
It is always a great source of amusement to 
hear him talk about himself. He has a gift 
of the gab and if you are not on your 
guard. it doesn't take him long to convince. 
you that he represents what every female 
hungers for.. His most convincing argument, 
{What do y,ou think it was that attracted 
Delilah to Samson? It was his hair, this 
long lovely luxuriant growth that I have .... ' 

If ev~ ,ve want anything advertised these 
days we don't go to the newspapers any
more. We just tell Mandeep Singh, it's 
much cheaper. 

·When you come to the final year, your 
Psychology teacher will tell you that man 
is a prime imitator. Mandeep Singh CAw 
plodes that myth and proves that a Sardar 
is the prime imitator. One of his friends, 
slightly on the clever side, is in the habit of 
studying lying down in bed. Our man 
thought that the flow of knowledge from 
book to wherever his brains are, was better 
that way. He tried it for two periodicals 
but the res\1lts were disastrous enough to 
convince hini his brains are just not where 
he thought they were. Someone suggested 
he make use of gravity. So, very soon 
passers-by began to notice Mandeep Singh 
standing up and studying, the idea being 
not to cramp his brains by sitting down, 
whilst making use of gravity. 

Whereas the Whole of IITM is US College 
bent, Mandeep Singh is a man with a 
difference. None of the rat race for Fellow
ships, Scholarships, or admissions for him. 
He has directly applied to a number of firms 
in the US and the continent for a job. Not 
just any old firm, but only those select few 
which he has come to know through his 
own special and intricate web of intelligence 
that have a desperate need for an imported 
Maintenence Engineer, also called a janitor. 
And how does he ever hope to get this 
challenging post? Well in his own inimitable 
words • Pop's influence, Yaarl ' 

In spite of all the disadvantages and handi
caps (none of them of his own making) 
Mandeep Singh has made it to the final 
year, and when he passes out he is bound 
to leave behind a vacuum which will not 
be filled up in a hurry. However Some 
optimists seem to think he will leave no such 
vacuum. He'11 take it with him-in that 
space between his turban and nose. 

AnVIND rOHARl. 

Our hockey team struck gold in the 

Buck Menl0riaJ Tournament conducted 
by' the Y.M.C.A. 
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The Kan]plulr Meet-
FOOTBALL 

The Madras Eleven baftled Kanpur 
when they scratched out a 4-1 win over 
the host on the first morning of the Meet. 

Right from kick-off our forwards broke 
through. Centre-forward Victor Thamburaj 
diverted a ball unerringly into the net for an 
opening. With the Kanpur left-half hooking 
in a self-goal. Madras led zoo at half-time. 
Soon after resuming play, Shorty with that 
rare and magical ability always to be in the 
right place at the right second, took a rebound 
from the Kanpur goal-keeper and slammed 
into the net. 3-0. Madras got the final goal, 
when Bhattacharjee raced past the penalty area 
and shot hard into the net. With two minutes 
to go, the Kanpur fotward took goal-keeper 
Chandran unawares to score their only goal. 

Madras beat Delhi 3-Z the next day to 
reach Finals. The match drew no crowd. 
Meanwhile, Kharagpur beat Bombay zoo. 

Outclassing a weak but spirited Madras 
team, championship bound Kharagpur toyed 
through a 5-1 win on the third day of the 
meet. With close on half the team invalided, 
Madras kept the high-speed Kharagpur for
wards until half-time. The first blow came 
when Kharagpur got an effortless unexpected 
goal. P. Das soon rammed in a pass from the 
corner. zoo. Fighting in a spasm, Madras 
came back into the game when Sanyal shot 
in. The 2-I SCOre at half-time afforded no 
decision; but the fierce Kharagpur attack 
that came soon after paralysed our players. 
Das netted t\yo more goals, and Sumanta sent 
the last one in to tot up a 5-1 victory. 

TRACK AND FmLD 
Discus-M. SanyaI, second. 
Triple jump-C. Rathnaswamy, fourth. 
800 metres-Raju, third. 
fOO metres-Joshy Paul, third. 

SHUTTLE 
The huge crowd that had braved bitter 

cold to watchEdwin Srinivasan in the matches 

between Madras and Kharagpur was dis~ 
appointed. Eddie was running a temperature, 
and captain Shankar Swamy had decided to 
rest him for the tougher encounters ahead. 
(Some still believe that Edwin could--and 
shou1d~-have played.) In short, the only 
team from Madras confident of their ten 
points returned home with a blob. K~aragpur 
beat Madras 3-1. 

Vaidyanathan and Capt. Sheo Puri who 
took on the singles challenge from KGP put 
up an excellent performance. The former's 
confidence and celerity, and the latter's style 
and polish was a treat to the crowd. 

BASKETBALL 
Madras took the Shield for the third 

time in succession. With every member 
a player of outstanding merit, the Madras 
DB team had no trouble in winning the 
finals against Bombay with a margin of 
19 points. 

1st match; MAD beat DLI 53-39' Capt. 
M. S. Venkateswaran, with his characteristic 
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faking while going for undeI-basketting, was 
the top scorer. Right winger Suresh Bhandari 
got all his delightful jump shots accurately. 

2nd match: MAD beat BMB 57-38. Centre 
forward Abraham was in excellent form in 
this match. He pleased the crowd with his 
confident basketting. Brilliant display by 
George Varghese in both offence and defence 
steered Madras out of a few tight situations. 
At half-time, the score read 23-21. Soon 
Bombay took a lead of 4 points. With 
tremendous speed on the court and deft 
under-basketting, Raju Jacob helped in bring
ing life into the game. Madras caught up 
with Bombay at 27. Their team work 
th.rilled the crowd. Ramakrishnan's defence 
was sound; and while the Bombay score 
was stagnant at z7. the Madras forwards 
secured a lead of 8 points. A short' lull 
followed. Then in a fervour, and with 
morale boosted by Dr Rajendran (coach), 
Madras paralysed their opponents. The last 
3. minutes brought them a further lead of 
12 points. 

Dr. Rajendran, ex all star player, has 
successfully coached the triumphant basket
ball team for the last two years. • He played 
the key role in our success," says captain 
Venkateswaran. . 
TENNIS 

KGP broke the tension in the crowd 
when they edged a 3-'1. victory over MAD 
in the first encounter. In spite of winning 
the first two matches, (Ramappa beat 
A. SarkaI' 6-'1., 6-3 and Ram Kumar beat 
R. Srinivasan 6-1, 8-6) Madras helplessly 
cru:mpled out to loose the remaining 
three matches. 

Ramappa, the dashing Madras captain, 
always placed the ball well and convincingly 
won the nrst match. In the other singles, 
young Menon dictated the play. The score: 
M-2 KGP-o. And Madras looked poised 
to win the doubles too, when Ramappa and 
Ram Kumar Menon took the first set 6-2 
VI. Sarkar and Srinivasan. Suddenly, KGP 
came back in that second set. Sarkar crash
ed Ramappa's next serve to take the set 6~4. 
With the third set also going KGP way 6~4, 

the SCore read fM-z KGP-I. In the fourth 
match Srinivasan had Ramappa in trouble. 
He smashed all returns and effortlessly won 
the match 6-2, 6~3. The score: M~2 
KGP-2. Ram Kumar now meant everything 
to Madras. As the match started, the tension 
was high. Ram Kumar held Sal'kar's serves 
and took the first set 6~3. In a marathon 
session of tennis, the second set' went to 
Sarkar 7-5. Now the last set would decide. 
And when Madras needed Ram Kumar most, 
the cold took him hard. His thighs and 
wrist were cramped. and were massaged at 
quick intervals, while Sarkar and the crowd 
waited impatiently. The first six games 
went alternately to Ram Kumar and Sarkar, 
taking the set score to ;3.-3' Then Ram 
Kumar was out. Sarkar got that last set 6-3. 
(What a fall was there .. , . .. I) 

Other draws: DLI beat BMB 3-0. 
KNP beat DLI 3-0 
KGP beat l{NP 3-2 
MAD beat DLI 3-1. 

[February. 1·969 

GYMNASTICS 

The gym team comprises of frank 
gymnasts. When they get no prizes they 
say so. No excuses made. No sympathies 
expected. However a reporter must do. his 
duty and honestly report theil' performance 
at the IIT Meet. Lose though they did, it 
was narrowly to the winning team. (Kharag
pur would not participate for lack of pacti .. 
cipants.) For the odd 20 hrs. of coaching 
our boys got, and with three new members 
with no competition experience, the overall 
show was one of good representation. The 
highlights of their participation was in their 
performence on the mats (ground work). 
This event got started close to sundown; 
Madras performed'ifirst. The spectators, not 
knowing what exactly good ground work is, 
began applauding every move of our players. 
Others soon got infected with this spirit. 

Some shock they would haye got the follow
ing day on watching proper groundwork. 

As a reporter, 1 must admit to a good deal 
of unsatisfactory judgement of exercise. For 
one, the judges were from event to event 
replaced by seemingly better ones. Nobody 
seemed to be happy about the points in any 
event. And since those judges were in fact 
team coaches, a sort of compensatory process 
came into being. And this did demoralize 
the participants-at least those who did not 
have their coaches to judge. 

Captain Ravi Nirula was at his usual 
best. 

VOLLEYBALL 
The seven Madras spikers beat Delhi, the 

champions of the last Meet, IS-8, 15-12, in 
the first encounter. Instead of fighting for 
the lowest rung, Madras reached finals. 
Meanwhile, Bomba?, defeated KGP and KNP 
to enter the finals.l: 

The Madras f}S. Bombay match reached an 
exciting finish. In the first game Madras led 
13-10, but 5 consecutive points from BMB 
stumped the onlookers. Goaded by the first 
game success, and taking advantage of bad 
co-ordination between some Madras players, 
BMB got the next game 15'13. Madras 

~ought. They slammed and spiked and 
hammered-but 13MB took them lying down! 
The game went to Madras. 15-12. How
ever, the match reached a tame ending when 
Madras conceded f the next game 8-1:5 to 
Bombay. 

HOCKEY 
Madras received a hard blow when they 

lost the first match 0-1 to Delhi. The 
absence of Gill, Allen, Cariappa, Gael and 
Kapoor was greatly felt. 

Other matches: 
BMB beat KNP 1-0 in extra time. 
KGP beat BMB Z~O to reach finals. 
DLI beat KGP 2-1 in the finals. 

TABLE TENNIS 
Delhi won five out of the· six singles 

matches against Madras. Prem Watsll played 
excellently well to win the only match. 
Madras freshman Ranganathan started off 
well with aggres~}ve attack but switched over 
to defence later, only to lose the match. 

Photo; Chandy Mathe,vs 
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1968 
On the 24th of December '68, the Jhansi

Lucknow Passenger chugged illto Kanpur 
Central a couple of hours behind schedule. 
Nobody (including th.e driver) .. lmew the. 
scheduled time of arnval. "Ve pIled out of 
the train and onto the awaiting buses which 
took us to lIT (Those of you who complain 
that civilil!;ation is too far away from this 
Institute are strongly advised against visiting 
IIT Kanpur.) The Reception Committee 
lost no time in introducing us to the wonders 
of lIT Kanpur. On the bus we heard that 
Kanpur has among other things Video-kape, 
Television, a Flying and Gliding Club. 
While wc sat and listened (modest as we are) 
they told us that they expected to win (among 
other things) hockey, tennis, table-tennis and 
basketball. (They won table-tennis and 
gymnastics). 

I1T Kanpur, it must be conceded, is some
thing to gape at_ Massive space-age buildings 
emerge impresshrcly from their bleak, wind~ 
swept and dusty surroundings. The ~nain 
building (which makes the H.S.n. look like a 
cottage) houses all the faculties, offices etc. 
Here's what the lIT. Kanpur ncwspaper
Sparl~ has . to say about the library and 
lecture 11a1l:s-' Supposed to be the heart of 
the institute, the cistern-like con5tI."Uctioll (the 
library) is Sllppcl'tfJd by a team of tall slender 
pillars. Similarly constructed is our hexa
gonal lecture h.all complex \vhich is quite 
close to the library. Bewildering modern cap
ping constructions atop both these buildings 
make them look straight out of the movie
, Time Machine'. The library is reputedly 
one of the best in India. There ate five large 
hostels accommodllting about 400 students 
each. There are two messes (good grub) in 
each hostel, all ullused ' T. V. room' and -
canteen. The canteens were the most im 
pl'essiyc. They are open upto midnight and 
sell coffee, tea, smokes, eggs, sweets etc. So 
much for the features of IIT Kanpur. 

