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EDITORIAL

Welcome! The editorial policy of this Campus magazine (or house organ if you want it) as much
back into time as the archives reflect, has been an attempt to thin-film the minimum of thought
into maximum of region. Like the true sons of tradition we are (our regular issues etc.) we vote

to toe the hallowed precedent.

This issue on a browse you’ll agree, is quite eclectic drawing contents ranging from the serious
to the inane (the serious is inane and the inane serious). We would like to thank all our
contributors some of whom have contributed to this issue directly and others whose entries into
various creative writing competitions, we’ve culled in debonair spirit. A few have exercised
their right to anonymity which one would guess is being clever, just in case you wish to exercise

your right to retribution.

Now we’ve got some great news to offer you, which is our decision to terminate this tedium.
Well .. editors can lie. On second thoughts we feel it would be quite unbecoming of sons of
tradition to fail to deliver the usual lament concerning the moribund status of contributions. So

here goes...

Now that the potion is ready
We relax and watch, the early

Summer showers patter softly,
The tamarind tree shake slightly

Against the late evening glow
And mull upon those moments low

When the editorial shears, produce
Deficient, lay rusted in disuse

And we sat and sighed and gave thought:
“ Have just the impending ills wrought

This frugal muse on the sure-footed?”
Such cogitations stay unrequited

While you with the mag get acquainted.




RENDEZVOUS WITH THE LAW

Being the proud possessor of a new bike, I was rearing to go. I hoped to be the cynosure
of the traveling public’s eye, but what bothered me was the unseemly attention my little L-board,
dangling in the front was receiving. People eyed me as though I were some kind of a
featherweight who had imperiously strayed into the heavy weight division. My discomfort
was not unfounded for soon a member of the traffic constabulary commanded me to a stop.

‘A learner, eh’. A transparent observation. For a brief moment I thought I'd quip ‘Nice
work, Holmes’ or something equally inane, but the moment was inopportune and the method
tactless. So I quelled initial impetuosity and said nothing at all. So long as there is anything to
be gained by saying nothing, it’s said, it’s better to do just that.

By then, the long arm of the law had made its way to the ignition keys and taken
possession of it. “That will be Rs.100 for violation x, Rs 150 for violation y, in total Rs.250.0r
will it be easier....” he left it like Mozart’s last symphony. Unfinished, I mean.

The denouement might be to the traveling public, patently obvious. So I slipped an
unwilling Rs.20 into his palm, and he, reciprocatingly, slipped the keys into mine. I knew my
act was as peccable as his, but then I had my skin to save.

The formalities being completed, my venal bully avuncularly advised me ‘watch out the
next time, son’.

And watch out I did, for the approaching traffic cop. At this point, my sentiments were
akin to that of an escaped convict . Whenever my internal radar spotted a cop I made,a beeline
for the nearest egress to my right or my left.

But the law, contrary to popular belief is not an ass. It cannot be deceived for long, I had
three more encounters with be law, much in the lines of the narrated experience.

But soon my fortune was to change. I did away with my L-board, on obtaining my
permanent license. My stock, I learnt, had risen substantially in the eyes of the law, for no
longer was I rudely accosted, or my road worthiness questioned, and on my part, no longer did
I cower at the sight of an approaching policeman.

All’s well that ends well, you might say. But beware, all ye learners: ‘The law is
watching you’.

- V. Chandramouli (246 Saraswathi)




DESTINATION BLACKWELL !

Peace my heart ! Nor ev’r yet try to solve

The problem - How and what the guiding hand
Doth work - that man should yearn for, seek a thing
But ever and anon thwarted should it be.

Vexed, forlorn, when grows to hate the same

As worthless, lo, on him then falls it pat.

Soapy moved uneasy on his bench.

Was that Jack Frost’s card! Aye, on his lap
That fell, the dead leaf! He must now resolve
Into a committee of Ways and Means,

And provide against the rigour of Jack.
"Three months on the island" Blackwell’s guest,
Was all he craved. For years it had been

His winter quarters. For he thought the law
Was more benign than philanthropy. Sure
His proud spirit detested, scorned the gifts
of Charity. For it was encumbered:

In humiliation you will have to pay.

Hence he chose to be the guest of law.

Soapy left his bench and strolled away

Up Broadway. He would dine luxuriously

At some expensive restaurant, declare
Insolvent and be handed o’er to a cop.

He thought of what to eat; and in he stepped.
The waiter-chief observed his trousers frayed,
And shoes decadent. Ready hands him turned
About, in silent haste conveyed to the walk.
Loafing off, he came to a corner, a shop

In sixth avenue. He caught the chance.

A cobble stone he crashing sent across

On to the display glass front. People came
Running, and a cop around the corner.

Hands in pocket, smiling, Soapy stood.
"Where’s the man that done that" quoth the cop.
"See you not I might have" Soaj)y said,

Friendly but with sarcasm, as one

Would greet a turn of fortune good. But no.




Would ever a window- smasher wait and smile
For parley with minions of law? He left.

Soapy, twice unsuccessful, now walked

Into a modest cafe, ate his fill.

"Now, call a cop; a coin haven't I,"

He told the waiter, "No cop for you"

He said, and called. The next was - Soapy felt
Himself, rising joint by joint

From that callous pavement. Waiters two

Had pitched him neatly on his ears. He beat

The dust from clothes. Was arrest a rosy dream?
He travelled far before his courage gave

Leave again to capture, woo. A Cinch!

A modest girl of pleasing guise he saw

Gazing at a show-window, across,

A large policeman, severe, leaned against

A water plug. Now he did play the role

Of an execrated ‘masher’; set his hat

At killing cant and sidled t'ward the belle,

Made eyes at her and coughed and smiled and smirked.
Glad was he, the cop was watching him.

She moved away a little, stood and gazed.

Soapy could be on his way to the isle!

Right little, tight little isle!

She faced him, stretched a hand and caught his sleeve;
"Sure Mike. Blow me to a pail of suds"

She played the clinging ivy to Soapy’s oak.

The cop they passed and gloomy Soapy grew.

Was he doomed to freedom? Cursed spite!

He shook her off at the farther corner, ran

Till he reached a play house, saw a cop

Lounging grand. And Soapy caught the straw.

