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Foreword

If delay needs to be redefined then the current TFE issue did it pretty well. Let us begin
with the customary excuses on why we are behind schedule by a humongous margin. Hmm...on
second thoughts, let us do away with the excuses and have a non-clichéd start to this foreword.

As the cover page suggests, the theme for the current issue is the highly popular comic
series ‘Asterix’. This is a part of our larger aim to make every issue of TFE a collector’s edition
of sorts intended to give the reader long hours of pleasure. If the reader concurs with us on that,
that will be the ultimate compliment to our efforts to bring out a quality issue. On a related note,
we did notice a certain hidden agenda against TFE as people simply refused to submit articles. It
was only after subtle threats and not so subtle emails that we managed to compile this issue.

Our aim was to cover a gamut of topics and ensure that we cater to different tastes. The
featured articles are not one but two in number. The first featured article is a soul-searching
exercise on whether we actually need a whole bunch of rules to dictate our daily lives. We
noticed the recent trend of students warming up to the idea of foreign student exchange
programmes. In the second featured article, an effort to detail experiences of both foreign
students who come to IITM and IITM students go abroad has been made and we hope we have
been successful. We have also had a book review after a long time and a helpful FAQ session
about one of the greatest ever sensations of the music industry. An interesting science fiction
piece is complemented by a history of nearly everything! We have also given space to personal
fears about the increasing presence of Google. A crossword has been included in this issue for
the cruciverbalists out there.

We have not deviated from our focus on the institute. The controversy regarding the entry
of DOW into the placement scene has been tackled. We also have a brilliant perspective on
disillusionment in the senior years along with an earnest request for betterment for the bus
services in the institute. Convocation jitters have been explained by a pass-out and the joys of
Inter-1IT championship victory last year been expressed.

TFE team this year has been severely plagued by personnel issues. Enlarging the
editorial team to a five-member force and increasing the number of people involved with the
magazine will be the most significant change for the coming year. However, we cannot
overemphasize the point that TFE is ultimately a very democratic publication which is fed by the
enthusiasm of the student body. It really does belong to everybody out there reading this issue
and we make a fervent request to every reader to take his involvement to the next level and
contribute to the legacy of TFE. All the same, we would take this chance to congratulate the
initiative we know as the Filter Copy. Thanks to a team of senior year students, the institute now
has a regularly circulated newspaper.
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The next issue of TFE will be brought out by a new team and we wish them the very best.
We would also like to mention that this issue would not have been possible without the
assistance of Frame, Malena, Gel. They have been extremely helpful with the editing and the
compilation. We also thank Anush for the cover design and Sriram for the nuggets on Shaastra
that you see scattered throughout the issue. It was nothing but an honor and a privilege for us
working for TFE. We would like to thank again all the people involved who made it possible for
us to bring out the two issues.

-The Rite Brothers*

Readtisissuefirst (aka Gajanana G Krishna)
Ritenarticle (aka Sayan Ganguly)

The ultimate rejection letter:

Dear Professor Getfix,

Thank you for your letter of March 16. After careful consideration, | regret to inform you that | am
unable to accept your refusal to offer me an assistant professor position in your department.

This year | have been particularly fortunate in receiving an unusually large number of rejection
letters. With such a varied and promising field of candidates, it is impossible for me to accept all
refusals.

Despite Whitson's outstanding qualifications and previous experience in rejecting applicants, | find
that your rejection does not meet my needs at this time. Therefore, | will assume the position of
assistant professor in your department this August. | look forward to seeing you then.

Best of luck in rejecting future applicants.
Sincerely,

Obelix

*Thus spake Asterix —Send bouquets and brickbats at the e-mail ids- gajananagk@gmail.com,
sayanganguly2000@gmail.com
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Atlas Has to Shrug

Asterix the Gaul is the central character and hero of our series. But as we all know, the cheerful people of
Gaul have mortal fear of the sky falling on them. And it looks like this is indeed happening. Caesar has
tried many a way to invade Gaul, but nevertheless, the fearless Gauls are undeterred. Looks like Caesar

is bringing the sky a little closer, and it’s threatening!

Gajanana G Krishna

I have always been proud to
associate myself with IITM. It is the place
that has given me everything I hoped for and
more. [ came here because it promised
opportunities to those who worked to
deserve them. Hence, it is with a tinge of
sadness that I pen this post.

The situation that IITM s
pigeonholing itself into reminds me of the
bleak scenario that Ayn Rand so luridly
paints in her magnum opus, ‘Atlas
Shrugged’. Every direction I look I see rules
fettering the activities of students and

faculty alike. I mention the faculty taking
note of how many of them noncommittally
they say their hands are tied on the issue of
student attendance. However, being a
student working his way through his seventh
semester in the institute, I confine my
attention to what the students see. The
reader will excuse the mood of the post.
Being subject to innumerable rules can feel
like being in a penitentiary and one never
feels blithe in such milieu.