IIT Kanpur tUl'l1cd out to be an excellent 
host. Everything was meticuously organized 
and for this reason the sixth Inter I IT meet 
will go down ill the record books as an un
qualified success. The staff and students at 
Kallpur displayed a lot of enthusiasm for all 
the events taking place. The crowd was 
strictly partisan while the home tcams were 
playing. Amid the lusty cheeriJlg in Hindi 
and Indian English. it was hard to escape 
the full-throated cries of the American chil
dren who yelled < C'moll Canpawr ! ' 

If the number of records broken is allY 
indication of the success of 'loU Inter-IIT 
Meet then the Kanpur meet must surely 
rank high. KGP's R. D'Souza was unbeatable 
on the tracks. He set up records in the :zoo, 
400, 800 and 1,500 metres. A muscle pull 
prevented him from smashing the lOa metres 
record. KNP's V. P. Alleja broke the 5,000 
metres records. The 4 X lOa and 4 X 400 
metre relay records were broken by KGP and 
KNP respectively. Krishnaswamy of KNP 
improved upon the shot-put and discuss marks. 
The meet also produced four hattricks : 

"* KGP WOll the football championship for 
th.e third year ill succession. 

* Delhi won the badminton title for the 
third consecutive year. 

«< MDS held on to the bllsketbnll title for 
the third successive year. 

* MDS won the dubious distinction of 
being placed last for the general championship 
for the third time in succession! 

The usual post~mol'tems on our perfor
mance were dutifully performed. A sample 
of the stock excuses in the air-' If we had 
won tennis, ..•.. If Eddie wasn't ill ... , if 
all our players were here •.. .' Nevertheless, 
it must be admitted that 1968 off'el'ed us the 
best opportunity to date. The points positi.on 
before the final match of the meet (losing semi~ 
finalists in the T.T. match between DMB and 
DELHI) was as follows; KGP~56, KNP-33, 
BOM-33, MDS-24. DELHI-23. Delhi won 
the crucial two points.. Victories for us in 
tennis and badminton would ha\'e significantly 
altered the final placings. 

3 

CAMPASTIMES 

The girls·' events were straight contests 
between KGP and KNP and attracted little 
attention. However, the KGP girls lent 
invaluable moral and vocal support to their 
contingent. 

On the last day, an exhibition hockey 
match between a combined IIT·s team and 
North Eastern Railway was arranged. The 
match did .not get the attention it m,erited 
though it was a novel future. The rallway
men wcre a shade better than the combined 
team and won 2-0. 

While reviewing the happenings at Kanpur, 
several outstanding performances other than 
those already mentioncd come to my mind. 
In our first round football match against KNP 
C, Nair (Shorty) scored what was undoubted
ly the best goal seen in Ka!1pur. 'Weaving 
gracefully past four (01' was it five) ? Kanpur 
defC1lders he flammed the ball into the cornel' 
of the goal. Mention must be made ~f 
KGP's A. Sarcar who usually represents hiS 
!nstitute in foUl' games-tennis,. badminton. 
table-tennis, and foolball. TillS year he 
participated in tennis and badminton only. 
His sensational victory against KNP's Bhar
gava (after losing thc first set) clinched the 
tennis title for KGP. The other !ITs can 
breathe a sigh of relief as Sarear will be end~ 
ing his se.\·cn year stay in KGP when he gets 
his M. TECH. this year. M. S. Venkatesh
\Varan. (L.P.), our basketball captain, deserves 
special mention. He hobbled on to the 
basketball court with a badly damaged knee. 
He wasn't the sUl'e~fire scorer that he usually 
is, but everybody was impressed by his. fightM 
ing spirit. Sudhir Kumar of DelhI was 
undefeated in badminton, and was the most 
outstanding hockey-player of the meet. 

Prof. Dutta our staff adviser proved to 
be the most loyal fan of lIT Madras des
pite our plummetting fortunes. He 
turned out to watch all our matches and 
the personal interest he took in ironing 
out all our problems impressed us. I 
wish I could say the same of our P.T.I.s. 

A very colourful closing ceremony rang 
down the curtain on the Meet. We left lIT. 
Kanpur at 5-30 a.m. on the 30th of December. 
, 'We'll show 'em next year ! '-declared.tho~c 
who will be trying to salvage our reputatIon in 

Khal'agpur this year. 
-CM. 

JHANSI 
1969 

People work remarkably well under tension. 
Our special bogie (minus mirrors, bulbs 
and othel' fittings) arrived at Jhansi at 
I p.m. on the 30th December. From there 
we werc supposed to be connected to the 
Madras-bound Grand Trunk Express at 00.07 

hrs. all the 31st. We roamed the strcets of 
Jhllnsi town; some people wellt to a movie 
and a good many of us found ourselves in a 
, Runs-like' establishment called ' Hotel 
Ashok ; (BAR ATTACHED). Money being in 
short supply, the liquor did'nt flow as freely 
as the boozers wished it to. Anyway, by ::: r 
that night, everyone was happiJy snoring away 
iii the bogie. The rail'way officials slept 
better than we the previolls night an.d the 
G.T. hnd rushed by without tis! 

Five 01' Six guys angrily stormed iuto the 
Station Superintendent's office where they 
encountered two slick gentlemen, fresh as 
morning dew, who brazenly lied that they had 
been awake all night 'wmrying' about us. 
They claimed that (i) the leaf-springs on our 
compartment were broKen the previous night 
and (ii) there was no place on the G.T. 
To placate t~S, they offered to connect our 
begie to the Itarsi Passenger as it would be 
easier to connect US onto the G. T. at Itarsi. At 
7-30, a.m. we finally realised that they were 
merely trying to get liS off their hands by 
shunting us onto !tarsi and that there was no 
guarantee of our being C01lnected there. Our 
travel schedule specifically stated that we were 

to be connected onto the G:I'. at Jhansi. We 
refused to let the Itarsi passenger budge until 
the Station Superintendent discussed the 
matter, with .us. The guard c1~med that as 
long as the Signal was down, he had to wave 
his green flag and the engine-drivel' claimed 
that whenever the green :!lag waS waved, he 
had to start the train; otherwise he would be 
penalized. Consequently the following se
quence of operations ensued : 

(1) Guard ,vaves green flag 
(2)! Driver starts train 
(3) We pull chain 
(4) Dri\'er stops train 
(5) RailwaymcJ1 reset chain 
(6) Guat'd waves green flag etc. 

This strategy was eminently successful and 
the train laboured through 50 metres in two 
hoUl's. Eventually the Station Superintendent 
agreed to keep us in Jhansi. He warned uS to 
keep off the shullting yards and remain safely 
in our bagie • ao there ",iII be a lot of shunting 
today'. We told him that he had better 
counect us to the G.T. '01' else all south
bound trains will be stopped'. [SIC1. 

DesDite the fact that Tuesday is a' Prohi· 
. bition Day' in U.P., it was another field day 
for Hotel Ashok. 

At co.07 hrs. on January 1st 1969 we were 
hooked onto the G.T. an.d were bound for 
Madras within the next few minutes. 

-eM. 

INTER UNIVERSITY TOURNAMENT IN 
CRICKET 

Scores 
19 December 1968 

lIT beat Venkatesh:wara University by an 
innings and 67 runs. 

Vellkateshwara I innings 80 all out. 
(Chakravurthi 4 for I8) 

IIT I innings 221 all out. 
(V. Ashok 99, B. V. Seshadri 33, Raja 

V. Lulla 38 not out) , 
Vcnkatcshwara II innings 74 all out. 

(RamgopaJ 2 for 14. N. Subramaniam 3. for 5) 
23 December 1968 
IlT lost to Bangalorc Agricultural University. 
Ill" I innings 82 (Chakravarthi 24) 

II i\1llings 126 (D. Sharma 25, Chakl·u· 
varthi 24, R. Sharma 21) 

Bangaiore Agricultmul University: 
r innings 75 (Ashok 3 wickets, N. Subra· 

maniam 3 wickets, and Ramgopal:z wickets) 
II innings 134 for 8. 

GET YOUR S'\'IMMING TRUNKS READY 
The ~wirnming pool problem is being 

solved. The water purification system should 
be ready by the end of this year. We got 
this information right out of the designer's 
mouth. Design of the filter is complete 
(although it hasn~t been decided whether it 
will work under press ute 01' gravity). Pump
irlg costs are being worked out.. The annual 
operating costa of the pool may be well ovel' 
Rs. 30,000. Doesn't that leave you gasping? 
But the designer accounts fol' this by the high 
cost of coagulents (alum) and NaOH or 
Na llC0 3 necessary to adjust the pH value of 
the. water to around 9.5 when coagulation is 
facilitated. Incidentally, the water will be 
drawn from the 'Lake' during the winter 
months. Any questions? 

-Campastimes 
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Editorial 
Time and again we have observed that the 

interest and activity of a majority of the 
.elected representatives of the Gymkhalla are 
concentrated on the brief period when the 
elections are held. The elections themselves 
are hollow farces. Year against year, gang 
against gang, and language against language 
is how they are waged. Not one genuine 
campaigning speech, not one statement of 
general policy, have we heard in years. Since 
Winning the election is for sotne the end rather 
than the beginning, the deplorable state of the 
Gymkhana is not surprising. 

It is not however our intention to analyse 
the democratic system ill general. Plato did 
that a long time ago. Nor do we wish to 
attack the Constitution of the Gymkhana. It 
functioned fairly well in years gone by. Our 
complaint is much more specific. We merely 
want to ask why some of the Gymkhana's 
duties this year have been so shamefully 
neglected. 

Take the Literary Committee. This has 
always been a group with heavy responsibilities, 
and the Literary Secretary has usually risen 
to the occasion. But not this year. We 
hear that the Committee has hardly ever met 
formally. They have not conducted even the 
bare minimum of usual events. Teams have 
not been sent out as often as they ought. 
Competitors have not been briefed. The inter 
hostel quiz and debate have not been held. At 
the time of writing, what has the Literary Com~ 
mittee done? 

The easiest part of working on a project 
for the Science Fair is actually building it. 
But three~fourths of" the total work lies in 
overcoming administrative obstacles. Our 
workshops will S0011 be asking for GRE, 
TOEFL and character references from FBI 
and from the Soviet Politburo. Taken all 
in all the frequency and extensiveness of the 
bumrush given to the model builder quickly 
damp his enthusiasm. When you plead two 
hours off and spend an hour and a half shuttl~ 
ing between the workshops and administration 
points, you don't feel like staging a repeat 
performance the next day. Nor do you feel 
like undertaking another project next yeal·. 

* 
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'W hat does Iiffle biJ'die say. 

112 its l2est at dawn 01 day P 

r In • eampasfimes' you cannof say 

/Vasty tbiaBs, aad gef Hway I' 

3F§F Tians. as a rule, 

Are 50 mild, and p/ay if cool. 

Buf in ( eifm:;pasfimes • you cannof say 

Nasty things, and get awaY. 

§Fn this Mag ODe lilies fo see 

Over a cup of tlye Aye Tea; 

Not yap yap of two or three 

]fa/twits arouncl !IT. 

-1/anganafhan 

INDIA INDEPENDENT IN HIGH VACUUM 
TECHNOLOGY 

A short~term course in High Vacuum 
Technology, jointly sponsored by IlTM and 
the Bhaba Atomic Research Centre, was 
conducted here from 2nd to 20th December, 
I968. The objective of the course, to highlight 
the basic phenomena occuring in vacuum, and 
how it affected investigation, was covered in 
32 lectures, technical visits, and :films. 
Candidates with a bachelor's degree in 
Engineering or a master's degree in Physics 
or Chemistry were eligible to apply. 

Similar COurses were held in the December 
of 1966 and 1967 at lIT Bombay. 