He danced and raved, and drunken gibberish yelled
But the cop had turned his back on Soapy, twirled
His club, and told a friend "‘Tis one of them
Hartford college Yale boys celebrating;

We have 1o leave them. Harmless, noisy though."
Soapy ceased this unavailing racket.

He muttered against the men with helmets, clubs.
Simply, would he into their clutches fall,

He seemed to them a king who could not wrong.




Soapy now had reached a quiet corner

Where stood a gabled, quaint and rambling church.
A soft light glowed from window violet-stained.
Above, the moon serene and lustrous shone;
Sleepy sparrows twittered in the caves.

The organist loitered over the keys to make
Sure of the coming Sabbath anthem. This

Sweet music drifted into the troubled soul
Soapy stood cemented on to the fence,

By that Anthem; he had known it well

When he had thoughts of roses, mothers, friends,
And ambitions. He viewed, with horror swift,
The abyss he had tumbled headlong in,

The days degraded, motives base and hopes
That long were dead and wrecked faculties.

Yet in a moment did his heart respond;

The conjunction of Soapy’s state of mind

And influences of the old church wrought.

He was thrilled to the novel mood, and moved
By an impulse strong, to fight his fate

Out of the mire he would pull himself

To make a man of himself once again.

And conquer evil which had hold of him.

He was young,; and there was time to start

And find some work, a place; the morning next:

- A man had offered him a driver’s place -

And be some body in this world; and be -

Soapy felt a hand laid on his arm.

Quick he wheeled and into a policeman’s

Broad face he did look, who asked him stern
"What are you doing here?" "Nothing, " replied
Soapy, "Come along, then" said that cop.

It was morning; the place the police court

The Magistrate pronounced the sentence, just,
"Three months on the island", Blackwells guest.!

- V.Sivaramakrishnan
- R.Subramanian
(Class of 1965)




THE DAYS OF TIME ARE NUMBERED

Professor Neverontime jumped with joy and tried to somersault around the room. “Too late!"
he realized, while groaning in the rubble of his laboratory that (1) His lab was small, (2) He was
60 years old, (3)He was fat and never could somersault. “Next time", he thought, "I will
celebrate the successful completion of an experiment with caviar, or by waving a flag".

The cause of his elation was, in his words, "A sleek, state of the art, beautiful” God knows
What. In reality it looked like a beetle which had been run over by an 18 wheel truck. What was
this gizmo? Good question. It was a time machine. Noo! I hear your say. That’s not possible
I hear you say. What happens if you meet yourself? I hear you ask. Well, lets see what Prof.
Neverontime has to say about it.

"Well you see nature would never let such paradoxes to occur, because if you went back in time
and met yourself, your old self would be so disgusted by your new self that the old self would
make sure that it developed into a new self that was nothing like the new self that the old self
had met. The same goes for the future. Got it? No, well neither did I for that matter, but never
mind, time travel is possible. Okay see ya! Got to go to the future to see how the past
develops."

Ten seconds later Prof Neverontime runs into the government building and finds a thing called
a bureaucrat. The following is the conversation between them:

Prof: Oh My God ! Listen ! I have important news for you.

Buro: Oh ! Has the P.M’s new coffee blender arrived? Good ! Good ! He’s been pestering me
about it for the past one week.

Prof: No ! No ! Its a major disaster !
Buro: No ! Please ! Please don’t tell me you broke it.
Prof: [Intense Frustration] will you listen to me ! The days of Time are numbered.

Buro: [Indignation] I am listening to you. Anyway I already know that.




Prof: [Confused] How ? I patented my Time Machine™ before leaving. How do you know ?

Buro: Hey man ! Are you loco or what ? Everybody who’s anybody knows that the days of
time are numbered. Look at the calendar, today is 28.1.96.

Prof: AAuugh! I didn’t mean they were numbered, I mean that we can count our days left on
the earth.

Buro: You need some serious help ! Of course we can count our days. They are numbered with
the help of calendars.

Prof: [breaking down, almost crying] Please ! Please ! Try to understand my problem ...

Buro: What can I do if you have an illogical hatred of dates and calendars ? What did you say
your name was again?.

Prof: Professor Neverontime.

Buro: Well that explains it. Look, If you want I know a very good shrink whose fee are quite
low.

Prof: [Crying] I’'m not Crazy! I, I just wanted to warn you that the the da, da, days of time
are numbered.

Buro: 1 know that Hey ! Hey ! Where are you running off like a mad man?

Epilogue

The Professor was sent to the mental asylum after he was seen attacking and destroying a
curious thing that looked like a beetle which had been run over by an 18 wheel truck.

- P. Dharhas
(Narmada)




SPARK - WEDNESDAY
(Sorry, Mr.Eliot)

Because I do hope to turn again

Because I do hope

Because I do hope to turn

Desiring the mind’s gift aqd spirit’s scope

I shall again strive to strive towards such things
(Why should the young lark droop its wings early?)
Why should I adopt

The barren calm of usual life?

Because I do hope to know again

The suffused glow of the positive hour

Because I do think

Because I know I shall know again

The transitory but lifting power

Because I can again drink

There, where trees flower, and springs flow, for there is
Something always.

Because I know that time is always time
And place is always place

And what is actual is actual for one time
And only for one place

I rejoice the goals and

I rejoice the blessed face

And rejoice the voice

Because I do hope to turn again

Consequently I rejoice, having to construct something
Upon which to rejoice

And pray to God to have mercy upon us

And I pray that I may continue

These matters that with myself I too much discuss

8







THE CONCEPT OF RG

RG-ing is not a modern concept. It has been in existence ever since Man made his presence on
earth or should I go further to say-ever since life originated. For, life is synonymous with
survival and of course, in the words of the great natural philosopher, only the fittest can survive.
In other words you’ll have to RG all forms of life if you want to survive. The mightier life-
forms made sure they would survive (and pass on whatever they had acquired that would aid
survival in hostile environments to future generations) by RG-ing the weaker forms. It really is
a moot point whether some life-forms were able to RG because of their strength or whether they
were strong because of their ability to RG ... akin to the familiar egg-hen (or is it hen-egg?

story).