Having taken up the issue of
attendance let me take it to a conclusion.
Sitting through a class where one does not
seem to gain any new ideas can be like
watching paint dry or worse. The casus belli
for the senate, which issues the fiats, seems
to be the matter of respecting the teacher. I
can assuredly tell them that if there is
involuntary attendance in the class, there is
also the simmering discontent that can by no
stretch be construed as respect unless you do
not look beyond the occupation of benches.
Let us assume the problem in question is
students not learning or dawdling their hours
away in their rooms. It is no secret as to how
much is absorbed by a student who forcibly
attends a class that he or she detests.

Consider the alternative of having no
rules but classes that are more interactive.



The Fourth Estate

That would mean that jumbo classes have to
be done away with. There are classes with
over six score students where at times no
public address system is used or more likely
does not work as expected. When this
happens, it is unfair to criticize the back-
benchers for an occasional loss of interest.
Let us consider the leviathan class strengths
in ID110/ID120/BT101/HS305. It makes
little sense to broadcast the lecture live in
the adjacent rooms. For all practical
purposes, it is the same as students in
Somalia gathering together to watch a video
of IITM professors giving classes in
Chennai; only that most of us do possess
computers to watch it at our convenience. I
am sure that at least in this supposedly elitist
institute, most students are responsible
enough to attend classes which they find
profitable. As for the black sheep that are
glued to gaming, why should they determine
the actions of the rest of the institute?
Perhaps, counseling them will help them
more than gagging the whole institute.

That brings us to the gags on
network usage, which, for a while, was a hot
topic for discussions in the institute forums.
Who would ever consider turning off the
network every few minutes just so that the
game freaks are foiled? Let us examine
something worse. I am working on a
deadline for a submission that closes around
4 AM IST. The network shuts down at 1
AM promptly again to make sure some
mindless folk go to sleep. Whoever said the
administration cannot be a good nanny?
However, someone obviously did not
understand that the whole world does not
follow Indian Standard Time.

The above concerns seem
peccadilloes in front of what I am about to
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castigate. | had spent my last seven months
in two different universities abroad, four
months on exchange and three months on a
summer internship. Both have been great
experiences and needless to say that I have
benefited immensely from them. The
internship in particular was beyond my
expectations and convinced me that I wanted
to do research. Still looking back fondly at
the experience, a message from the
Academic Section strikes me like a clip
from a horror movie. I do know for one that
some people profess concepts like sacrifice
while believing that life is a zero sum game.
But this takes the cake.

INDIAN INSTITUTE TECHNOLOGY MADRAS
Academic Section

F.Acad/07-
08/B2/2007
Dated: 10.08.2007

Circular
Sub: Summer Training Course — Reg

It is informed that students will be
permited to undergo Industrial Training (in
summer) only in organizations/institutions within
India at the end of Sixth Semester.

It is may kindly be noted that no student
will be permitted to go abroad for Industrial
Training (in summer) from Summer 2008

onwards.

/ By Order /

The mail effectively bans internships
from being done abroad. Though it does not
affect me directly, everything about the
notice seemed repulsive to me, not including
the spelling error in ‘permited’. License,
quota and permits were after all what stifled
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India’s growth till someone had the courage
to break the paradigm and open up the
economy. World over, people are embracing
globalization and riding on the benefits it is
seen to offer. Even China, one of the last
havens in the world for communist control,
is seen actively courting a capitalist cloak.

What does the present move seek to
achieve? Honestly, at this moment, I do not
claim to read the minds of the powers-that-
be. Do they intend to ‘make the budding
minds work within India for three months
and improve the country’? Why not go the
full distance and ban students from applying
for higher studies abroad? Internship is a
period of time where one explores a field
and understands one’s interests. There have
been a couple of cases last year that are very
illuminating. Both internships were done
abroad. An internship at an investment
banking company convinced the student it
was not what he wanted to get himself into.
Another found his research internship not so
inspiring and took up a consultancy job
instead.

It may be possible that none of these
reasons actually led to the decision on
banning internships abroad. A few offending
black sheep spam obscure universities in
exotic destinations abroad, fly over and
enjoy an all-expenses-paid vacation with no
strings (read work) attached. Should they
determine whether the whole herd is to be
castrated? But then again, it has become a
typical tendency to severe the arm if there is
a fly perching on it.