Advances in this field have led to vacuum 
evaporation, sputtering, metallurgical proces~ 
ses like vaccuurn.~melting purification, newer 
propulsion techniques, etc. 

Dr. H. N. Sethna, Director of the Bhaba 
Atomic Research Centre, in his valedictory 
address on the 21St December, said that the 
Institutes of Technology in India should forge 
a close link betweeu scientists who explore 
and engineers who put their results to prac
tical use. 

Dr. A. Ramachandran, Directol", IITM, 
said that a number of similar courses in the 
various engineering faculties will be conducted 
here in future. 

Dr. C. Ambnsankaran from the Bhaba 
Atomic Research Centre said that foreign 
collaboration will no more be necessary in 
the field of high vaCuum technology. 

-Campastimes News. 

We record with great sorrow 
the demise of our beloved Chief 
Minister Thiru C. N. Annadurai. 

AN EDITOR'S JOB 
Getting out a paper is liO picnic. 
If we print jokes people sny we are. silly. 
If we dont, they say we are too seno~s. 
If we pinch things from other magazlOes 
Weare too lazy to write them ourselves. 
If we don't we are stuck on our own stuff. 
If we don't print every word of every contri~ 

bution we don't appreciate genius. 
If We do print them th.e columns are filled 

with ink. 
If we mak.e a change i(1 the other person's 

write up we are too critical. 
If we don't, we arC blamed for poor editing. 
Now, like as not, some guy will say 
We swiped this from some other sheet. 
We did, 

l February, '969 

By the Way 
The Christmas vacation has come and gone 

and here we al'e again. But I for one feel 
deprived of The Month.. That glorious month 
just after the exams wpich was the peak period 
for extra curricular activity, is no longer part 
of the order of things. The lingering hope 
that The Month might immediately follow 
the holidays has been scotched by certain 
notices from the academic section. 

Harking bacIt to· the holidays, one is bound 
to remark that the IITian on holiday is as 
characteristic as the IlTian at work. The 
broadest grin, the maddest plans, the P'est 1's, 
the loudest roar of laughtel' seem to be his 
exclusive pl'Operty. And we must not, of 
course, forget his lack of affinity towards other 
IITians on holiday. A nod, a smile, a wave 
of the hand.... who the blazes wants to 
discuss mess grub and periodicals during hols 
anyway? When IITian meets IITian, the 
conversation veerS around to these topics with 
depressing inevitability. 

Talking of depressing incvitables, the shock 
of the communication regarding your son/. 
ward's progress, complete with the usual 
veiled threats, is I).ow history, even if it is 
recent history. Rarely if ever have there been 
such admirable examples of history repeating 
itself. • . . • and grades repeating them~ 
selves .••.. , and parents repeating them~ 
selves ••...• and us retreating to the hostels. 
Coming to the present, the weather is in one 
of its (few) bearable phases in Madras. There 
is a distinct nip in the ail" ill the morning, 
which doubtless explains why nobody reaches 
class at eight sharp. (I hate to say this, but 
if you did, evidence points to "jour being a 
nobody). Literary Week is in the offing. 
Judging from the torpor which·of late seems to 
have overCome the literary committee, history 
repeating itself with respect to the success 
of the week would be a consummation devoutly 
to be wish't. On the other hand, ambitious 
plans to make the week better and brighter 
are also afoot, I am told. Which is all to 
the good. 

A word in my defence. One reader felt 
that I was too conscious of our image in 
dwelling on an unpleasant incident at sonIC 
length. I feel obliged to say that I was not 
the least interested in our 'image.' I was 
trying to draw otV attention to ourselves-our 
sense of hygiene and decency or our lack of it. I 
was far less perturbed by the possibility of all 
outsider decryihg the iucident ill question 
than by the reality of our own people condon~ 
lng-or at any rate ignoring-it. There is 
also a feeling that the length of a passage is in 
direct proportion to the importance of its 
contents. So if I write 25 lines about A alld 
5 lines about B, A is in my opinion 5 times as 
important as B. This deduction is unfair, 
and, as far as 1 am concerned, untrue. Being 
human an.d no\: electronic, I cannot appro
portion the length of this column in the ratio 
of relative importance. I have often written 
more on a less significant point. My apologies 
to those whose sense of proportion has been 
offended. These differences are essentially 
a matter of taste, and I cannot dispute with 
those who dislike my views 01" my ways ()£ 
expressing them: I merely wanted to point 
out that I too had my reasons. 

A chat with the Editor has led me to put 
down a few remarks to the juniors, who appear 
distressingly reluctant to meet the rest of us. 
This is with special reference to those who 
want to write for Campastim(Js. A number 
of articles have come ill, some of them rather 
well written: but the subject matter is not 
new. You must realise that jokes about 
periodicals, and friends falling foul of lecturers 
with zoological nick-names, and A tucking into 
B's grub, are all as old as the hills and cannot 
be republished, particularly when written 
anonymously at under a ridiculous pen name. 
As of this volume, there are far too many 
people signing themselves 'Moron' and 
, Dopey' and such. Do write, and write a 
lot; but aim at being original and use your 
own name. Here's to a crop of witty articles 
from the erstwhile freshers. 

-PARAMESlIWARAN. 
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of -t1ye-t1ye Ji.q 
Yet another vacation has rushed by and 

here we are faced with another term. Surpri
singly, the weather is pleasant, especially 
during the evenings to midmornings. when it 
tends to be chilly. In Madras at that I I 
must write to Ripley about it one of these 
days. What's more, it has prevented the 
Bangalore chaps' home-sickness and saved us 
the listening to their I-was-wearing-a-sweater
this-time-just-Iast-week stories. 

The coming term wouldn't be too bad what 
with the cultural week, the hostel days, the 
sports day, the institute day and things on 
those lines. The past vacation is hardly one 
to cry over, considering the tours, survey 
camps and factory trainings that we were sent 
away on and, of course the Inter lIT Meet. 

The grade-card (progress-report is, I be
lieve, the technical expression) came along 
early enough in the vacation and that is 
pretty efficient considering that the offices 
were being shifted into the new Administra
tive Building around then. I really have no 
idea how they managed it all so fast, what 
with the lecturers away On tours, survey
camps and just plain holidays and with clerks 
who do the totalling and despatching, carrying 
the almirahs and tables to the new building. 
The explanation perhaps lies in what I 
picture in my mind of a clerk, laden with a 
table, a couple of chairs and a few bundles of 
files, walking down the road to the new block, 
totalling up in his mind the marks of some 
poor blighter. 

That is all very well, but no\v that we are 
on th.e subject of grade.cards, I would want 
to dish out some thoughts on this topic. In 
any higher institutw~ on learning, I believe 
there should not be any of this grade-card 
business. I mean, it makes one feel small 
and school-agey to receive the cards telling, 
'Attabay, you are doing well', or' Naughty 
chap, you must buck up and do better' or 
things on those lines. 

I am sure that for any reason we can find 
for the abolition of the grade-card system, the 
staff can find five why it is necessary. So we 
shall resign ourselves to the fact that grade 
cards are inevitable. 

But then, they could be a little more 
grown-up about it. The idea of underlining 
the bad grades must have been the brain 
child of a confirmed pessimist. I mean, that 
is looking purely at one side of the picture
the bad side at that. If one goes around 
splashing red ink beneath the poor grades and 
adding as a footnote that the blighter is dan
gerously 011 the precipice in those subjects 
and had better be told where he got off, it is 
only reasonable that they add a dash of green 
beneath the A's and S's and say that the 
chappie is too good in the subject and that if, 
he goes on at this rate he would soon be' 
stuck with the Nobel Prize and things on those 
lines. I should think it stands to reason 
that way. 

The ancient Chinese are credited with the 
invention of the examination system. Maybe 
that explains this mania for splashing red 
about. 

What's more, there may be perfectly justi
fiable reasons for a chap's getting a poor 
grade. Considering that in every subject 
there is going to be held a periodical which 
is going to be eliminated, it is only natural 
that guys who get tolerable (to good) grades 
in a subject, neglect one of these periodicals 
to concentrate on a subject where they are 
doing badly. 

That's just one reason. Thf'n there's this
since our Institute doesn't give re-periodicals 
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for any reason, it may have chanced that a 
chap who was down with a nasty head-ache 
and a heavy head-cold in the featuring role, 
with a slight fever on the supporting cast, had 
dragged himself up to do the periodical. 
Now one can't go around expecting him to top 
the paper and set up a new academic record. 

It is a constant fear of mine that maybe 
one day a gorilla would catch me and tear 
me limb from limb and a couple of lecturers 
passing by would say, 'Don't look now, but 
it looks like Gape is going to miss tomorrow's 
periodical' and saunter past. 

Another aspect of the grade card which 
causes some chaps to experience a sort of 
abyssmal soul-sadness is the idea of dishing 
out ' satisfactory' attendance. I mean, some 
chaps, what with attendance at extra classes 
on Saturday afternoons and things, have 
worked up a 120% attendance and the grade 
card says simply-" attendance: satisfactory," 
In the first place I should think that that 
is very bad motivation. In the next place 
it leaves the chap with a feeling not unlike 
what the wounded solidier would have felt, 
had he seen Sir Philip Sidney draining the 
canteen of water with a careless, , Bottoms up.' 

The saving grace is however the unique 
humour with which our chappies take on 
these misfortunes. Last year the game of 
, Jaldee Five' was invented. It is a sort of 
Housie-Housie and the winner is the person 
who brings in the first grade card with either 
a horizontal row or vertical column fully 
underlined in red. There was however an 
impasse when at the last moment somebody 
charged in with a ' full house'. 

*' *' " A memorable event of this month's activities 
was the visit to our Institute by Maharishi 
Mahesh Yogi. Originally we were promised 
only an audio-visual recording of Maharishi's 
visit to the Harvard University but later it 
was known that after the movie the Maharishi 
would arrive in person, which he did. 

The impression I got was that he is a 
very calm person possessing a quick wit. 
He is not at all like the sterotyped Maha
rishis one reads about in novels and sees in 
movies, who start the conversation with, 
'Why did you come to me?' and when 
you say. • So that you may be my Guru', 
gets the last word with,' Brahman alone is the 
Guru ' and things like that. 

His novel idea of transcendental meditation 
should find many disciples. Personally speak
ing, he sold me clean with his philosophy of 
, Work less-achieve more.' 

His philosophy is the enjoyment of spiritual 
as well as material happiness. As opposed to 
the meditation practised by our ancient sages, 
who give up the material happinesses of this 
world to meditate for months on end on the 
Infinite, Maharishi Mahesh Yogi advocates 
the enjoyment of life to the full with thirty 
minutes of meditation a day (fifteen in the 
morning, ditto in the evening). when one 
empties the mind of all thought and con
templates on the source of thought-'-if I got 
him right, that is. 

After the lecture, the Maharishi agreed to 
clear any doubts and answer questions. That 
was asking for it and one chap said that he 
was bewildered by the question of who he 
was and wanted to be told who he was. 
Perhaps he is one of those chaps who give 
proxies for so many fellows that he is no 
longer sure which one of them is himself. 
Another blighter got up and gave vent to 
his thought that thought was an electro
magnetic wave and gave the impression that 
he had every intention to lecture a bit on 
its wave-length and what filters to use for 
clear reception, but the Maharishi shot in 
his answer and saved us the torture. Trans
cendental Meditation be praised ! 

The Cultural Week is with us once more 
and, as we are told off and on, it is the 
climax of the annual activities of the 
Gymkhana. It means that in arranging for the 
week, more fights have been fought, tempers 
lost and classes cut by the members of the 
Gymkhana, than for any other function. It 
also means that the maximum amount of 

MOHAN DOES 
IT AGAIN 

II 

S .. K. Mohanakrishnan, 3/5 Mech., was 
awarded third prize in the Esso Science Exhi
bition held recently at Madras. His entry 
was a novel pump working on electromagnetic 
principles. Mohan and his model are to go 
to Delhi for the AIl~India Science Exhibition. 
also organised by Esso. 

All of us wish Mohan and his fellow 
model enthusiasts the very best and look for
ward to seein~ mO=.ir efforts. 