When man passed into the phase of urban existence, RG-ing not only catered to the survival
instincts but also to his emotional security and satisfaction. He could gloat to himself that he had
put one over the KIA (Know-It-All) next door or his condescending boss at the office. An
example that rushes to the mind is the Keep-up-with-the-Jones attitude. For those of you not
familiar with the fore-mentioned attitude, it just means trying to do what the neighbour does so
that you don’t feel left-out. How many times have you done it? Again, stratification of the
society so that some take the plum jobs and others the not-really-great kind is an example of RG-
ing. The way men treated (note the past tense) women as long as they were single is a classic
case of RG-ing, needless to say that this across-genders RG-ing was reversed once men got
married to, what seemed to them, nice, young, loving women only to get hen pecked and the
like.

Hence, by giving a name ‘RG’ to this phenomenon of outdping others, all that we are doing is
placing it in the context of our lives in IIT. I was told by my seniors (whom I believed to be
truthful) that the name originated from the Relative Grading system out here. RG-ing actually
meant Relatively out Grading the other junta. I suppose you must’ve had enough of this lecture
on the origin of RG, its more visible manifestations in society etc. so, how about a test of your
RGQ (RG Quotient) ...

All you have to do is mark off what seems to you the right answer ... There is negative
marking, so watch out! I would advise you to compare scores with the rating scale to see where
exactly you stand and of course, compare your score with that of your class-mates/wing-

mates/hostel-mates ...

Here goes.....
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RGQ

Situation 1

You are the only one watching your favourite program on TV in the CR. Then you see
another guy coming along who hates your favourite program and wants to watch the program
you hate the most ! What will you do ?

Response

@ Allow him to watch his favourite program.
(b)  Fight with him (verbally / physically) with the result that both of you to do not watch

either program.
(¢)  Immediately switch off all lights, fans and the TV to fake a power cut; force him to

deesh; act like you are deeshing and then come back within 30 seconds to resume

watching your favourite program. .
(d)  Same as (c) except that you come back and start watching the other guy’s favourite

program.

Situation 2

You’ve brought a whole for of goodies from home and there are innumerable junta

waiting to lay their hands on it. You...

Response

(a) Whole heartedly allow them to partake of the goodies, keeping some for yourself.
) You allow them to finish off everything and then go back home and get some more.

©) Prevaricate that you didn’t bring any goodies and the stuff you brought is actually a life-
size imitation that will evoke memories of home and ... (complete it yourself).

() Bribe the security with 60% of the goodies so that he can store the whole lot in his secret
vault (next to the pump) and allow you to pick it up later. (The other junta wouldn’t be
getting the 5% of the goodies they would have pleaded for).
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Situation 3

There is only 1 copy of the most-needed book in POE or some equivalently shady course
that requires major fundaes. You accidentally come across in a stack where somebody else has
obviously hidden it. Tomorrow’s quiz will probably contain all the questions lifted from it you...

(a) Make a conscientious effort to locate the person who hid it and tell him that he’d done
the wrong thing. You give the book to him forewarning him from repeating the
misdemeanor.

(b)  Hide it in another place so that he will waste time searching for the book. You take a
Xerox copy of the book.

©) You take the book for yourself and after locating the person who hid the book, go
complain to the librarian that this fellow bearing such and such roll number in involved

in unethical practices.

KEY
Question No. Response Points
1. (a) -5
() +10
© +20
(d) +50
2. (a) -5
(b) -20
© +10
(@ +15
3. (a) -20
(b) . +50
© +30
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SCORE RANGE

<0

75 - 115

> 115

RGQ

Pathetic at RG-ing. Better enlist
for a course on RG-ing.

You’ve good fundaes but you are not
applying them properly to real-life
situations. With a little more effort

your fundaes will fetch you many more marks

Excellent application of fundaes!
Better start writing a thesis on RG-ing,
if you've not already done so.

Stupendous! Give 15 more marks to
yourself for inventing your own points
scale. It should have been you who should
have written this article.

B.Jayanth
#103, Saras,

A TRAIN JOURNEY

The iron horse gallops on rusty loops,

Shrieks whistles, shifts sparrows off rugged roofs.
Flurried stiliness breeds beyond the window,
Inside, amidst voices, roosts solitude.

The iron horse pauses at the station; offers
Visions: Multitudinous sea, walking past.
You sit and stare, grasp just uniforms

The eyes expectant are hurt into a daze.

The iron horse jerks forward; mechanically.
The introspective moment, past brightness
Splutters, falls, heralds a new cycle.

Life a train journey, soul a journey car.
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POEM

Lewis Caroll says ‘Rhyme or reason’
I say ‘neither Rhyme nor reason’
My friend from ear to ear grins

And says ‘I will tell

the golden rules

of writing

poetry.’

He sayeth ‘Rearrange words in a line
so that they make sense not

pay no attention to rhyme.

get a computer to adjust

the meter for you.

Assume not, that your poem is read.
Search for inner meaning so generations
to come can scratch their heads wondering
why you wrote what you wrote .

You must write about cabbages and kings
Of Saarang and the environment,

And of everything Indian.

Confuse the reader with words as
Supercalifragulisticexpralidocious.

Last, remember,

Poetry is punctuated prose.
This is my poem, I say

I am like this only.

Every streetlamp I pass

Beats like a fatalistic drum

And through the spaces of the dark
Midnight shakes the memory

As a madman shakes a dead geranium.

G. Sriram

- T.S.Eliot (Rhapsody on a Windy Night)
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OH! HE DIED ACCIDENTALLY ON PURPOSE

I am not English Medium.

I beg your Pard on me. I am fool of Mala properisms and Miss spellings. Everyone
making fun of me. But I am writing even if you are making fun-fun joke on me. Only half the
time 1 work, I relax in that time and I am writing this.

Today I’'m writing because I am feeling my friend Ajay who died. I am feeling like him.
First time he met Kajol with an accident. He wanted to take dinner with her. That was the

accident. That was the purpose.

Ajay is my very best friend. He is good. He is got CAD/CAM book for me by Groover
author. Some people also wanting something, I am too shy to say ... I am not reading such
books. But Ajay is getting them too.

Ajay will be going on motorcycle. Motorcycle are good. I had herohonda a very very
long time ago. I emptied it, opened it and remembering that I forgot it. That is why I am not
Hero Honda at Madras. -

Back to Ajay on the motorcycle. He is not on the motorcycle with Kajol in the back. He
in police station. Kajol make no mistake but is in Police station also. Actually Bullock make the

mistake it did not know not to hit motorcycle.