This tendency to solve problems
with the imposition of rules is not restricted
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to the hallowed campus of IIT’s alone. Why
else does the country have scads of
amendments to the constitution? Several
companies that my batch-mates worked for
had unimaginably draconian restrictions of
internet usage. It goes without saying that
the restrictions had the look of well-
seasoned Swiss cheese with all their
loopholes.

If as a democratic society, out ideal
is to have free thinking individuals who are
enfranchised to vote for what they think is
right, are we making progress towards it
with the increasingly labyrinthine mass of
rules obviating the need to make any choice
except whether to break them or not? It is
the authoritarian governments which have to
survive by enslaving people and deciding
their actions. It is such governments which
thrive in having unquestioning individuals
dependent on the rules to lead the way for
them.

The institutions abroad that I have seen
closely work on honor, trust and soft
coercion. If the IITs were largely built on
the model adopted by the successful
Western Universities, what dictates that it
turn antediluvian in its mindset? The
tendency worldwide is adopt the policy of
‘Laissez-faire’-let things be. Of course, it
cannot be taken too far. Some checks and
balances are necessary to keep things from
drifting into chaos. But far too many of them
just serve to stifle productivity and
achievement. We can never know how far
and how high we are capable of flying until
we leave the ground. It is time we loosened
the chains that bind us.
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P.S.-The concern voiced by the students over the issue of internships did not go in vain. The
administration has now climbed down from its earlier stand and permitted students to undergo
industrial training in the summer after the second year itself. This frees up the crucial summer
after third year for independent forays. However it’s the editors’ stand that a lot more can be
done in the direction of unshackling the activities in the institute.

Shaastra 2008 — Behind The Scenes

Shaastra 2007 has been covered in depth by many. But TFE had a special correspondent who
took note of interesting developments which went on while no one took notice.

“We are being rodded by Poles”- A worried events core seeing Polish students dominate the

online programming events.

“That’s it, Lets throw them out.”- A statement made by a facilities core which proved to be the
turning point for public relations in Shaastra 2007.

“I invite Dr Meloth to tell us about his research in America” ,-A lecDem Coord. Why is this funny?
Because Dr Meloth was to speak on Antartica research.

“Shaastra certificates are extremely important. They determine our GRE score”, an extremely
agitated female during robotics.
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The Big(> 10"") Bro
Go glel

Consistently framed by his fellows for theorems he didn’t deduce, Framix is the official village seer.
He looks into the future and reminds us that we shouldn’t be just worried about the sky falling on our

heads.

CC‘ N /
hat? Google? You mean the

harmless old thing which answers all my
assignment problems? Big brother! Duh!
You must be joking...” If that is what you
perhaps thought when you read the title.. sit
down youngling, for you have much to
learn. Even as you browse through those
familiar white pages with blue speckles of
information which is no doubt as valuable as
you could ever imagine; you are giving
away more and more information to a
potential big brother who is capable of
knowing the true you at the click of a mouse
button.

I cannot further emphasize how
important Google has become to all our
lives. Just imagine a situation when you
forget the password to your Gmail account.
Though modern technology has made us
fantasize that it is possible establish identity
through forensic techniques like finger
prints etc, all that is still the realm of the
future. So, let us assume for this case study,
that you’re still off the hook, no more Gmail
account and everything else that goes with
it.

Santhosh "Frame" Suresh

First thing you’ll realize is that in
such dark times of social turmoil, where
people use Orkut scrap books to talk about a
rainy day with the guy four rooms away ---
“GTalk”; the sole companion for the lonely
[ITian has vanished in a puff of mouse
clicks. This means, no more conversations
with your girlfriends. (In view of the
majority population of the readership to this
document being devoid of such interest, the
comment has been undermined by the
editors).

Even as you try to undo the damage
by importing the contacts of your wingie
and hurriedly sending invites so that you
feel back in the vogue something more
disastrous is yet to come about. Your entry
for Shaastra Al wars along with the engine,
stored safely in the Gigaabyte of space
allocated just for you along some dark
corridor in The Googleplex, Mountain view,
California is now unavailable. As if this just
happens to you, the problem statements are
the same and you’ve redo the whole thing
from scratch! All the night-outs you put last
year are now useless, gone forever; as no
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human can ever see that virtual information
again (unless of course, you are this* guy!);
“At least, it’ll be good preparation for
TechSoc” you start thinking. ... speaking of
which the Techsoc calendar is also in your
Google doc cabin! Damn, so is the Litsoc
calendar and your resume. Copies of which
are all stacked in your loyal 3000MB.