Freak Crossword 
ACROSS 

I, For your-.-only 
5. • Move your bloomin'--? 
6. Is in debt I 
7. Woo lay the hegs 

DOWN 

I. For pressing 
trousers 

2. Gol£ club 

3. Emergency rations 

4. Metal largely used 
for making tools. 

,. 

:s 

~ 

!1 

lit 3 
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effort has gon~: in to make it a success. Let 
everyone of us join them in keeping the 
fingers crossed and hoping for the best. 

• * * I didn't care very much for Robert Frost 
till the other day when I read that he is 
credited with Ihaving made a statement to 
warm the heart of students anywhere. I 
believe, he once said that allY studel,t worth 
anything will ig1lore his assig1led work alld do 
other work of equal importance. That shows 
that most of us are worth at least some~ 
thing-at least those of us who string along 
with him and practise at least the first half 
of the statement. 

GOPE. 
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Letters to the 

KLEINER FEHLER 
Sir, 

Romba thanks for calling me Bob Hope 
{If the German Evening. ,I would never 
have hoped to bob up and reach such heights 
of comparison. (Frankly speaking, I can't 
stand the fellow. But that's strictly off the 
record.) 

Still. permit me to point out a slight error 
that has krept into page 8 of the November 
issue: 

Picture 5 is correctly captioned 'Red 
Cross " but the text accompanying it-if 
text it is-states • Blue Cross for the Woody 
Woodcutters '. My objections are (a) to 
giving the ever helpful Red Cross the blues, 
and (b) to the woodcutters, woody or other

, wise. What the picture in question does 
show, are six respectable gentlemen in-at 
least partly-admittedly somewhat awkward 
poses in their laudable attempt to extinguish 
one lamp each by means of a piece of cork 
dangling from their equally respectable backs, 
and a specially trained Red Cross nurse 
holding the specially des.igned bum-on-fire 
saving device which to our great relief was 
not called upon to demonstrate its efficiency. 

Sir, 

Yours faithfully, 
DR. N. KLEIN 

SPORTS DAY 
The Annual Sports Day is drawing near

No wonder the IlTian will go to the stadium 
only for his tea. Probably, if some modifi
cations and additions are made, the Day wm 
be more of a success. The following points 
are notE-worthy. 

hostel flag: this has been naam~ke-vaaste 
so far. If the Gymkhana gives the hostel 
flags to the respective sports rep, one does 
not have to look at the man holding the 
:flag to know one's hostel during the march 
past. 

,naTck past: the Day can conclude with 
the hostels marching in order of point tally_ 

SCOTe board: a central score board should 
be maintained throughout the year, points 
being entered against the hostels after each 
·event. This would make more clear a hostel's 
chances for the Schroeter cup; may be it 
would evince some interest in the mugpots 
:also. 

8'lIents: the lOa m.;200m., 1500 m., relays, 
hurdles, etc. should be included in the list of 
events for the Day, and other events can be 
finished on previous days. It is digusting 
to watch items like the • obstacle race'. 
Moreover, events for team championship 
,ghould be conducted first, then aU of us can, 
enjoy staff race, student race, children race 
'and X-race with musical chairs thrown in. 
As it stands, the serious items are intermingled 
with sidie·type~events, and the Sports Day 
of the Indian Institute of Teclmology, 
Madras, is more of a joke. 

Cam pastimes can help·: only a minority 
nere know about • Shroeter '. Campas#mes 
could enlighten the rest on what this jazz is 
and how the points are scurl"d for the Cup. 
A sentence on the fastest IITian will not 
be out of place, laugh though we may at 
'his timing. 

To make the Sports Day have its im
portance, the participants could take an 
,oath administered by the Sports Secretary. 

If half of these are implemented, then the 
IITian will look forward not to the T tea 
but to the D day. 

Yours etc., 

RAo, VASAN'I', AND BANERJEE 

("'Noted. -Ed.) 

Editor 

FROM THREE ALUMNI 
Sir, 

Between Mr. Venkateswaran and Mr. 
Parameswaran, the entertainment value of 
Cam pastimes has doubled. One is however, 
inclined to agree with Mr Parameswaran. 
IITians, I mean IIT Mians, are doing well 
in the world. As far as I can see, we have 
in US the right mixture of seriousness and 
humour. 

Sir, 

Yours etc., 
S. RAVISIIANKER 
(Class of '68) 

I wish to thank the Publication Committee 
and the Alumni Association for the promptness 
with which I receive my copies of 
Cam pastimes. 

• Campas#mes is highly localised! ~. Cam
pastimes can be enjoyed only by a few 
huduths ( ? I ) , • The standards are falling.' 
I have stopped hearing such remarks only 
after I left lIT. I feel it is all humbug. 
The gags were localized. Some were tough 
to catch on to. But the wonderful language
different styled, each better than the other
simply carried me away. (One article by 
Mr. Parameswaran carried me away-away to 
my Pocket Oxford J) 

Jokes apart, I assure you that Campastim6S 
satisfies the tastes of many. I showed one 
issue to some of my colleagues here, students 
of other IITs and other Engineering colleges 
and they all gave me the same verdict-' It is 
the best college newspaper I've read' _ They 
all think that the crack about people counting 
their fingers after shaking hands with 
Dr. Wagner is simply great. 

Mr. Parameswaran, in the last two issues, 
is complaining incessantly about 'lack of 
time', 'heavy work load' and so on. I hope 
he lands with a job in Bombav, like I have. 
'1'he timings are 7-3.0 (a.m.) tO~7-o0 (p.m.) 

Often we explain that our poor shows in 
sports and games are due to our periodicals, 
tutorials and the rest of them. I t must be 
understood that the profession which we have 
chosen to foHow demands such rigorous 
training; in fact it demands more rigorous 
training. We must attend to the curriculum 
first. A~ for other things, well, we have to 
do the best we call under the circumstances. 

Sir, 

Yours etc., 
S.,RAMAJAYAM 

Mech. Class of '68. 

I enjoyed reading your last two issues of 
Cam pastimes. I am glad to note that the 
standard of the • Cup of Aye Aye Tea' has 
been maintained even after Reddy •••.••• 

Campastim8 s, however, should exercise more 
.caution in involving names in damaging 
publications-especially names of staff 
members. 

Sir. 

Yours etc., 
I{. C:l·IANDRASEKARAN 

Class of '68 

CLINICAL 
I thought only IITians knew about the ins 

and outs of our medical and clinical circle. 
In a conversation with a VHS surgeon, the 
inefficiencies of II T doctors and the deficiencies 
of our clinic were revealed to me. 

Yours etc., 
MunALI 

Idiotic or Idiomatic? 
TRY your band at this piece of verbal tom

foolery, and see how far you get. (That 
is, if at all you get started J) 
Example: 

Given expression • Obtain unIocatable " 
Equivalent colloquial expression; Get 

lost 1 
I, Apply an antigravitational closw:e. 
2.. Engage in:!negative geotactic respiratory 

exertion. 
3. Descended from artillery. 
4. Adhere in the interior of moist 

alluvium. 
S. Apply upward tension to your blows. 
6. Bituminous residue and avian dermal 

appendage. 
7. Outbrealt of lawlessness employing 

rapid pedal locomotion. 
8. Act of sitting in an assembly in fruit 

paste. 
9. You directed an impact on the capital 

extremity of the talon. 
10. Ingest third person inanimate, a rigid 

curve, a· one dimensional Euclidean structure, 
and an object deficient in buoyancy. 

'J;)lJU!S pU1~ 'aufl 'J1ootI:l; A\OU"BA\S '01 'pn;)11 
;>ql uo HUU ;;'Iq:\. :l!q n0li..·6 'UO!'<S;)S tUnf '8 
':lO!J unll·1. '..I;)q~U;)J pun .moL '9 's~"os , 
JnoA. dn nnd'S 'pnu.r :rlP. U! lrOps'+ 'un8 
n JO UOS·£ 'dn lIgno;,)'z 'dn lUllS 'X 

: S.l~A\5UV 

I 

lnterluder::/l 
The Past, 
dug and wound around me : 
a happy thought 

of transparent pools 
abundanc.e and cool. 
Water brushing past 
and fish feeding from hands. 

The Present 
I discard as thoughts fill 
of past and future: 

Starting at nothing 
My mind in the happy past 
or the dark future 
I sit and wait 

The future 
I shdnk from it 
A constant question answered 

By Time 
hoping it is like the past 
but may transform into the 
unhappy present 

The Afterwards' 
of darkness and 
Maybe: A total blank. --SAGIT. 
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Story 

H AVE a guy crazy about a dame, Simply nuts about her. She not interested. The 
poor fish goes to Uncle Chakravarti, and pours out his miser!!ble story. Unc, by 

far the wisest member of the family, though a bit of a reprobate, decides to lose no 
time in helping him. Much C help t I The stor~ shou,ld centre round the scrapes 
into which uncle a.nd nephew plonk themselves In theIr attempts to make the srlly 
girl realize what a gem our hero is, and what a fool she wo~ld . be if she doesn't 
fall into his arms straightaway. Of course, the hero has a Sldeklck (. ! I), Cheenu. 

SCENARIO 

Act I : Scene :c 
A car with half-a-dozen passengers dashing 

along the road .•.... one of those open Con
traptions which leave your head and shoulders 
poking up into the unkind airwash .•• the guys 
in it are trying some mad pranks. One 
specimen scrambles out onto the bonnet 
while another's legs are hanging out over the 
rear door. Sounds of unseemly mirth and 
snatches of song float in the air. ' Yo-ho-ho 
and a bottle of rum I' The freak driving stands 
up and whistles .••. and waves his hand at a 
couple of dames walking side by side down the 
road. 'Phweeet.' As you might have guessed, 
he's our hero. Ramu Shivram. 

The dames, now. One of them is ou.r 
heroine-Leela; sounds just right (?). The 
other is •• let's see, Call her Prema. • Those 
horrible fellows l' says our heroine with a 
look of disgust. • Just look at them. Anyone 
would think they are drunk.' Other words of 
feminine distaste follo\v. Prema, not so 
prudent, cannot be satisfied with a curse. 
She sticks out her tongue, puts her hands to 
her ears and wiggles her fingers. • Don't, 
Prema I' admonishes our heroine. 

Ramu is taken a back by this sort of thing, 
and I don't blame him. Who would ever 
expect such a reaction from two pretty girls 
walking down Road X? These days, girls 
like being whistled at. In fact, they think it 
an insult if no roving male takes into his mind 
to whistle at them. It does something for 
their egos, 1 believe. 

Astounded for the moment, Ramu switches 
his attention from Prema to Leela, Strange 
thoughts charge through his mind. t I saw 
her face •••• woooo, now I'm a believer' or 
whatever else the modern Adam says when he 
finds his Eve, is the thought that grips him 
like a vice. His cigarette falls from his hand 
on to one of the heads so conveniently grouped 
round him. AU of which should make it 
pretty apparent that as far as he is concerned, 
this is loV'e at first sight, a nose-dive into a 
sea of beautiful Leelas. Things begin to get 
interesting after this. (One thing, though. 
At this stage, all we let the readers know is 
that he gazes at her like a moon-struck calf 
and nearly piles up the crock on the roadside. 
His pals ~rab the wheel, and keep the thing 
on the road. The perfectly gold-fishy app~ar
ance he presents in his state of agitation does 
not endear him to Leela; no, not at all.) 

Prema turns away from these misguided 
buffoons with. a toss of her head. • That 
Ramu Shivram, he is becoming one of the 
worst loafers in town. AU the time roaming 
round in that tin-can with those frightful 
creeps; the ass doesn't realize that everyone 
regards him as an .•.••• a •••... an awful 
person; , thinking that she can haV'e used a 
far stronger word. 

• Who's that?' Leela pretends that the 
question is of purely academic interest. 

• That fellow driving that car. He is one 
of my brother's classmates ••.. yes, I think 
you could call him that. though he never 
attends classes •••••. • usw, with the ultimate 
disclosure that our friend is of the second year 
Engg. of Raghavachar Engg. college. (Don't 
tell me that there is no such animal, there is. I 
should know: I invented it.) Second Year; has 
been and will be for a couple of years to come. 