Bullock driver crying. "Poor man saar if Bullock dies where I go for milk ?" Actually
bullock is buffalo.

Ajay told lies that he has 50 rupees and pay it to the driver. He is actually having 750
rupees. Ajay is smart. Kajol is not I am also having girl friend. Very beautiful girl. Smiles like
Mona-Lisa. I am going to beach with her near her home.

Ajay-Kajol have dinner at Mathura and then going to "Oh Darling! Yeh hai India". Night
show. It is not nice. So they are still there in the theatre. They are not licking the philim.
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Motorbike is not good after rain. It has started stopping. More rain is coming now. Ajay
telling Kajol he needs to adjust tension. Kajol more tension. They open up and adjust the screw.
Motorbike now starting after chock but is very fast.

Ajay coming back full speed to hostel with books. Then dear came in the middle. Ajay
hit horn. Dear hit him with horn. Both confused. We got phone and ran to hospital. Nurse says
Ajay is okay dear isn’t. Kajol is looking afraid but okay. It is veterinary hospital. The dear

departed.

Ajay now at men’s hospital. Not much difference. Same smell. Same long corridor.

Ajay admitted. He is injured. Kajol crying now. I am saying "Don’t cry Kajol, Tanuja
and Tada will be here soon. All will be all right". Kajol Okay now.

Ajay not speaking anymore. Doctor saying he is dumb and may be for rest of his life.

Poor Ajay! Dying to speak.

Ajay speaking now after few daze. After his death he wants to many Kajol. Marriages

are made in heaven he said.
If he dead, he dead for a Nobel cause.
PS: Latest news Ajay getting married to Kajol.

Kajol is dead aa ?

K.L.V.N.T. Rama Rao

You have tasted two whole worms; You have hissed
all my mystery lectures and have been caught
fighting a lion in the quad; you will leave by

the next town drain.
William Archibald Spooner
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A BIRTHDAY POEM

Flare charming beast
On your 25 year.

Flare whom I yearn
In blinded love to touch

Stamp my closed eyes

Let adhere

Sweat of an upper lip

Into the crook of your neck
Fat, Pliant, resilient

And breath in the fumes of love.

Flare t1ill hair fluffy yours
Crackles, bristles, sparkles
Shears across dry air

And eyes yours smoulder
Mock in derisive stare

Men dipped and world low.

Flare lion heart

Whose strength I quote
In constant thought
Whose apparition with

A singing heart

Daily in my mind I crush.

Flare in burnished glow
For my love and my faith.
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MARRIAGE

The purohit’s vedic incantations
Reverberate like the chimes of a big brass bell
In an empty hall.

The tongues of the sacrificial fire
Fed by the ghee of faithless rituals
Lick up the sanctity of matrimony.

She holds the stranger’s hand and comes round
The sacrificial fire leaping up
Like a question mark at the portals of future.

He feels the familiar stirring
The touch of female flesh

The circle is complete.
Below lie scattered

The ashes of a sacrament

Distorted and destroyed.

Dr. S. Mohan,

Department of Humanities.
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THE MEANING OF COURAGE

April 5, 1972. This was the day that changed the course of Ramanna’s life. Sheela, his wife,
woke him up earlier than usual and said: “This is going to be the day we have been waiting

for!”

Ramanna and Sheela were both clerks in Sharada Vidyalaya, the Panchayat school in the little
village of Naglurbakkam, about 40 miles South-West of Madras. The school principal,
Janakiraman, better known as HS (for ‘Head Sir’), had marched about 30 miles to the shores
of the Bay of Bengal with 25 other villagers when he was only 11 years old on the same day that
Bapujee had reached Dandi, thousands of miles away at the Shores of Gujarat, clad in a Dhotee,
his wooden stave in hand. The entire nation was awakened by Bapujee’s call for the SALT
SATHYAGRAHA. People understood the simplicity with which Bapujee insisted that it was
immoral for the British to rule India. Janakiraman had since then employed Bapujee’s ideals in
his life and hoped that each child in his school would be committed to SWADESHI goods, and
acquire nation building skills in his school. Ramanna and Sheela worked hard for their school,

inspired by thier ‘HS’.

Ramanna’s day would begin about an hour before the school bell rang, which also he did as part
of his job, by personally checking in each of the ten class-rooms that chalk and duster were in
place. Though not a graduate, Ramanna was well read in History and Religion, and *‘HS’ had
assigned him the duty of writing an appropriate saying on the portable black-board that would
be taken to the school play ground where they assembled for the morning prayer. Just the
previous day Ramanna had written: ‘An eye for an eye would make the whole world blind’ and
had explained to the school assembly in his lucid Tamil how revenge was self-defeating.
Ramanna was pleased with his own narration and wished Sheela had heard him that day. She
had been on leave for about a month on the advice of their neighbor Chandramma, an elderly
widow who lived along with her grand-son Kutti. Chandramma had told her very categorically:
“You don’t understand these things. You must not go to work in this state. You must be

careful, What is inside you is God’s blessing, and you must take best care of it”.
3 dkok ok k
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“How do you know it will be today? You had suspected this twice in the past ten days, and
nothing happened”, Ramanna retorted. He ignored her anticipation and went off to work.
Ramanna had just finished tabulating that day’s attendance for all the classes when Kutti came
running to inform that Sheela had to be rushed to the village dispensary and that Mohan had
brought his bullock-cart for that purpose. ‘HS’ gave his permission instantly, and by the time
Ramanna reached home, Sheela was already on her way. Chandramma was allowed inside the
room and along with the staff nurses helped Sheela deliver her first baby, a girl. Ramanna and
others waited anxiously outside and just as they heard the baby’s cry, there was beaming joy
on Ramanna’a face. He felt ecstatic, almost electrified. When Chandramma emerged from the
room another ten minutes later, he could not understand her taut expression. She held
Ramanna’a hands and informed matter-of-factly: “God has given us a baby Sheela
............ but,........but, he could not do without her, and has taken away the older one from
us!” A gloom descended on them all. ‘HS’ personally supervised the last rites.