Well, you might feel it’s not all that
hard to redo your resume, because after all
there ain’t much to write.. But your social
profile on orkut! Oh no... and 384 friends..
and 3000 scraps, most of which you had
personally coaxed all your hostel freshers to
write just to make the number larger than
your classmate from school. And of course
the 42 fans, and 44 people that you are a fan
off. You still hadn’t blackmailed those two
to come to their senses in the fear of mutual
loss of cyber-admirers to sign up to your fan
list. It’s all gone. Now just a shallow image
of yours lying like a dead fish floating on
the surface of a shallow pool which once
was your boat way to life and all the good
looking fishinis in the virtual oasis.

I understand how it must feel, how
each afflictive revelation comes and before
it can be digested, another crops up, just like
an e-bomb which opens window after
window as you close each of those irritating
ads. Some other things to be added on your
‘to do’ list is to subscribe to all the
newsgroups you are a member of, your dept-
batch Google group, your Shaastra core’s
group, Slashdot.. the group of your wingies
etc. Wait, it’s not over yet! For all those

* 1 obviously meant Segrey Bin or Larry Page. Not the
poor man who tried to huff cats.

10

August 2007

budding authors, your next blog article can
never join your other creations and play
around in the blogula.

This is just a demonstration of how
indispensable Google is to us. Think what’ll
happen if Google suddenly stops providing
its service. Well.. .keep thinking.

Google, contrary to its mantra of
“don’t be evil” has quite proved to be as evil
as could be. For the technically initiated,
Google is the first search engine to use a
cookie that’s immortal. It expires in 2038;
it’s a unique ID number that lands on your
hard disk, and every time you do some
search, Google knows who’s doing it...
What’s more, with a Google personalized
search it knows what kind of stuff you
search for. It has access to what
communities you visit on orkut. The kind of
blogs you comment on...absolutely
everything! Google presently has the
capacity and does in fact store simply
everything you might imagine it can.

The Gmail page shows the amount of
memory that can be used with every a/c, like
a ticking time bomb, that amount is ever
increasing. The Terms of Service that you
accept while you sign up for a Google a/c
authorizes Google to read all you private e-
mails, which in the name of
“contextual” advertisements. At this rate, the
profile view of the kind show in Die Hard
4.0 is clearly just a Gmail ID away! One
more Google trivia is that Google’s cache
copy of all the web pages is illegal. Further,
Google toolbar on Internet Explorer and
Google Desktop on your Windows PC is
spyware! Shun it! Chak De Google! With

1t uses
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adept criticism of this Google phenomenon,
an artist has portrayed Google 2084, a
futuristic approach to the world, the way it is
now heading.

And now that our venerable Shaastra
Spons team has once again convinced
Google to be Lady Bountiful for us, our
respect for the Company can only increase.
But be warned, a privacy time bomb has

August 2007

been set. The questions asked are very
straight forward... Is Google fast replacing
the US Government as an international big
Brother and on its way to a dictatorship? Or
is all this just vague paranoia... Even if at
the end of this, all you might want to say is
“What the hell? Who cares, I just want to do
my assignment and chat with my girlfriend.”
That is fine, as long as the spirit of inquiry
has been kindled.

Google 2084

-[- Google Search l F'rm Fealing Lucky ‘[I‘mfeehngli‘aranuid.]

o Your Brain i Sarellive Photos of People ) Books

You Want to Spy On
) Your Home i Movies

J Sarellite Photos of

. Family People Spying on You o TV Shows
- Friends  Medical Records 0 Music
b Ex-friends 3 Credit Reports J Pormography
i Relatives O Tax Records i Your Past
b Co-workers 2 Phone Records «J Your Present
2 Bx-spouse(s) J Court Dacuments 2 Your Future
« Enemies ) Other People’s

Conversations
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The Second Best Bet

Goscinny and Uderzo have penned several works of comic literature, Asterix being the most noted of
them. Who ever thought they’'d be writing science fiction, that too, dystopian? Well, it’'s more than your
usual tale of love and honor, conspiracy and horror, war and death (yeah, keep those phrases coming!).

I had to kill him. There was no other
go. I'm not afraid to tell the world how I did
it. The cops have got me and I'm typing this
in prison. I'm typing because we aren’t
given dictation software. I'm not a national
icon to pen my life behind bars. At any rate,
I do not know how to catch a pen. And I'm
not behind bars as they used to be before the
turn of the third millennium after Christ, but
behind UV threads that would bring the
roboguards rolling up to me should as much
as my fingernail come in their way. This is
not yet another piece of prison literature but
a plain-facts recount. When I'm finished I'd
send this across to everybody within a space
radius of the System'and a time radius of
250 years. That should earn me some fast
buck that could install a wallframe monitor
in my cell so that I'd do away with this lousy
laptop the government rents its guilty
citizens.