, Why?' asks Leela. Habitual plugging 
activities come out into the open •••. of course 
accompanied by the reV'elation that he used to 
be something like the top of his class in the 
not .. too·distant past. Dear 01' Leela definitely 
expresses her disapproval of the freak •••••. 

Scene z 
Our pal, the hero. discovers that he has 

fallen in no uncertain manner for the Goddess 
who flashed before his eyes for a fleeting 
moment. He MUST win her .•.. if not he 
must surely die. The poor vegetable! But 
one thing we must give him credit for is that 
he never loses time in thinking about anything 
when he can be doing something about it. 
With his characteristic dash and vigou.r, he 
engineers a meeting with her; much good it 
does him, though. 

Now how does the meeting go? Let's say 
it's at a party. He pressures someone into 
jntroducing him to her (or is it her to him?) 
A hardly audible 'how do you do ? and off 
she goes with someone else. The nut scratches 
his nut, and wonders why he has been made 
to feel like a particularly loathsome caterpillar 
(a hairy one). Undeterred, he asks her if she 
will dance with him. Tnt, that is rather un
wise of him. • Oh, dance with you? I'm 
afraid I can't do that. I have to leave right 
now.' 

I What, now? The party has barely 
started I I 

• And I'm not enjoying it.' 
Ramu realizes he is being cold-shouldered 

in style. A frosty smile follows •••• his blood 
runs hot and cold. I t is more effective than 
a whack on the head. 

The evening is a fiasco. 

* * * 
Scene 3 

The love-lorn gentleman pines away like 
nobody's business •••• so much so that his 
uncle notices a definite lowering of the 
ambient temperature when he ambles into the 
living room where Ramu has draped himself 
on one of the armchairs. The old cog realizes 
that something of frightful proportions is 
weighing· heavily on Ramu's mind, driving 
him nuts. 

• Howdy, son,' says the cheery old specimen, 
not at aU put off by the Look he receives. A 
look fit to kill Lucifer, if you get me, greets 
the old gent. 

• Now, there's no need to start distributing 
dirty looks just because yotXve been crossed 
in love, is there ? ' 

Rama starts and barks, 'How do you 
know? ' 

, Simple, my dear boy,' beams the ancient 
ancestor. 'When you have reached my age, 
you ought to be able to say that when a nor
mal, t,rnhealthy young prune like you begins 
to imitate Death, there is something of a fishy 
nature in the air.' Etc., etc. Ramu pours out 
his heart to Unc. 

, A wench, eh? Girls come a kiss a dozen. 
If this one thinks you're to be left to yourself, 
I don't see why you should bother youresl£ 
about it. Many more where she came 
from .••• ' 

, But Uncle,' wails Ramu, 'I don't love all 
of them! Only she ..• .' 

, Has that magic with you?' completes Unc 
Chak. • Tut, tut, this is an acute case. The 
remedy? I suggest you find out why she 
despises yoJ .•.•• ' Ramu winces at those 
words. 'Okay, Chak,' he squeaks, and 
scrambles off on that mission. 

• * * 
Now, the whole thing begins to warm up. 

With the discovery that the reason is so and so, 
the schemers :;get a move on -to rectify the 
fault .••• or t6 convey an opposite impressi~n 
to Leela. The picture of a dashing daredeVil, 
as intelligent as a march hare, and as brave a 
Tom Thumb and Beelzebub put together is 
to be built up ill her mind .••. hence the fire
works that foHow. 

Scene 4 
Old Vne is a great believer in set stages an~ 

fixed wrestling bouts. So he persuades hiS 
protege to indulge in a bit of slightly under
hand activity •.•• of course, with the ~est of 
intentions. I mean, he wants the kmd of 
scene in which the hero comes along just in 
time and rescues the heroine from death or 
worse •••• or if that is not possible. he rescues 
something or somebody near and dear to her. 
Ramu puts up stiff resistance to Unc's more 
adventurous suggestions, for he ~imply can!l0t 
countenance putting his beloved mto any kind 
of danger. So the best that the scheming 
duo is able to manage is the rescue of a pet .. 
mongoose, let's say. 

In theory, when a handsome ~oung man 
rescues a girl's pet mongoose, she 1S supposed 
to experience a maidenlY surge of gratltu~e. 
(What? Oh, you object to the I?ongo?se bit, 
eh? Well, it doesn't matter, we 11 thInk up 
something better before we actually go to 
press.) There occurs a hitch. The exact 
nature of the hitcIl can be worked out when 
we've decided what type of trouble the 
mongoose gets into, and how Ramu happens 
to be on hand to do his stuff. Supposing we 
make Une Chak hire an urchin to grab the 
creature and fling it out into the middle of a 
lake or something? No good, e.h? Awright, 
I'll change it. Anyhow the essence of the 
whole thing is that one of those eternal 'buts' 
takes a hand to knock their well~laid plans on 
the head. In the flux of the ensuing fun we 
make it clear to. the readers that things are left 
WOrse than they were. 

oj$ '" '"' 
Having seen Plan I go haywire, the readers 

will be expecting Plan no. II to go haywire 
too. We'll surprise them. The corny plan 
actually works t. That brings us to the plan it
self. Drat! Why didn't I think of that 
before? Ummmm •••• Plan, plan, where are 
you? Got itl Unc Chad, advises the young 
hound to try the sincere approach. Go speak 
to her, explain himself •••• and aU those mis
leading things she might have heard about 
him. The way I'm going to tell it, they'll 
swallow it. 
Scene 5-

The sincere approach, as I was saying. He cor- . 
nen her nt her college library. Leela pretends to 
be very much annoyed at his sudden appearance. 
She pointedly slams a book back into place, and 
heads for another shelf. Ramu, not at all put off, 
folIows her. 

, I say, Miss Krishnan, you've been avoiding me. 
Ever since I saw you, I've wanted to know more 
about you • • . . tell me, am I all that unbeatable l' 

, We are not the types who could make friends. 
And I don't see the point in wasting one's time in 
small-talk. A certain amount of politeness to 
strangers is customary, but at this rate, I doubt 
whether you can be classed in that category for 
long ••.•• ' 

(Conti. 01£ p. 14) 
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'LcJok here. You think I am all kinds of a rotter. 
You must have heard odd things about me ••••• 
come now, confess. You haven't given me a fair 
chance-you've allowed ;yourself to be influenced by 
what the general crowd thinks and 5ays. • .' 

This is something that hasn't ,struck Leela before. 
She turns the thought over in her mind. She 
pauses a moment before murmuring, ' What if? ' 

• There you are I You really don't know what 
kind of chap I am, do you? I assure you, • says the 
confident fellow, • I'm quite e.xtraordinIU"Y.. • • .' 

• Are you? . • • ' whispers Leela with a strange 
look in her eyes. She bites her lip thoughtfully. 
• W(luld you care to do me a favour 1 ' 

, Anything on earth! Just name it.' 
Leela, the high spirited girl that she is, sees in 

Ramu a possible solution to a problem that has 
been troubling her for a few days • • • • • how to 
get her own back at the Professor of Anatomy in 
her college. This horrendous ape, in the height of 
his warped sense of humour, has had' a most un~ 
wise dig at Leela in the Anatomy class. (Yes, that 
should go well: I Imow quite a few such speci~ 
mens.) As I said, Leela sees possibilities. • • • • 

She looks up at Ramu and smiles. The poor guy 
trembles from top to toe. He marvels at the 
creation wrought by Nature in the form of the 
breathtaking vision that stands before him. He 
just manages to get a grip on himself before he 
• • • • • Yon got the point 1 He is in an enviable 
state of ecstaSy. 

• Oh it's nothing, really. Just 8 matter of tan
ning the hide of an overgrown clown. He was 
rather rude to me, you see.' 

• Lead me to him I I'll tear his limbs apart, the 
animal! Gtrrn. . .' 

• I don't think it'll be necessary to search for 
him. Here he comes.' 

• Who? That moron? ' 
• No. Over there; coming along that corridor.' 
Ramu gulps twice at the sight of the professorial 

visage, but does a masterly job of looking uncon
cerned. 'Shall I chuck him down the stairs? ' 

Brave words. 'That would be rather crude, I 
think. No. I've thought of a far better way 
of cooking his goose. but it needs someone like 
you to carry out the plan • • .' 

Ramu goes a deep mauve with pride. 
Another of those enigmatic little smiles from 

Leela. 'C?me with ~e, I'll tell you what to d? 
••••• thlS way ••• 

No we come up against a matter of policy, Hav
{ng placed our hero in such «n inter~tin{f posi
tion, should we or should , ... e not let thmgs go 
.as 11e would have wanted it 1 Hamlet found 
some difficulty in answering a similar question, if I 
remember my Shakespeare right. We are in no 
better Ii position. Shall we, or shall we not 1 
Tell me if what I outline sounds odd. 
Scene 6: 

'Well, there's the plan.' 
< 'Beautiful I , breathes Ramu. 'Genius. TeU me, 

how did you get stuck in a place like this, 
apprenticing 'Yow:self to this 611.wbones colony? 
With your brains and beauty, you should be some~ 
where far up the cosmic scale instead of being 
ground under the heel of any Professor of Anatomy 
who cares to tread. I •• .' 

Leela is laughing softly. 'I can think of far 
.subtler ways of paying compliments .... ' 

'Not me. I like to say whatever I think.' Ramu 
15 getting bolder every minute. 'For instance, 
'When I look at you, 1 get the most unllettling of 
feelings. A stange desire to •. ' 

'That is quite enough! Boys, boysl Every onc of 
1:hem has a deplorable tendency to yammer fit to 
burst if a girl but glances at him. Not very creditable.' 

• Oh, but you don't understand I I'd trade my 
.chances of imort~lity for just an opportunity to 
prove to you ••. 

• My, my! That was mighty poetical. Come, 
now. What do you expect to prove r No, don't 
,answer! You just polish off that old crank.' 

• Leave that to me. He'n soon wish that he was 
horn in some other geological era.' 

'The Age of Reptiles I , sl1e smites delightedly. 
"That would suit him immensely. All those bron
tosaud. and gorgosauri would welcome him as a 
lost brother.' 

• Eh? Oh I' Ramu is bowled over completely 
by that smile. A whiff of perfume makes him real. 

• Good luck,' says she, leaning forward. 
Ramu, never much good Ilt keeping his head 

'loses all remnants of self-control. A rough, wild, 
·embrace and a fierce kiss •••• 
.scene 7: 

(1 dont know,' groans Ramu, morosely. 'There'!!, 
·some objection to whatever I can think up .• ! 

• That's where YQU make )'Qur mi$take, young 
man. You don't have to .. think up" anything. 
Why not do the natural thing? What do you want 
to do?' 

, Want to do? Why I ... I want to gather her 
in my arms and smother her with kisses ana tell 
her how much I love her and how I'll die with
out her ••• ' 

, Stop I You've been seen too many Western 
'lnovies. But I understand your ••. er, feelings. 
And you think that if you do just that, she'll knock 
'your beautiful block off ? ' 

'Unclel Do you have to rub it in ~ , 
'I suggest you are just imagining her distaste 

.for you .... 
'No, no I She wouldn't have slapped me--' he 

stops short, a reddish tint showing through the 
.rich <:hocolate-brown texture of his skin. 

• Oh, you have already tried something of the 
-sort, have you? Quick work, Ramu. So she 
slapped you? You offended her sense of pro
-priety •••• sounds promising. 

'Hal promising, he saysl 1 never saw anything 
'Iess promising. She actually told me that I was 
:.a boor and a cad \' the agony in his tone is intense. 
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• Gids, girls! They don't know what they're 
talking about. They say one thing when they mean 
just the reverse. Had you but kissed her again ••• 
by the way, that is what you did 1 ' 

The stuffed-frog look on Ramu's face lightens 
for a second as he thinks of That Moment; then, 
a stifled sigh escaping him, he nods. 

• A pity. That's definitflly the right approach. 
I should know .• .' 

• No uncle. You don't understand. She thinlcs 
of me as something worse than a plague germ, if 
there's such a thing. She's too high~minded to 
love anything like me .•. Oh my God I • 

• There, there I I'm sure something can be 
done •• .' 