sl ek ok

It was about three months already, and Chandramma got a cup of hot coffee for Ramanna. He
hardly ever even as much as touched the baby girl, raised by this neighbor of his who was to
him like his own mother. “You must give her a name now, it is too late already. If you don’t,
I shall now call her Seetha”. Ramanna said: “Seetha is of course a very nice name, but the baby
was born the same day Bapujee performed the SALT SATHYAGRAHA, so I will like to call her
SATHYA.” He had tears in his eyes as he recalled that after Sheela had expressed the anticipation
that the day they were waiting for had dawned it turned out to be her last one.

ke sfeok ke

Sathya was now three years old. Her vocabulary was growing day by day, and included several
English words. She had also started counting numbers. Ramanna wanted to make her a Teacher
in the school he worked, and hoped that she would some day become the school’s principal.
Janakiraman had left Naglurbakkam to take charge of a big school in Trichy and the new
principal Govindachari was more interested in playing cards in the evening than teaching
children during the day.
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Ramanna was thinking of the days under Janakiraman, which he and Sheela rejoiced so much.
It was on one of those days that the High-School mathematics teacher had to be hospitalized for
several weeks. Classes were suffering and Janakiraman felt helpless. “Sir, if you will please
forgive me for what might appear as my brashness, may I take the mathematics classes ? I have
studied upto B.Sc., but could not complete the examination”, said Sheela. Janakiraman sent her
to the black-board and asked her to prove the Pythogorous theorem. Sheela came up with not
just one, but four alternate ways of proving it. She had learnt this from a book on Vedic
mathematics Ramanna had borrowed for her from the school library. For the Next several weeks
Sheela was teaching while Ramanna continued with his clerical work. This did not create any
difficulty between Ramanna and Sheela, who doted on each other, and wished every couple was

as happy as them.
e sk e ok ok

~

Sathya was now four years old and seemed to have inherited her moitwr’'s aptirul. f.:
mathematics. She already knew the multiplication tables and could keep track of the vegetable
expenses. Times had however become harder for Ramanna. Under the new principal, the
practice of writing ‘Thought for the day’ introduced by Janakiraman was abandoned and the
school assembly had become a mere ritual. Chandramma had moved with Kutti to another town
to stay with her son. The new neighbor had very little to do with Ramanna who had found it
very difficult to cope with the annual increase in the rent he had to pay for his tiny shelter. For
the last two months he had not paid the rent, having sent all he could save for his sister’s
wedding, and he now faced the threat from his landlord that he would have to vacate the house

if he didn’t pay the rent within five days.

It was on the third day that Ramanna gathered the courage to request Govindachari, the
principal, if he could get any loan. “Don’t ever come to me with such a request. Get out!”, said
Govindachari. Ramanna could only curse himself for having failed to anticipate this predictable
outcome. By the time he returned home, he was running high fever. He had neglected himself
badly and his health had degenerated. Next day, without even pleading for an extension from
his landlord to pay the rent, he took temporary shelter in Mohan’s house. Mohan took care of
him and Sathya for the next two months during which Ramanna recovered from tuberculosis.
He had lost his job by then. Govindachari told him very simply that there was no provision for

a long medical leave in his position,
9k sje Sk sk ok
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Ramanna had no means to express his gratitude to Mohan. One day when nobody else was
home, Ramanna left some flowers at the feet of the idol of Shri Venkatesh Mohan would
worship everyday and he left Mohan’s home along with little Sathya. “Where are we going,
Appa?” asked Sathya. Ramanna remained silent. He didn’t know, but his dream that he would
someday make Sathya the principal of the school he had worked for had not receded. He
remembered Sheela and her thought gave him courage and hope. He felt sure that he will find
a break. He understood his odds and wondered if Bapujee would have ever anticipated such
situations. Along with Sathya and some valises he was carrying, he got a ride in a truck that
was headed toward Madras. He hoped that there was some truth in what his beloved ‘HS’
Janakiraman had said long back that in big cities one can always find some good jobs and ¢arn
a comfortable living. Where there is a will, there is a way, so he thought, and reflected on

another ‘Thought for the Day’ he had once written.
e ke 3 e dfe

The only job Ramanna could find was to carry some luggage of passengers at the Thiruvallavoor
bus-stand and earn a few rupees against which he barely managed to buy some minimal food for
himself and Sathya. They slept at the bus-stand, but on the third day police asked him to vacate
that place. It was past 10 PM and Sathya was asleep. Ramanna carried her in one arm and his
baggage in the other. He had no idea what he would do now. He walked barely half a mile, and
tired, put Sathya on the footpath and sat by her side. He did not realize when he himself fell
asleep. Buses and Trucks were still speeding across at that late hour, mostly driven by drunk
drivers. A truck backed up right onto the footpath. Ramanna woke up by the shouts and screams
of people only to learn that Sathya was crushed under the truck. He did not remain conscious

to know what happened later.
ek ek sk

‘A girl about five years old sleeping on the foot-path was run over by a truck’ is what
Janakiraman remembered to have read in the news-paper. Two months later, he learnt that the
girl was Ramanna’s daughter who Ramanna had dreamt would some day become a school
principal. Even as Janakiraman wondered if Ramanna would keep his courage alive as Bapujee
would have wanted, Ramanna had, by then, adopted an orphan girl who he planned to raise for

the service of man.
Dr.P.C.Deshmukh,

Department of Physics
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10.

THE CAMPASTIMES LITERARY QUIZ

He called them “ buttered and shaggy”, commenting on the different noises they make.
What was the Italian poet Dante referring to ?

Salman Rushdie directly quotes two novelists in his novel “ Shame”. One is his
contemporary living at Paris, while the other is one of the most enigmatic writer of
Modern times. Name them both.

Trenchant wit though bent with age

Poet, Philosopher, seer

Can’t withstand the canine bark

Nor brew his poetic potions

‘Less an apple rots in the desk.

To whom are the above idiosyncrasies ascribed?

Who is novelist Barbara Cartland’s most famous grand daughter?

“When you came you were like white wine and honey
And the taste of you burned my mouth with its sweetness
Now you are like morning bread

Smooth and pleasant ........... 7

From what literary movement did the above verse emerge?

A former school teacher and Nobel prize winner in literature, each of his novels was
refreshingly originat in terms of style, structure and theme. Though once vastly
acclaimed, his books are now dismissed by critics on account of not dealing with topics
that fall under the purview of puritanical literature. Whom are we referring to?