Let me start. It was on September 18th,
2105 at 3.05 pm that I discovered that my
best friend/business partner, Jack Willis, had
betrayed me. Hell, he was the brains behind
our firm, he handled the financial part of it
and I didn't bother him with questions since
he never failed to show profit curves. The
only reason I was a partner was my capital
investment. For ten years [ trusted his
reports and enjoyed my share of the gains
until T hacked into his Swiss Bank Account
details. The SOB had me shown me way

! System: The Solar System.
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Nirmal Raj

less profits than what we earned all the time,
the lion's share always transferred
noiselessly into his secret account. Hell that
hurt. I shut down the machine and decided
to confront him and demand an explanation.
But I stopped. Here was a swindler who had
breached a financial trust of a decade and I
felt like a fool to hold talks and reason out. I
had a wife and a four-year-old to worry
about, he spoilt himself on alcohol and
aldehyde, gambling and prostirobots. I
shouldn't let him get away with it. I had to
kill him. There was no other go. You might
think it silly, but I tell you, you wouldn't
have thought less in my position. Oh yeah, I
was rich, but I was cheated. Like an ass.
There's nothing that can stop you if you are
bent on killing someone. In my blind rage,
my usually rusty brain somehow designed
his end in my hands. By the time I reached
home I knew exactly what I was going to do
the next morning in his office. I had sound
sleep that night.

After the sun was up, I put on my
pressure vest, tucked the ejacule under my
overcoat and flew to his office in a cab. His
"office" was a small stationary building
where he explored his designs and tested his
new ideas. The receptionist/watchman shot
me a smile that you give someone you see
after long gaps. "Hello, Mr.Thandasoru"
was the look on his face. I asked him

? thandasoru: One who enjoys the fruits of efforts
that are not his/hers.
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unnecessarily, "Is he in?" Jack seldom
stepped out of his office. In fact, he had no
home. He would take occasional vacations
in some sotel’ in the other hemisphere.

The watchman nodded. He didn't
frisk me, I knew he wouldn't. I knocked and
opened the door. Jack is, first and last, an
Earthman, an old-fashioned Earthman at
that. Every article in his office room said so.
He had a mantel-piece, a wall-clock, a fire-
place (whatever he used it for), a show-case,
a flower-vase, a coffee-maker and other
such hyphenated objects, a medicine shelf,
unfoldable tables and weird unidentified
things he had imported from his homeplanet.
I must be the only Marsman in the System
not to regard him a museum burglar.

My partner was immersed in his
watersofa, that day's newsgram® from Earth
hovering about him. He was lost in a
crisscrossword”, practically in the middle of
it. He held a bowl of deep-fried kizhangus®in
one hand and kept crunching them. There
was a saucer of ketch-up on a small table.

My entry startled him. "Halllo,
Camby. Long time.. what's up?"

I took a seat next to him and stared at
him through the hologram of alphabets. He
was lost in the crisscrossword again, not
caring for my reply. "Five down", he

3 sotel: Space hotel, a version of the motel.
* newsgram: News hologram.

5 . . .
crisscrossword: A three dimensional crossword

(with clues Across, Down

and Into).

% kizhangu: A root vegetable cultivated on Martian
soil resembling a drumstick in appearance and a
potato in taste.

13
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muttered, "What is he to blank and blank to
him? Six letters, starts with H, fifth letter B."

I felt funny. Here I was, quite
determined to see him dead the next minute,
yet I couldn't help telling him the answer
just because I knew it.

"Great!” he squealed and typed up the
answer, "Then tell me this - Seventeen Into -
Schedule for American weekly furniture.
Third letter-"

"Jack, close the crisscrossword."

I made it as cold as 1 could
He gave me an enquiring look, and went
back to the puzzle. It was time to take the
ejacule out. I pointed it at his head.

"Jack." He turned and stared absently
down the barrel for a moment. "I happened
to stumble upon your Swiss bank account", |
explained.

With the slightest show of surprise he
turned back to his crisscrossword. As if he
didn't hear me. "Jack, you've spurned me
like an ass and I'm gonna kill you for it. I
mean it."

"Eleven Across - Religious head for
music, Oriental."

His attitude scared me a bit. "Why did
you not tell me, Jack? How come you
double-cross ME?"

"You Marsmen", he said, chewing a
kizhangu finger, "have never known the
delicacies of Earthly food. A matter of
simple garnishing could boom your appetite.
That reminds me..." He went up to his
medicine cabinet and returned with a shaker.
"Table salt", he said, "Sodium chloride with
a trace of iodine. It makes every dish under
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the Sun palatable. Pity you
people never bother about it in your
recipes." He sprinkled the salt generously on
his kizhangus, dipped them in his ketchup
and munched them relishingly. He tossed
the shaker at me for me to catch, but I didn't
move my aim an inch.