ACT 11 
Scene I: 

Now hairy developments start popping up all 
over the place. 

Ramu's Pop drops in one fine day after his visit to 
Bombay. He takes a long look at his hulking great 
son, and notices the chap's appearance. • I know 
what,' says the screwy l?arent to himself, 'the 
young cabbage needs a Wife. Why didn't I think 
of that before? Wasn't I married when I wasjust 
eighteen? Twenty-one is enough to make him II 

Romeo .•• if I don't get him a wife now, he'll get 
mixed up' with some awful female or the other.' 
So, he. calls his secretary and asks him to contact 
all the famous marriage-brokers in town ..• and 
elsewherfl, too. 'Yessirl' says the secretary and 
scoots off. 

Scene z 
'Ramu, have you ever thought of getting 

married? ' 
, Eh, married ~ Er ••• to tell you the t~uth, yes. 

But •• .' 
, But?' 
• Oh nothing, really. It all depends on whethe1' 

I find the right girl, doesn't it? And whether 
she'll have me? > 

'Hold ani Where did you get hold of these 
new-fangled notions 1 It doesn't depend at all. 
Our traditional way of doing the whole thing has' 
evolved through the centuries and has rea~hed a 
highly perfected state. One word to the right 
persons, and a beautiful. intelligent, accomplished 
lind wealthy girl wiII be your bride. The dowry 
would be yours to name.' 

Ramu has a sickly expression on his face as he 
mutters, 'But doesn't that sort of restrict the 
choice? I mean, very few wealthy girls will have 
1111 the other qualities mentioned ..• hard to find ••. 
and they may say no I ' He brightens up with 
the last few words. 

• Not if I know anything about it \' snorts his 
father. • By this date next month, the fonnali
ties will have been completed. Marriage is going 
to make a responsible man out of you. So that's 
fixed. \Vell, oongratttlations son !' 

• But Daddy, I just can't go through with it \ ' 
• Why on earth not ? ' 
• I . • . er. • • I can't marry any girl but the 

one I love.' 
• Eh, what's this? Love? Madness is more like it. 

So you have got mixed up with a female, have you? ' 
• Daddy! She is not a .. female". She is the 

most glorious girl in the world. If I can't marry 
ner, I won't marry at all ! ' 

, Izzat sO ?! We'll see I ' 

(We'll see.) 

ACTID 
Scene-
• Change the number plates. They'll find the 

car harder to trace then.' Cheenu is enjoying him
self. Unc Chak and Ramu have roped him in to 
help with the execution of Unc's latest 'plan'. 

• Okay. AU set?' Ramu'!; voice holc;ls a vibrant 
edge that gives away his e:rc:citement. • Lead on. 
Macduff I ' gtowls Chak ftom the renr seat. • For 
heaven's sake, don't run into a tree or something: 
cautions Cheenu. Seconds later, they ate roaring 
down a road at So m.p.h. A thought flits through 
Ramu's mi~d. 'What if :he tells us to §o to hell? • 

The full meaning of what she has just heard 
sinks into her head slowly. He had meant every 
word of what he had said, after all. Otherwise 
why should he run away II week before his weddiniJ 
is 6cheduled to take place? Poor Ramu, fotced 
against his will to martY a girl he does not love I 
And tQ think that she has thought of him as an 
unspeakable rogue all this while I • Cheenu, you're 
not fooling me ? ' 

, Cross my heart, and whatever else you want 
me to do. This is in deadly earnest.' 

'Wbere is he now ? ' 
• I don't really know. I just received a telephone 

call from him early this morning •••••. Well, 
I'd better hurry along lind let his parents know 
that he hasn't done any harm to himself.' 

• What ~ He wouldn't do anything smy ? I ' 
• Difficult to say. He's been awfully moody of 

late. And 1 don't blame him. What is a man to 
do when it looks as if his whole life's happiness is 
to be ruined at one fell blow? ' 

As Cheenu wallts away down the street, Leela 
stares .fixedlY in front of her. 'Whatever have I 
done? ' she whispers. 

• About time we start on Phase II.' 
• Okay Chak. You're the boss.' 
< GirI~psychologist. That's me.' 
SCENE? (Forget it. I've lost track of these 

things for some time.) 
• Leela, I just had to see you 1 Don't l'augh at 

me. I know I'm acting like all kinds of fool ••• 
but it doesn't seem to matter any more since you 
• • • . Can you ever forgive me for that mad act 
(If mine? • 
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• Wasn't I as much to blame?' she laughs 
nervously. 'Why did you run away' ? Or 
shouldn't I ask ? ' 

• Need I say? Isn't it obvious? Louse as I 
am, 1 have to live with myself for the rest of my 
life. . • • much life!' his tone is bitter. • I sup~ 
pose I never was shaping up to be anything 
worth mentioning. • • . 1 can't imagine anyone 
being m\lch affected by my absence, except may 
be Mom. Well, no\V that I've seen you just once 
more, 1 don't know what remains for me to 
do • • • .' He sniffs artistically. 

He gocs up to her, lifts up her downcast face, 
and murmurs brokenly, • Goodbye, Leela. 1 hope 
you are happy •• .' 

A moment later, he is gone. 
Chak almost falls out of the taxi in his hurry to 

~~:neo~ow Iff yells to the driver, 'Hold on, I'll 

Leela is at the door to meet him. < You're 
Ramu's uncle, aren't you?' 

'Yes, yes,' comes the breathless reply. • And 
you must be Leela. That fool Rmnu lS going to 
do something serious to himself if we don't stop 
him. Arguivg with him is no good. Right now 
Cheenu is holding him by brute force . • . tied hinl 
up or somethhlg ••. but how long can we Iceep 
this up? You must help us .. .' 

'What can I do ~' she asks trenmlously. Chak 
looks steadily at her. ' Y Oll J\llOW,' he asserts. 
A hardly perceptible nod of her head teUs him all 
he wants to know. (I) 

'Fourth floor,' impatience makes Chak's voice 
harsh. t Hurry up.' 

Four or five people arc hu~rying up to the lift. 
The lift boy decides to wait for them, in spite of 
Chllk's groans. 

Suddenly a frigid expression crosses Leela's face. 
'.My ~atherl' she inhales sharply. Chak is hardly 
hstemng to her. Ramu's father and the two 
detectives he has hired are close behind the leading 
man's heels. Chak's gaping like a goldfish at this 
unexpected turn of events. 

'Chakl' 
'Leelal' 
'Please get in sir.' 
The lift starts upwards with a jerk. Chait's 

mind is stm in a whirl. The dim ycIlow light 
gets. dimmllr and dies away. The lift stops 
mOVIng. 

Power-failure. Ye Gods, this style is killing mel 
(H:ere's how Oful Foepa thinks it should be 

ended.) 
ACT IV 

Scene :1:: 
The nadhaswarams are fully launched in their 

serpentine flight across the host of semitones in 
their span. Mridhangams stutter in the coils of 
their rythmic discord. :Faces defocus into one 
kaleidoscopic smear. A pulsating stream of mean~ 
ingless syllables swells and fades .•.••• The priestly 
voice is insistent. 

'Eh?' 
'PleMe take the" thali " and ••. ' 
, Oh I' He turns his head round to see the gill. 

Her eyes are downcast. A painful lump rises to 
his throat in the tumult of his thoughts. 

His fingers are trembling Violently as he takes 
the golden chain from the platter. He pauses a 
moment to try to steady himself. Through the 
haze of the shimmering smoke in front of him, D 

familiar face crystallizes •••••. a smile and an 
upward-pointing thumb prove stangely comforting. 
• Good old Cheeou!' thinks he. Is this tougher 
to read than to write? 
Scene ~: 

A smile of satisfaction is spread over the elder 
Shivram's face. 'A perfect match,' he rumbles to 
Chak. • beautiful, intelligent, accomplished. Fine 
family; lots of money. What more could anyone 
want? By the way. since when ha.ve you known 
themi' 

A thoughtful frown answers him. • Difficult to 
say, you kn6w. Quite some time, l.should say.' 

The other's grin broadrms. 'Perhaps it was 
for the best that we got stuck in that lift for half
an-hour. It gave us enough time to settle all the 
formalities. • 

Chak shuddel's at the memory. Says he to him
self, • I've never had to think so fast in my life! 
Nor utter so many lies I Pretending I knew 
Krishnan, introducing them, putting the idea into 
their heads, pushing them on .•• Ugh II • 

Ramq's father gives him a violent slap on his 
back. • Chak, you're a genius!' Chak chokes over 
his betel leaves. 
Scene 3: 

Time: 0. week later. 
Chak is lying torpid in an armchair, full of lunch. 

A blissful afternoon's snooze is hovering tantaIi
~ingly near. Someone tiptoes mto the :room. • I 
say, C!lakl' 

'Wassat? ' 
'Chak, you must help me. For heavens' sake, 

wake up will you?' . 
< Okay, o,kayl Wassamatter?' 
• You put everything right for Ramu ; how about 

doing the same stunt for me ? ' 
• Good Lord I You don't say I Which of the 

fair sorcerers has cast her spell on you? Cheenu, 
you should have known better than to follow in 
Ramu's footsteps I ' 

, She is the sweetest angel that evcr walked, on 
earth. ~y, life was devoid Qf purpose till 1 saw 
her •••. 

• Stop this disgusting exhibition immediately I 
You're woise than Ramu, if such 0. thing is possi~ 
bIe. God, what have I, done to deserve this? ' 

• Think up Plan I fast. I'm in a hurry to start.' 
'By the way. who is she l' 
• Her name is Prema ••• .' 

-FOOTS. 
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Jiey last benchers, here's somethiJ?g to keep you occupied "durinq the fuforiai classes. You can 
throw dzce. draw cards, open books, anythlDg. Nut /irst reaching 64 loses fhe game fmc! sheffs ouf 
dough for a round of cokes (or janfa or jags or . ... ) 

RESEARCH AND DEVELOP"MENT 
MechQ1Jical Engi1Jeering Department: 

One of the pew machines in the hydrometries laboratory is a programmed universal pedi
cyc]od!'l' Employmg tandem nUII?erical control units, fully automated jig contour generator, 
rev~rslng tes~eract stator. and a rlOg field rated at 2ookw, the apparatus weighs 2:& tons and was 
?eslgned entIrely brthe person,nel of the hydrometries laboratory. The power system was 
Ins~aIled ,by Besslm~ Ind~stnal Corp. At present, a research team led by Professor Kornie 
Scoef~er lS engaged ln findmg out what exactly the corny contraption is supposed to do. 
ChemtStry Department: 

Scie~t~sts of the radioche~istry s~ction of the chemistry department have come up with 
s<?me SUrpTl~lUg res~lts from theIr stu~les of the earthy materials rou~d the campus. Using a. 
hlgh~res?lutlOn version of t~e Kudhuralval mass spectrograph, they've Isolated spectral lines cor
respondm~ to two half-per1od~ : "they've enlarged the list of the known rare-earths as follows: 

cenum , gadol~nlum praeseodymium thulium dum 
dysp~os1Um holmIum pandemonium ytterbium ium 
del~r1um lant~anum promethium yttrium urn 
erblUm lutetIUm samarium ttrium m. 
europium neodymium terbium trium 

Electrical E1tgineeriJtg Department ~ 
Dr: Piddla~ wh? was responsible for setting up the elaborate bioelectronics laboratory in 

!he . electncal engl11eermg dep~rtment, has co~ducted some original research on the survival 
mdlces of autophagous cells 1n adverse electncal environments. He has obtained remarkable 
values of ~urvival indices upto 22.87kV, in dehumidified ambient conditions. Incidentally, he 
has .estabhshe.d tha~ these results do not hold for larger mammals, in particular home neander
thalls. Req\.uescat m pace. 

Campastimes 
Technical 
Report. 

CAN THE FIVE IlTs 
COME CLOSER? 

Two st~dent representatives from each llT 
Wel"e invited to meet Dr. Muthana (Deputy 
Director,'~ IlT Kanpur) and Mr. Gilbert 
Oakley (Leader, Kanpur Indo-American Pro
gramme), during the sports meet at Kanpur 
last December. 