This rock group emblemized by their wild and strident guitaring adapted from the gipsy
music tradition answers to the appellation of a prominent Dickensian character. Name
the group and the novel.

Grudgingly heralded by Elizabeth Sydwell as the greatest poet of his generation, this
American created what is known as the “ arch poetic style to inebriation”. He inspired
one of the icons of country music into a name-change. Who was he?

After receiving the Nobel prize, Earnst Hemingway when enquired as to the essential
qualities of a “ ” answered in characteristic bluntness “ a shock proof shit

detector”. Complete the sentence.
Much envied as one of the most successful popular writers , including screen plays, he

has this peculiar habit of eating the same type of food so long as he works on a book and
shifting to another type on commencing a different novel. Name the gastronomic freak.
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10.

ANSWERS

WORDS.

MILAN KUNDERA AND FRANZ KAFKA.
GOETHE.

PRINCESS DIANA.

THE IMAGIST MOVEMENT.

WILLIAM GOLDING.

URIAH HEEP AND DAVID COPPERFIELD.
DYLAN THOMAS. BOB DYLAN WAS THE COUNTRY
SINGER.

WRITER.

MICHAEL CRICHTON.

DOUGH STORY

The old man bakes bread
With smile, clear shining eyes,
Weaving the dough, mixing
Yeast and brilliant philosophy.

“What’s your secret” I ask
“Of love and labour” he sighs
“Putting one’s heart and soul,
in their silent occupation”

Many wise words were said by him,
Which I needn’t repeat,

Excepting

“There are already enough books”
After I mentioned he should write one.
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CHILDHOOD

Two thousand kicks.

Peppery licks
At the scales
Of a hundred smooth wounds.

Worms teasing out
Of cracks in an
Ancient

Wall.

Poignancy rumbling
Like shadows of an uncertain
Monument of steel.

Many long innings
We never played

Sparrows.
Hushed voices.

Bright
As the vision of a shared dream.

Those
Were the days.

To lose one parent, Mr. Worthing, may be regarded
as misfortune; to lose both looks like carelessness.

- Oscar Wilde (The importance of being earnest)
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THE DAYS OF TIME ARE NUMBERED

"I don’t care what they say, the life of an angel isn’t what it’s made out to be" the
whining, slightly nasal voice belonged to Importunus, a minor, no, a very minor seraph working
in the records and registry department of Archangel Michael’s information bureau, Section Five

(MI5 for short).

"I don’t know what you’ve got to complain about”, replied his companion Chrysophase.
The work is slight, the view is good, job security’s guaranteed, and you’ve got everything you

could wish for. What more do you want?’

"It just that I'm deadly bored of this rut. I thought my work would be interesting,
challenging. I thought it would make a difference. Celestial chronodynamics. Sounds impressive,

doesn’t it? Hah! impressive, my wing!"

If he had been human, he would have kicked his chair; since he was an angel, he
contented himself with fluttering up and down a bit. At that moment, his eye glanced upon a

wall clock about to strike 12 midnight.

"Time to do my duty", he said, squeezing every last ounce of frustration and contempt
into the word "duty". He walked over to a large stack of papers on his desk, took the top one,
tore it up and dropped it into the dust bin. Next, he took out a clean sheet and placed it on top;

carefully, he wrote out-

Day, 5,504,923,447,691.

Thomas

T B
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EXILE

"Will the prisoner please rise!". The bailiff’s voice resonated across the packed
courtroom as all eyes turned, first to the prisoner, standing still defiant and unrepentant and then
to the judge; who was to pronounce his fate.

It was happening! The climax of the most spectacular trial of the millenium, the situation
of the most hotly debated arguments in living memory; This was the final moment of truth, the
hour of judgement. Shall we reckon?

The judge paused, waited for the hubub to die down, summed up the moment and
commenced on his pronouncement:

"The prisoner, Gesswiss the son of Ghoth, has been acused of wilfully fomenting unrest
and disturbance wherever he goes. He has publicly renounced the code of our Galactic
Federation; he has called for the formation of a new order adopting his own ethics and ideals;
he has resisted and often contravened the regulations which make our society stable. In short,
he is a reactionary of the most sinister kind.

On all these accounts, we find him guilty as charged, and deserving of our utmost
contempt and opprobium. The penalty for these crimes is death."

"And yet-".

"And yet?" Had the judge decided to be merciful? Will he be offering a second chance?
A maelstorm of conflicting thoughts deluged the minds of the audience.

"And yet, we must also remember that the prisoner’s actions were derived from purely
altruistic motives; that he sincerely believed in the substance of his preachings; that in all his
deeds he never once counselled violence or hatred. He was misguided, but he meant well, and
that counts to his favour”

"Hence I'm commuting the death sentence to one of permanent exile. Gesswiss, son of
Ghoth, shall be left stranded with no accoutrement, on the outskirts of the galaxy. He shall be
surrounded in that world by a group of technologically primitive savages. But he shall live".
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Pandemonium broke loose on the courtroom as armed guards whisked the prisoner away
to the detention center. The news spread rapidly -"Geswiss is guilty, but he’s going scot free".
Riot police formed blockades as security around his person was stepped up.

Amidst all this chaos, Gesswiss himself remained strangely calm. He proferred no
conversation with the Enforcement officer while the latter prattled on aout his forthcoming
punishment.

"We’ll ship you out on an autocruiser and then blow her up in orbit. Mighty, pretty sight
it’ll make; like a new star in the heavens. We’ll hypnoteach you all the relevant background;
history, geography and so on. We’ll even give you a profession, make you a woodworker’s son,
I think. Should be an experience; What do you think?".

"I think . . .” (His reply, as usual, was slow and considered)’ . . . that these people will
have all the more need for my teachings."

The E.O. laughed, then caught himself and shrugged his shoulders. All the best then.
You’ll need all the luck you can get with the Jews".

Thomas

5o much depends
upon

a red wheel
barrow

glazed with rain
water

beside the white
chickens.

William Carlos Williams
(The Red Wheelbarrow)
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MAY I HELP YOU?