I knew what Jack was doing. He was
thinking. He let his mouth blabber on its
own; inside, he was thinking furiously. He
dared not wrench the ejacule from my grip,
for one pull at the trigger would suffice. The
sound-proof walls would prevent the
watchman  from  hearing his cries,
should he yell for help. He was absolutely
zeroed in and he had to keep his cool and
think fast.

"You can't stop me, Jack." And I shot,
if you could call that a shot. There was a
momentary dimple on his forehead, not a
hole, but a dimple, mind you. His eyes
flickered at me for a microsecond or so, and
he simply sagged down the sofa. His fingers
held half a sauce-stained kizhangu, the other
half in his mouth, giving you a dramatic
picture as though he died vomiting blood.
He must have died inside a second. He
looked as smart as ever. I didn't check for
his breath, or his pulse. The ejacule was HIS
invention and I trusted his product. I sent it
down the atomizer and left him just as he
was, with his crisscrossword hanging around
him, his snack half-eaten on the table...

I ought to tell you some history. Jack
Willis was a carefree resident of the Mega
City Pyramid in Tokyo Bay on Earth. The
government knocked on his door one day
and asked him to pack as much as he could
carry and get lost in an hour. The whole city
was under emergency evacuation. The
jumbo ship The Eel had rammed into one of
the foundation pillars in the wee hours and
at worst the structure was predicted to

14
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collapse before sunset. And as though Earth
were already milking oil, the vessel leaked
its massive cracked-fuel storages into the
waters. So as the sea was fast becoming an
emulsion, the citizens of the Pyramid flew to
all points on the planet.

Jack landed in Hong Kong, where he
heard that Mars had come for relief efforts
for the disaster and that they were taking in
survivors for jobs as a part of it. It was a
new life to him.

I met him first at the Robochip Plant.
He was a supervisor and had been on Mars
for two months then. I saw him argue with
his superior on a radically new design. I saw
his boss turn him down and I saw the I-
wanna-quit-this-job look on Jack's face. The
rest was simple. I gave him my card, fixed
him an appointment and checked his
background. I liked his brains, his intensity.
I wanted him under me in my firm. Hell. A
quick friendship grew in the subsequent
weeks. He was a pro in golf back on Earth,
but struggled here. You can wear pseudo-
gravity suits, but the the ball shall obey the
gravitational laws of only the Red Planet. I
improved his game. We spoke on all
topics, went out to lots of spots. I
understood he was damn smart.

I began to trust him with my
financial affairs. The day came when 1 felt
his brains were being wasted in my dredge
equipment firm. I wanted him to run a
tecnocompany on his own. He happily
agreed. We discussed long into the nights
about it. It was to be something like Menlo
Park. His original designs had to take shape
and tested at the market. Half the profits
would be his. I would take care of
purchasing any equipment he required and
recruiting the personnel he asked for.
The idea was a huge success. All his
creative potential came to the fore.
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Sometimes he came up with ridiculous
products that would top the bestselling list.
He thinks really out of the box, take it from
me.

An Earthman always had better brains
than two Marsmen, no one could say why.
Let me come to the point. This is where the
story begins. Jack Willis, now a household
name, designed an absolute marvel as his
latest project. He employed nobody for
assistance and breathed nothing of it to
anyone till it was completed. The day he
finally brought out the first and only sample,
he came to me to show it. It was a small
object, somewhat resembling a pistol of the
olden days.

There was a tiny trigger, a barrel, a
few buttons. He called it an "ejacule".

"What does it do?" I asked.

"Kill." There was a "What did you
expect?" in his eyes.

"You mean you've actually designed a
gun’? To kill? Why the hype?"

"Listen -- a GUN leaves a mark. Faint,
but visible. When you look at a corpse with
a gunshot wound you know he's been shot
with a gun. When you stab someone, his
dead body tells you he's been knifed.
Autopsies reveal the mode of demise..."

HSO?H

"The ejacule", he placed it on the
armrest, "kills without a whimper. Its
magnetic blast coupled with super-cooled
quarks trigger a unique chain of reactions in
your body, and unlike other deaths, your

7 gun: The accepted term used in place of "laser
pistol”.
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body machinery comes to a full halt
immediately. Everything inside you dies at
the same time.

"And", he continued, "it leaves no
tracks. The blast, entirely invisible -- and of
course inaudible -- enters your body through
your pores. It just switches everything off
and kind of disappears. Painless. You'll be
dead before you knew what hit you. No one
would ever know what killed. No autopsy is
capable of identifying how you died."

"Cool", I said, "What's the advantage in
covering your method of murder? Who's
going to use it?"

"I've been thinking about that for a while.
I had an invention in my head -- and I just
materialized it. It happens, you know. Well,
for one thing, the Defense might be
interested in it for reasons of its own. Maybe
they could do away with prisoners of war
and hand back the bodies to their
motherland with 'Look, we didn't touch
them'. Something like that."