In the process of exchanging news of com
mon interest to the 5 IITs, it was discussed 
how they 'could all adopt a common pattern in 
their various fields of activities. Though 
a number of methogs have been employed 
to promote staff-student relationship, (Tutor 
system-BMB, Dean of students-DLI, Staff 
counsellor-RNP, Nothing in particular
MAD,) a representatiV'e from Bombay pointed 
out that unless the student could confide in 
his staff adviser he would not feel free to dis
cuss his personal problems with him. 

At Kanpur, text-books by American authors 
are made available at prices within the ave
rage studenes capacity. 

KIAP Leader Oakley suggested the evolu
tion of an exchange programme covering staff 
and students of the 5 UTs which would es~ 
tablish closer ties between the sister institutes. 

-Cam pastime$. News. 
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Story 

beper 
, Lcper l' It was no mOl'e than a startled whisper from the old man who had 

jus~ b?arded the bus. On Shankaran's ears it fell with the intensity of a thunderbolt, 
Spmmng around he pounced on the man and pummelled him with a ferocity that 
was terdfying to behold. It took five men to prise the poor victim loose. 

When the bus topped at Payyanad, it was 
raining heavily. Without folding up his dhoty 
at the knees, Shankaran stepped out onto the 
slushy road. As he walked away, his shirt
sleeves roled down and head bent forward, 
it was impossible to detect the repu Isive 
sores that covered his body. Walking rapidly, 
he made his way to the Leprosarium. Passing 
through the deserted compound he reached 
the 'entrance to the sprawling, ancient 
building. He paused, suddenly frightened 
and unsure of himself. As he stood there 
uncertainly, a hiu'assed-Iooking nUrse appeared 
and without asking any questions bec1mned 
to him to follow. She led him through a 
maze of dark, musty corridors to the office 
of the doctor. When he entered, the doctor, 
a man of about sixty who had spent a life
time in the service of lepers, looked up and 
smiled. Suprised that anyone could look at him 
without a shudder Shankaran tried unsuccess
fully to smile back. The doctor gently put. 
h~m at ease and soon Shankaran, haltingly at 
first but with graduaUy increasing confidence, 
was pouring out the story of his life. 

Shankaran was born prematurely, a sickly 
and under-sized baby, It was before incu
bators and other sophisticated prediatric aids 
had become common and it was a week before 
he was given an even chance of survival. 
Survive he did, but from that early stage, 
his physical deveJopmem turned out to be 
severely retarded. At the age of six he was 
no bigger than a three-year old baby and 
when others of his age went to school 
Shankaran stayed at home, learning unsteadily 
to walk. However, no effort was spared in 
the attempt to accelerate his rate of growth. 
First, on the advice of a doctor and much 
to the disgust of his orthodox house~hold. he 
had been put on a rich non-vegetarian diet. 
At the end of two years the fact that not all 
the meat in the world would enable him to 
grow 'normally, was sorrowfully accepted. 
Next, S11ankaran enrolled in the local gymna" 
sium. He exercised with religious regularity 
but never got beyond doing pull-ups. Not 
-even the monkey-liver extract on which he 
had been fed since birth contributed a trifle 
to his growth. At the age of twenty, his 
pathetically ludicrous height of four feet and 
half an inch belied all hope that he would 
-eventually develop into a normal man. 

On his first day at school, Shankaran was 
ironically nic1mamed "Shima (the strong-man 
·of the Mahnbharata). He was subjected to 
numeroUs thoughtless cruelties by his school
fellows who regarded him as a hilarious joke 
of nature. But in a few weeks they got used 
to the puny dwarf, who was too weak to carry 
his own booJes, and accepted him as a matter 

-of course. In class, it soon became apparent 
that Shankaran was of only average intelligence. 
-There was no cause for hope that sheer 
-bri1liance of intellect would enable him to 
-compensate for the misfortune of his malfor-
mation. But if there was one quality of 
which Shankaran had abundant share, it was 
determination. It was his iron-clad resolve 
that one day he would make others call him 
• Bhima ' not in sarcasm but in admiration. 
He pictured to himself the day when he could 
walk out of his house without attracting those 
offensive stares and coarse remarks to which 
he had long grown accustomed. AssiduousJy 
he attempted remedy after remedy. 

He was beginning to lose faith when he 
heard of the I manthravady , (literally 
magician) in Malabar. This man came of a 
distinguished line of physicians who dabbled 
in magic and occultism. He was reported to 

have effected numerous cures that bordered 
on the miraculous. Very few who went to 
him, it was said, returned disappointed; such 
was the potency of his combination of magic 
and medicine. With renewed hope Shankaran 
set out. He prayed fervently that at least 
now his apparently interminable quest for 
normalcy would end. 

Shankaran reached his destination with 
scepticism and hope alternately dominating 
his mood. .J\pprehensively he entered the 
house of the Manthravady. He had imagina
tively expected the magician to possess an 
appearance in keeping with his profession. 
But the actual perSOll was in 110 way sinister 
or evil-looking. He listened to Shankaran's 
account of his infirmity entranced, now and 
then asking a probing, penetrating question. 
He clearly considered this case a challenge, 
the like of which he had never encountered. 
It was the supreme test of his worth as a 
healer. He sat deep in thought a few minutes 
after Shankaran finished speaking, Then 
asking him to wait, he got up and went into 
the interior of the house. It was fully an 
hour later that he re-appeared, bringing an 
amulet and a dried palm-leaf on which a 
prescription was scratched. The amulet, he 
told Shankaran, was to be worn constantly 
around the wrist; and according to the 
prescription a herbal medicine was to be 
brewed, to be consumed with regularity over 
a period of five years, As he prepared to 
(eave, grateful but stilI sceptical, the 
manthravady uttered two solemn warnings: 
one, that the removal of the amulet from 
the wrist at any time during the Cure would 
amount to desecration and two, that the 
medicine was to be prepared in strict 
accordance with the prescription. 

Shankaran had no difficulty in concocting 
the mixture. After tying the amulet around 
his wrist, he drank the first dose. Immediately 
he was siezed by a violent convulsion. 
Writhing ill agony, his arms and legs flailing, 
he was thrown to the ground. I t was an 
entire week later that he was able to stand 
up again. Then, instead of throwing away 
the medicine he consumed another dose. 
But that time, as if to vindicate his intuition, 
there was not the slightest reaction, There
after, with unwavering faith, Shankar an 
began the regular use of the manthravady's 
medicine. Whenever the old stock was 
exhausted, he made a fresh supply according 
to the prescription with the utmost care. 

The results of this new treatment were 
neglible in the first few months. Then 
Shankaran began to notice that his shirts 
seemed to have shrunk and that he no longer 
had to stretch as much as before to reach 
the shelf in the kitchen. From then on his 
body developed with a vengeance. In a year 
his height increased spectacularly to just 
over six feet. His muscles, once atrophied 
and powerless, now rippled like those of a 
prize-fighter. From a ridiculous runt, he 
was transformed incredibly into a giant) 
easily the biggest and strongest man in his 
village. And accompanying these physical 
changes was a change in Shankaran's mind. 
For the first time in his life he was happy
deliriously so. He moved to the town and 
soon found a job. The future was no longer 
bleak. but abundant with promise. 

Shankaran had been in the town two 
years. He still drank the old medicine, but 
irregularly. When he mixed it he no longer 
took the same amount of trouble and care. 
And of course he had thrown away the 
amulet. A young man couldn't walk around 
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town with a ch~rm around his wrist, could 
he? Meanwhile at home his parents had 
arranged his marriage and Shankaran prepared 
to leave for the village. On the day of his 
departure he awoke feverish and racked with 
pain. The tips of his fingers and toes were 
swollen and itching. Regretfully putting 
off his journey, he went to the Government 
hospital. There the young doctor was clearly 
bafled by his complaint. He gave Shankaran 
some skin-ointment and told him to return 
two days later. But next - morning 
Shankaran's body was numb with pain. To 
his shock he found that the sores had begun. 
to suppurate. The finger-tips especially 
were filled with pus. Alarmed, he decided t~ 
consult the skin-spec::ialist at the Mission 
hospital a few miles away. Then suddenly 
the truth struck his simple mind with the 
force of a stunning blow. He was a leper! 
Anyone could tell that his disease was leprosy 
The pain. the sores, the pus, they ali 
screamed the fact aloud. In a panic, he 
~ecollected all.t~at he had heard about leprosy: 
It was t~e dlsea~e .most feared by man, it 
was pumshment lfifhcted by the Gods it was 
fatal, there was not the slightest ch~nce of 
recovery. Desperately he prayed for guidance. 

Three days later Shankal'an left for his 
village. He had a plan. As soon as possible 
he would write to the manthravady. Surely 
he would be able to help. When Shankaran 
reached the village, the first thing he did was 
to meet the local physician, because he had 
begun to nurse a faint hope that his disease 
might not be leprosy after all. But the man 
took one look at his purulent finger-tips and 
screamed hysterical1y at him to get out. 
Before he reached his house the whole village 
was'afire with the news that one among them 
was a Jeper. The very next day Sankaran's 
father was summoned to a meeting with a 
group of village elders. These men were 
the representatives of a people bogged down 
in superstition, prejudices and blind ignorance. 
Not only illiterate but misinformed, they 
entertained wildly cruel misconceptions about 
leprosy. According to tradition if a man 
contracted thei disease he was not allowed 
to set foot in the village again. The elders 
saw no reson why they should break with 
tradition this time. In plain language they 
delivered their ultimatum. Shankaran was 
to leave the village immediately. It would 
be useless and dangerous to disobey. 

Shankaran moved into a haunted hO\\S6 on 
the outskirts of the village. Sitting in solitude 
hour after hour, day alter day, he brooded 
over the blows fate had dea~t him. One day 
the boy who brought him food once a week 
gave him a letter. It was from Malabar and 
said briefly that the old Manthravady Was 
dead, Shankaran's spirit was crushed. 
Gradually his mind grew to be affected by 
a disease more vicious than that which ravaged 
his body, For hours at a stretch he would 
sit motionless, staring into the distance with 
unseeing eyes. Then by a sudden transforma
tion he would become a screaming. raging 
animal, tearing and beating at everything he 
saw. So fierce was he in these moods that 
he once choked to death a stray dog that 
had come in to pilfer his food. After a spell 
of violence he would begin to brood again 
and then the whole cycle would be repeated. 

Shankaran had been living as an outcast 
for a year, when one day he received a note 
and some money from his father. The old 
man had come to hear of the Leprosarium 
at Payyanad and of how it offered refuge to 
all those stricken by the disease. He urged 
his son to go there at once. It did not take 
Shankaran long to reach a decision. He 
urgently needed medical help. Even if he 
could not be cured, he reasoned, life there 
among others like himself would be infinitely 
preferable to that which he led now. Moreover 
he realized that solitary confinement was 
steadily driving him towards physical and 
mental collapse. He decided to leave for 
Payyanad immediately. 

'* >M= iIIt 

The doctor's eyes were filled with underG~ 
tanding and compassion as he prepared to 
examine Shankaran. But half an hour later 
his expression was one of shock and utter 

(Coliti1lued Oil p. 3, col. 3) 
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FAIR SICENCE 

"This, ladies, is a 'Double Acting 
Electro Metabolic Micro ImpresfOr.' 
Based on Dr. Philander's Law of 
production of growing inanimate 
objects . . .• and blah........... if 
you stay here for just all hour, you'll 
notice the micrometl'ic growth; Charlie 
here of course will take measurements 
on both occassions .•.. " 

The Bible 
In the beginning ..... . 

MILLIONS of minutes ago, the Lord 
said, • Let us make the world,' and 

IIT came into existence. And the Lord said, 
, Let us make the creatures of the world,' and 
there came into existt'nce crows, fish, deer 
and cows. And at last the Lord said, • Let 
us make man,' and the first man stepped in. 
And the Lord said, 'Let us make woman: 
and the first woman also stepped in. They 
were both happy. They had no classes; no 
labs. They walked and walked all day long, 
and 'when night came Adam slept under a tree 
in Sangam, and Eve, under a tree in Madras 
Avenue. 