I was standing on the porch looking at the Summers’ cottage. It has been lying vacant for many
years now. But now some family will be moving in this evening. Atleast that’s what I heard. It should
be a pleasant change for me. Joe in the office all day long and I all alone, in the house, throughout the
afternoons. Life does tend to get a bit dull. Now I might get some company. There are only two houses

in this entire stretch of 300 yards.

The family had arrived some time back to inspect the cottage. I could manage just a glimpse then-
two children they had. Seemed a pretty decent family. May be, I shall call them to lun. . .

My train of thoughts were broken by the sudden ringing of the phone.

"Hello", I said.

"Hi sweetie", said a voice, deep and long drawn. It wasn’t Joe. He never is so frightening. I
slammed the phone down.

Again it rang. A full five minutes passed before I picked the receiver.

"I am going to kill you today baby", said the same voice and the phone went dead. The line was
deliberately cut. I froze. I couldn’t tell Joe. No one was around and I had to go and pick up Patrick from

his school.

Somehow I managed to get the car out of the garage. My hards were trembling, my eyes darting
here and there trying to locate the mysterious caller. No one was around, not a sound. I sped to the
school. Patrick was in tears waiting for me. Poor child he was hungry. We rushed back.

As I neared Hudson Avenue, I saw a blue sedan following us. I increased pressure on the
accelerometer. But the sedan seemed to close in on us. And just a few yards into Hudson avenue, my car
stopped. The sedan had reached the entrance. It stopped too. The man took out a cigarette and lit it. He
looked at me and gave us a thin smile - looked very dangerous. He got out slowly and acted as if
something was wrong with the car. He took out a long spanner. My heart skipped a beat. The man was
powerfully built, possessed a powerful weapon in his hand and was just a few feet away. His eyes were
glued to us and they were stone hard. I tried starting the car but it didn’t. I decided to walk the 300
yards. I must have gone twenty yards or so. I looked back to find the man starting his car. I quickened
my pace and nearly began running. He caught up with us. The sedan stopped in front of us and the man
got out. His hands were in his pocket. There was something in there. I was panting. Patrick couldn’t run
anymore. I closed my eyes and breathed a silent prayer.

"May I help you’, said the man. "You must be Mrs. Joe. I am Smith, your new neighbour", said
he much to my relief. "Want a lift?" He asked.

Manish Jain
(Class of 1996)
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WHEN IT WAS MG LAST

Your babe Jessia on the ramp
Her face scarred in silver bands
Tore across the white fumes;

In her stride, shook death.

Death fell on the crowd in the well -
Faces stoned to flashing lights
Bouncing off her somatic shapes
Were caught with eyes glazed.

The show ends, she sips cognac on rocks,
Death stalks me, who rides the bike-
Serpants arrest waist; wind buffets face
Back safe by twelve to the campfire.

The fire crackles, the maidens cackle.
Jessia joins the geeze, gyrates round.
My fractured leg shrieks, I retire...
After IIT, it’ll be the monastery.

TO FLY

To rise gently into freedom
Cool air fanning my wing

To glide in the ethereal night,
Survey all , Find myself king.

To dive, to swoop, to plummet, to plunge
To soar through darkness and light

To fly against the great firmanent

And shatter it with mymight!

One second or eternity,

An inch or the endless sea

In the boundless joy of speed and flight
Time and space are nothing to me.

To pierce through the thickest mist
With a single slash of a white wing
Unfettered, free, joyous

To spin, to twirl, to sing!

Oh, to fly....
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A HOLIDAY IN FRANCE AND ASSORTED DANGERS

Before anything else, I would like to destroy the absurd stereotype of the French being rude.
They are not rude, they just happen to hate you. Surely, that’s no reason to avoid such a
beautiful country, though the French also tend to shortchange you. I just thought that I would
mention this shortchanging - I shan’t dwell on it any longer.

What’s striking about the French apart from their inclination to shortchange is their esoteric
culinary skill; if not in what they cook, atleast in their nomenclature; which is probably why one
should go to their restaurants - I don’t mean go inside them but just stand outside and gaze

stupidly at :
CARTE DE MENU

Les petites eyeballes de mackerelle en thick de voiture
Les escargots avec les dinosaures dans le soupe
Le poisson de votre frére Raoul.

VOUS TRIED THE REST, NOW TRY LE BEST !

Apart from this and the inevitable shortchanging, France is actually an interesting place.
Le Louvre is a place you simply mustn’t miss. Ofcourse, it is a different matter that when you
want to see a painting you actually see the backs of other tourists. Try standing on your toes
and you will see a larger congregation in front. Stand on someone’s shoulders and you might
just catch a glimpse of a Neanderthal man at the head of the queue.

Other than the shortchanging epidemic, one must keep in mind that the best place to stay
is at one of those quaint cottages run by an old couple called Rene and Renee. " "Don’t mind
me," Renee will say eight times during breakfast: "I know you are here for a quiet time and
I don’t even want you to notice me, although Rene did want me to ask you not to throw your
escargots out of the window. They spoil the garden. A couple did that once and Rene took out
his machete - Doesn’t Rene love his garden! I had to give him one of those shots to calm him
down. He still carries that couple’s address in his wallet. But look at me you are obviously
here for tranquility. I just keep rattling on and Rene - I'm sure he’s just kidding threatens to
lock me up with his scorpions if I don’t shut up. And dont forget, those light fixtures in your
room are not miniature video cameras. Hey ! what happened? where are you running off to?".

Aha ! Just kidding. And if you still are in France, don’t miss the Eiffel tower not because
it is so great to look at, but because it is the only piece from history you can see in France, even
with the Neaderthals, the Huns and the Japanese tourists in front of you. And finally as for that
shortchanging, one must take it in one’s stride - cest la vie , you know. Apres le tous, que sera
sera.

Hey! where’s my bloody wallet ? ? ?
y y
Vivek Krishnan
247, Ganga.
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THE ROGUES MARCH

I do not consider myself a conscientious person. Infact conscience in our profession is
a much hounded evil. My very good friend Charlie who was also my partner-in-crime was quite
a perfect thief except for this gadfly called conscience he could never shoo away. His conscience
gnawed at his sanity everytime he was involved in a misdemeanour , which was ofcourse all he
was ever involved in. So much so, one fine October afternoon, as the sun was beating down on
his balding top, he consumed himself-as he jumped from the white cliffs of Dover into the
ragged oblivion below. Funny how his top reflected the sunlight in crazy patterns on the way
down. So you see, the gates at our place are forever padlocked ( and sensibly too), against
conscience.