I picked the toy up. "Does it work?" I
asked, fondling with it.

"I shipped in some vermin from Earth. It
works fine on them alright."

"Is it loaded now?"

"Loaded? What Age are you in? It works
on Duracell, just like any other
gun."

We discussed the finer points of it. The
stock of the first batch, the employment
strength required which market to direct it
to, and so on. When he left, he put the
ejacule in my pocket.

"Keep it. It's my gift."
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There, you see, with everything in my
favour, how could I resist killing him? I just
had to have him alone, cast a blast in him
and destroy the weapon. Not a soul knew of
its existence. No one would ever know how
to make one. Even as I came out of his
office, 1 casually said, "See you then",
closed the door and smiled at the watchman.
He waved at me.

That was it. He was to be found dead
later in the day. The cause of his death was
to be identified as unknown. His partner
entered the room in the morning, but there
was no way he could have killed him. Even
ten postmortems shan't reveal a thing. No
bullet wound, no laser scar, no strangling
marks and no motive. An unnatural, but
natural death. I was safe. Or so I thought.

The cops woke me up at 11.30 pm.
My rights were read and I was put under
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house arrest for the night. The next day my
wife and I appeared in court after which she
was acquitted and I was sentenced to life.
The divorce followed that evening, the
imprisonment the following morning and I
haven't looked back ever since.

I told you he was thinking. He thinks
really fast. Fast enough to break my ploy.
He pictured it so coolly under his cranium.
He knew he would be dead at any cost, the
look on my face had said so. What was his
second best bet? Get his killer caught, of
course. How? The ejacule leaves no traces
of life. Or death... I know I should never
have  befriended a  brainier guy...

The headline on the first slide of the
newsgram the next morning said it all:
“Earth Genius Willis Poisoned”
Table salt? In a medicine cabinet? My foot!

What'’s in your heart?

Spirit of Engineering

Shaastra’s two SoE’s, the Bio-Diesel Plant (BDP) and the YUFly quadrotor-Coanda effect based VTOL
aircraft both were completed on time and were demonstrated successfully. Though one can’t help
think about how unremarkable or insipid they were. The coordinators deserve to be credited for
sticking to the schedule, but the fact remains that they were both ordinary. One was a glorified fan
which managed to lift the lightweight body of the aircraft a mere 3 feet into the air and the other
was an apparatus for a chemical reaction. And the costs involved in the making of the aircraft were
enormous. The total budget was over two and a half lakhs, which brings a statement made by Dr.
Ananth to mind, ‘Every time the sponsors at Shaastra throw in more money, our students find new

and innovative ways to soak it up’.
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DOWned Spirits

Proffix lives in a hut alone away from the village. Nothing is known about him. But some say he is very
pretentious. Profix has hotly contested those claims and said he is obnoxious instead. Here he details his
intense angst about the recent going-ons around him.

Sayan 'Prof' Ganguly

To Dow or not to DOW?

This year, Dow Chemicals comes for recruitment to an lIT for the first time, and we at IITM
are the chosen ones. The entry of Dow Chemicals in the Indian job market represents a challenge to
the students of India's most premier institute. Dow is infamous for acquiring the even more
infamous Union Carbide, the company responsible for criminal negligence leading to the Bhopal
disaster. Both Union Carbide and Dow have not only been indifferent to the sufferings of the
Bhopalis, but they have also tried hard to shake off responsibilities and brush the dirt under the
carpet. But this is not to be!

The mainstream media might have been captured by the company's elaborate PR
campaigns, but students in India and the US continue to remind Dow of what needs to be done. In
recent years, Dow has drawn the ire of lots of university students in the US, and has been kicked out
of several campuses, most notably University of Michigan. Thousands of aspiring engineers have
pledged not to work with Dow, because of its liabilities in Bhopal. Dow's shareholders are taking
note of these escalating developments and the company is under increasing pressure to address its
toxic legacy.

It is unfortunate that much of the society perceives lITians as running behind big money and
willing to sell their conscience for the right price. We, having experienced what it means to be an
lITian, know that it is not the case. Our love for the country is perhaps not matched by that of many
others. In fact, hundreds of IIT alumni raised their voice and forced the organizers of Global [IT 2005
conference to cancel a keynote address by the CEO of Dow Chemicals. Although many of us don't
know about Dow's connection with Bhopal and its scorn for Indian self-respect, some students who
are well-informed are trying to create awareness. Since this is the first time Dow is recruiting in an
Indian college, the response of IITM students will be seen as the response of the entire Indian
students community.