CAMPASTIMES 

Call1pastimes, eh ... ? 
THE director almost winked. We guys, 

we are good sports. We can enjoy a 
gag, even if the laugh's on us. So we laughed 
heartily. 

That was a couple of months back. A week 
ago, I walked round to see how the swimming 
pool was getting along. The stagnant water 
was discouraging. Maybe the little hitch 
was being ironed out on the drawing board. 
I crawled up the stairs to find out. 

I How's your project coming along? ' 
'What? ' 
• The swimming pool problem.' 
'I don't knew. Guess, the other two 

guys are doing something.' 
, Any idea llow far they've got? ' 
'Nope. I think a month's sufficient time 

to find out. After all, I just have to cog the 
whole report.' 

I Don't YOll have any solution of your 
own? ' 

• I've never really bothered to think. I 
could tell them what's wl'Ong with theirs, 
though.' 

This bloke, I realized, was no go. He 
thrived on the labours of others. I made a 
beeline for the chap who was slogging. 

<Hi'. 
, Cam' astimes, eh ? ' 
<Yeah.' 
, What can I do for Y01.I ? ' 
'Well ... I thought we could give the 

readers an idea of how the swimming pool 
problem was being sorted out.' 

, Oh that! Look, I think, that was a dirty 
trick they played on us.' 

• Obviously. but that gave you an ideal 
chance to prove yourself better.' 

1"7 

, Gab. They have no intention of 
implementing anything we propose.' 

< But have you suggested anything? ' 
, It's nothing solid, you know. Just had a 

vague idea. Nothing solid really ... Don't 
know whether it'll work. Just an idea ... . 

, Ha'\7e you told anyone? ' 
'Yeah, as a matter of fact, I did. Yes. 

The staff member-in charge. Sort of 
mentioned it to him one day. Casually .. 

• What did he say?' 
'Ah, look here; I don't think there's any 

hurry . We can discuss it later.' 
, And did you discuss it later?' 
, No yar! There's plenty of time.' 
The stagnant water stared me in the face. 

I went on to the third guy. 
, Excuse me . • . .' 
A grunt. 
.' I'm re~lly sorry to disturb you, but could 

I Just .... 
It was about five in the evening. And this, 

guy was seriously manipulating his slide rule. 
Four ~uge volumes were open on his table. 

, Sure, sure, what did I get? ' 
'Look, it's about this project of yours. Do 

you have any plan to get over the trouble? • 
, Hey, I wanted to ask someone. Where's. 

the swimming pool, by the way? ' . 
Treachery ! I told him all the same. 'And 

you mean to say, you haven't even thought 
about it: ? ' 

'I actually made a deal with the other 
guys. I do the tutes and lab records. They 
look after the project, YOll know.' 

I knew. 
Meanwhile, we get reports that some 

impatient folks (Hi Jug!) have inaugurated 
the pool, in spite of its half finished state. 

AA]oo. 

ReaJ Prizes to be Won II 
I. In each of the clues below strike out 

the word which yOll think is wrong, cut along 
the dotted line, and send in your entries to 
the Editor, Campastimes, Institute Gymkhana, 
nT, Madras-36. 

2. Entries must reach the editor before 
8 p.m. on 1St March, 1969. 

3. These quotations are taken from stan. 
dard literary works. In each case the correct 
solution is the word used by the author. 

OFFICI AL ENTRY FORM FOR LITERARY QUIZ 

And the Lord created a wonderful Garden r- - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - -} 
of Eden with all kinds of trees, hechesbees, I 
beeesbees, emmesbees, eeesbees, oyatees and 
rivers ,which gave them both food and water- I 
Cauveri, Krishna ...... and also mountains I. The attraction of man and woman for each qther is fundamental/superficial. I 
which carried them from place to place. And l 
at last He created a wonderful tree called the 2. The virtue of all achievementfsuccess' is victory over oneself. I 
Knick Knack. And the Lord said, 'You, 
Adam, J!,nd you, Eve! Thou art forbidden to I 
eat the fruit that this tree bears!' But Eve 3· Kids are a.1ways annoyed/surprised to find evil in their parents, and shocked I 
could not resist the temptation. She plucked to find it in themselves. I 
a glistening golden yel low cotelette and took I 
a bite and tempted Adam alEo to do the same, 4. In this worlel of incessant and feverish activity/mutation men have little I 
They both became wise. They found that time to think, !I.nd much less to consider ideals and objectives. 
the first thing that they should do was to go in I 
search of a Mohamed Yunus for they had.. 5. There are times when nothing a man can say is so convincing/powerful as I 
...•.. on (gulp I) They hid themselves under saying nothing. I 
the Gajendra statue. The Lord asked, 'Why ., I 
art thou hiding thyself'l Hast thou eaten the :E 
fruit of the Knick Knack? Cursed be thou ~ 6. Nature's bounties are unaltered/unlimited. I 
both. Henceforth thou shalt have periodicals, .g I 
terminals and finals. Thou shalt rag the ,,~ 7· Grief is the most poignant/private emotion a human being can have. I 
children whom thou bringeth forth into this ..§ I 
world. In profound sorrow thou shalt attend t:I 8. Most men are more afraid of being thought cowards/forward than of any-
NCC, eat the worst of the cursed fruit that ye e thing else. I 
shall find!' I 

And only thus did it Come to be that Adam I .r 
and Eve became the mortals we are. Thou- I I 
sands of minutes after Adam and Eve came I Name. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . ... . . . . . . . . . . . . • . . . . . • . . . • ... . . . . . . .. . . • . . • I 
X and Y. X killed Y. and millions of minutes I (BLOC!( LETTERS) 
later IIT was filled with people.' But there I I 
was only one noble family--Noah, his three I 
sons and three daughters. The Lord was dis- Address . ...•...•..•.•..•••.••••. , . . • . . . • . . • • . . . . . . • . • . • . . . . . . . . . .•. . . . I 
appointed with the performance of the people 
in the periodicals. So he asked Noah (Siddhu, I 
perhaps) to build an ark and escape with his I 
family and a pair of each of the types of • . . . • • • . . . • . . . • . . . . . . • . . • . . . . • . . . • . . • . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . • • . • I 
animals of this world. Noah escaped, (Siddhu I 
is abroad, I heard--aside.) and all the rest I 
were drowned in a huge ocean of unemploy- I 
ment. Those who had laughed at Noah ,vhen ••.••....•...•..•.........•...•••...•.•........•......•... 
he started building his ark now repented I I 
~~ I 

-ORDEE; .... ,"" ___ ".L_ -'-- - - - - - - - - ClIt alo1lg dotted line - - - - - - - - - - - --J 
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IITion Culture 
We claim to belong to the higher strata of 

society in our country-elevated in aU aspects 
of activity and ~ehaviour. We are intellectuals 
with tons of knowledge packed in our btains. 
Now let us tell you something mOre about 
our interests and activities. After reading 
about them you will probably be able to truly 
appreciate us. 

Today themE:-dia of mass culture (especially 
the cinema) are tending to break. down the 
{lId barriers of taste and tradition dissolving 
all cultural distinctions. Rarely do we see a 
-cinema that stirs something inside us (though 
we admit that we are sometimes carried away 
by fistfights or actresses crooning) or opens 
before us a new vista which we have not per~ 
-ceived before'. The cinema Producers are not 
to be blamed. They are spinning out celluloid 
not for us but for the greater part of the 
audience-the mass. N aturall y we cannot 
expect anything intellectually stimulating in a 
cinema. 

Literature. Ah, that's something we left 
behind at school (good old school). Nowa
days we set our eyes mostly on newspapers 
and thrillers (we won't hold up our noses 
until we have finished the one we are reading.) 
We read the newspapers and magazines and 
<:urse politicians and hockey sportsmen. 

By • nice' music most of us naturally mean 
the loud pop variety that forces itself into our 
ears forcing us to appreciate the' terrific' beat. 
Did you say something about the classical 
music? Well, we can tell you about it. 
Classical Music needs a cultivated ear. We 
have neither the time nar the patience tp 
evolve to that stage of becoming connoisseurs 
of that high-brawed variety yet. Discussion 
on any topic other than the newsmakers we 
loathe. Anybody who persists in talking 
about other things is a bore. We can talk 
about the Lecturer X and the grades he gives 
for hours. We can talk about the Hostel Y 
and the food it gives for hours. 

Poe~ry, Art and Drama are remote forms 
that some of us are conscious of. Most of 

us are blissfully ignorant of Art, what it 
means or can convey. W~ don't have the 
leisure to spare for poetry and we don't have 
the eye to appreciate drama. Of Course we 
are proficient in just sitting tight, cynical of 
everything around, you know. . 

We are so enthusiastic during college meet
ings that we have no control over voices. 
They ring out high pitched and clear
sounds that have no immediate meaning 
attached to them-sounds of protest against 
somebody exhibiting his talents on the stage. 
'It is the bursting of a thought • • the Maharishi 
tells us. That is a simple method to avoid 
hearing the monotonous tone of the actor. 
Having to get up to walk out of the hall is 
too much of a strain. 

It is January 2nd. The reopening day. 
The Lecturer walks into the classroom. 
There are two or three feebly attempting to 
stand up. Others remain firmly glued to 
their seats. The Lecturer glances at the 
class briefly and begins • Last term we were 
talking about .....• '. One or two faint 
murmurS of resentment. Then we all open 
our files and start ·scribbling down what he 
says or writes on the blackboard as though 
nothing has happened. We aren't children 
to exchange pleasanries like • Happy new 
year' with the teachers. In the classroom we 
should meet on strictly business terms. 

Cultutal Week? You mean those evenings 
when we see interesting people from other 
co1teg~s ? Of course we look forward to them. 
We wIll be present during those functions in 
full strength and give those who represent our 
Institute all our support. But of course we 
won't stick any 'kidstuff' on the stage. Re
member our tastes are highly refined and we 
can't spare our time for anything lesser than 
the best. 

Now I hope you have got an idea about how 
cultured we are (Curiously enough we have 
just realised that we have many interests in 
common with our neighbours in Velacheri). 

- VENKATESH MANNAR. 

" 

THE SAFETY ENGINEER 
The lathes spun on, the cash poured in, 
The hammers 'worked, 'twas quite a din, 
But all was well with James and Co. 
Results: they had plenty to show. 
Until John put his hand one day, 
Right in the poor li"! Bandsaw's way. 
Little Bandsaw could not this bear 
So John one finger less does wear. 
Pandemonium did break loose, 
WorkerI'; did no more to work choose. 
'There is no safety in this plant, 
Work here? No, we really can't.' 
The Management said ( Have no fear I 
We'll get a Safety Engineer '. 
And they chose a dynamic man, 
Whose name was Patrick Adithan, 
Pat came, Pat saw, Pat did not like. 
Pat swore. Pat murmured' For God's sike! 
Can't they maintain a safer plice ? 
Gaurds for these machines would be wise.· 
Listening to workers' cries, 
He made a photo-cell device. 
If one came near Bandsaw at all. 
Covering her, a dome would fall. 
Her being made automatic, 
I think really did the trick. 
After days, work could be commenced, 
Safety, in the air could be sensed. 
The small plant worked only one shift 
The passage of eight hours was swift. 
At shift's end, to switch off Banclsaw, 
Came in person, owner Mcd:.tw. 
Well, Pm sure you guess what took place, 
You ghould have se:!n Adithan's face. 
For when one approaches Bandsaw, 
The dome covers her with no flaw. 
So, to date, the machine runs on, 
Though eight kids, to Pat have been born, 
Of Pat's nine mistakes, Number one. 
Is the dome that can't be undone. 
Dear Reader please do not doubts raise, 
And question, why in the first place, 
One could not just switch off the mains 
For Pat askS me, 'Why take the pains? '. 

S. RAMAJAYAM. 

[We are pleased to publish this story by 
Rarnajayam, alias Local; he was the secretary 
of our Publications Committee in I966-67. 
Elsewhere in this issue is a letter from 
him.-Ed.J 

Edited by K. Kalyanaraman, Published by Prof. S. Sampath and Printed by C. E. Koshy at the Diocesan Press for Indian Institute of Technology, Madras. 
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