And yet, uncanny though it may appear, I too was once subject to the throes that only
conscience can deliver. I refer to an incident that shall remain indelible on the pages of my
torrid memory, so long as the breath in the body continues to come out warm.

We go back many years. Seven to be precise. It isn’t a well dispersed fact (and that, hush
reader ! is an understatement) that every year in the month of March all subjects of the vast
criminal empire of England, whether it be petty thief or dishonest politician, take part in a kind
of festival. It is not ofcourse the usual festival full of hooplas, hurrahs, viands, music, dance and
other elements that make up banal fanfare. It is in tune with the nature of the underworld, a dark
and sinister ritual - an event so silent and scary it chills to the  spine, the most valiant among
men, women and believe me children. Can you visualise more than 20,000 of the most dedicated
purveyors of crime and corruption assembling on the infamous backstreets of Soho to pay
respects to Pluto - The God, Lord and Emperor of the underworld ? Each of the persons
engaged in the silent procession will be carrying a black valise which contains a definite portion
of the wealth he (or she) had amassed through criminal means during the past financial year.
These riches will then be incinerated at the altar of Pluto. It is believed that this act will
propitiate Pluto, who will then bestow upon the criminal fraternity renewed power and
opportunity, to plunder more, more and more. More so that the flames resulting from the
burning wealth will render Pluto more resplendant at the coming annual event.

I’ve been a party to this ritual eversince I was formally accepted into the criminal fold
and have been observing the same with utmost sincerity, faith and respect. The event acquired
a deep rooted sacred tinge in the hearts of all members of the fraternity - all excepting Long
John. The referred dude derives his apellation from his towering frame. Long John wasn’t just
tall. He was the most capable and ruthless individual among those who’ve ever welded their
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lives to this nefarious vocation. Among the criminal community he had acquired the status of
an unsurpassable legend - so much so, his toothy smiling face was a permanent fixture on the
bulletin boards at all police stations. His activities were transnational and diversified . He was
wanted by half a dozen governments across the globe for a medley of crimes. They were lucky
they never caught him, for after coughing up the prize money they put on his head, their budgets
would’ve had to run deficits. So much charisma surrounded his name and person, aspiring
criminals carried his mug shot in their backpockets and tried to emulate his deeds, only to land
up in jail. Such was Long John, and he was my brother.

"Hide of God!" he once announced "You noodles with punctured sanities actually expect
me to pulverise my hard earned wealth at the altar of a ridiculously fanciful myth, wrought by
queasy minds ? By my blistering backside, the only object I consider worth worshipping would
be my shadow and ... " (The rest had to be censored for being too charmingly colloquial). The
others used to get transmogrified at the blasphemy and worry about the repercussions of Pluto’s
wrath, but he couldn’t have cared less. It was OK by me for I believed a man’s got a right to
choose his own path; besides, I respected him, not to mention that I was petrified of his temper.
But, seven years ago, Long John crossed all limits. A month prior to the Rogues March. he
accosted me while I was about my nocturnal duties and proposed business.

"Junior, I’ve got an idea, which if it turns fruity will make us so rich we can take over
Rolls Royce".

Gladdened by his approach and much in awe of his well discussed ingenuity, I perked
up the auditory and asked him to shoot.

"Let’s rob the Rogue’s pit". He said.

It took me a full minute to recover my speech and all the while, his eyes leered gredily
into mine out of his greasy face, the tip of his brown tongue curled round a protruding stained
tooth. "Rob the Rogue’s pit ?" I shouted back in an intense hoarse whispher. "Have you lost
your senses ? Do you realise now much the ritual means to us thieves ? I‘or long you 've
ignored a power higher than yourself, but don’t force Pluto into displaying his wrath now"

Long John wasn’t obviously tuned to such speeches. He could barely suppress his
exploding wrath as he gripped my neck, and scraped me up along the wall in level with his eyes.
" Listen sis", he said " I don’t tag you late in the night to sit and allow myself to be reformed
by your snot-nosed philosophy. It’s time you shake yourself of a medieval fancy and teach
your noodle to do a bit of independent thinking. The only Pluto exists in your ossified head.
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Here I am the finest criminal that ever cavorted in nature’s bosom and I got to where I am
without paying obeisance to no Pluto. Lissin sis! Lissin! The governments are closing in their
dragnets and I'm in bad need of dough. This is our last chance.I’ve sewed up the plan like the
lining on the inside of my stomach. There’s a tunnel I’ve got dug beneath the pit a long time
ago. I shall stay in there and sack up all the monies as they drop in. When the time comes for
torching the pit, you hold the torch in your hand and "Hail Pluto" thrice. By the second hail,
I would have slammed the trap door and scampered out into the open. Life for me is quite tight
now sis. You comply and we’ll tan, surf and smoke Cubans for the rest of our lives. Say no and
you convalese at the Thames Hospital till your flame’s out”.

Saying thus he left me and my roused conscience to battle it out, in the night, with a
bruised neck thrown in as well. The tussle was long and overshot the night. Through the next
month my earnings dropped and vacillations were chiselling away at my sanity.

"Don’t do it. It’s a crime more heinous than the most gory murder" my conscience
shrieked. And yet still, there was a life the stuff of dreams waiting at the end of tunnel and a

dire threat besides.

"Do it ! Don’t do it ! Don’t contaminate your religion.
Don’t bring down the wrath of Pluto upon your fold".

The mind was a raging battlefield of contradictions as I held the flaming torch aloft in
my hand. The final call was pure and straight from the heart. I whispered three sweet Hail
Pluto’s all to myself, threw the torch into the pit and walked back to raucous cheers, just as
some screams from the pit were being muffled by the roaring fire. I never really knew when the
actual cremation began. I walked away before the screams died down.

People did miss Long John for a while, but no one was too sad about that. I'm now the
successor to Long John’s coveted reputation. Also, I don’t allow my conscience to bother me
anymore. You might think it was wrong of me to have committed fratricide. Well as I mentioned
earlier I entitle people a right to opinion. As for me, my face is famous even in Lhasa - so no

regrets.
By the way, Charlie didn’t jump off the cliff; I pushed him. Signora.

- Abishek
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