For details, check out http://10.94.44.44 . There are some well-researched documentary
films and articles available.
Lots of information from various angles is available on www.studentsforbhopal.org.

--Yash Jain
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The recent issue regarding Dow
Chemicals (refer Yash’s stand in the box in
the preceding page) has created sharp
divisions in the campus. Actually it would
be an exaggeration to say divisions. It has
taken shape of a face-off between one very
small but highly vocal anti-Dow
campaigners and the rest of the institute who
very unfortunately haven’t bothered to speak
up loud enough. I belong to the big group
who feel Dow should be allowed in the
campus. No, I haven’t sold my soul to the
devil. Neither am I a right conservative with
no feelings for the people of Bhopal. But |
strongly feel preventing Dow from coming
to the campus will be a grossly unfair action
and might have unfortunate repercussions.

It all started with the innocuous notice
about the proposed presentation regarding
placement by Dow. Immediately a host of
individuals launched a protest regarding
how Dow has a number of liabilities
regarding the Bhopal tragedy. It also
brought out the fact the huge list of
litigations pending against the organization
throughout the world. They made a fervent
demand for Dow to own up responsibilities
for its actions and as an addendum said that
it would be a travesty if IIT Madras allowed
the company to recruit students for then it
would give some semblance of legitimacy to
Dow.

A lot of water has passed down the
polluted Adyar since then. Petitions have
been sent around. Discussions were held and
numerous  damaging media  reports
published. I personally spoke to the people
involved in this and got a clear picture of the
whole issue.

The primary argument is that its time
the institute has a screening process for
recruiting companies. It should start with
Dow with clearly documented evidences of
corporate negligence. Then the example
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should be extended to other companies off
ill-repute like Halliburton, Lockheed Martin.
Some were even suggesting that Tata
Motors and Reliance too shouldn’t be
spared.

The route adopted by the protestors had
its glaring irregularities. While a coordinated
campaign for informing students through
films and literature is totally acceptable,
there were some steps which the engineering
student community found shocking. Let’s
start with the signature campaign. A
majority of the people who signed the
petition were from the humanities
department. How much thought the students
put behind the signature is questionable. I
doubt whether they had conferred with the
students whom this petition was going to
affect directly. Neither did they make any
effort to understand how placement works.
They read it, and signed it. It was an attitude
that many of wus feel is extremely
irresponsible especially when it was an issue
which did not concern them directly.

The biggest irony of this skewed and
ill-conducted signature campaign was its
representation before the media. Students
were astonished to find themselves reading
on Rediff and the Telegraph about the
‘growing consensus’ among students from
IIT Madras against Dow. Two IIT alumni
hold a press conference in Delhi and implore
the institutes to blacklist Dow. They also
appreciate the growing support fro the
students. In the middle of all this the fact
had conveniently disappeared that the
campaign was supported by smallest of
minorities.

Reflections took it upon itself and
organized a panel discussion. The anti-Dow
campaign managed to emotionalize the issue
brilliantly by bringing in victims from
Bhopal and other social activists. The
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discussion was surprisingly ‘moderated’ by
a member of the faculty whose bias against
Dow was well known. The whole event was
high-jacked by the group with the student
representative’s arguments getting sarcastic
replies. The whole thing was described as
“well rounded discussion” while in actuality
it seemed like a discussion on the nuclear
treaty moderated by Prakash Karat with the
audience comprising acknowledging
comrades.

Let us get to the arguments now. Dow
has responsibilities. It is true. When they
bought Union Carbide in 1999 fifteen years
after the Bhopal tragedy they did inherent
the accompanying legal mess. But the very
people who are so virulent against Dow are
not seen signing petitions against the highly
corruption ridden distribution of the relief
funds. They are not seen demonstrating
before the Madhya Pradesh government why
the whole area hadn’t been cleared up
inspite of the Union Carbide campus being
in their charge. They didn’t bother to
question the out of court settlement the
government of India reached with Union
Carbide. How is the sudden protest against
Dow justified? Is it because it is much easier
to send out petitions from the cozy confines
of IIT Madras than going to Bhopal and
asking the more relevant questions to the
right people? And isn’t it easier to attract the
media this way cause even if a cow poops in
inordinate amounts in IIT, the media will be
there to cover it.

Dow is the biggest chemical company
in the world. There is hardly any hour when
we don’t use an item which might be
somehow be related to a Dow innovation.
Plastics, paint, Styrofoam and rubber
products form a major part of it. If one is
that indignant about a company’s practices
wouldn’t the logical approach be to boycott
its products? But then everyone knows it
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would make life virtually impossible and we
come back to the question of doing what is
easy and doing what is right.

Once we ban Dow where does the buck
stop? The production of napalm by Dow for
the US government during the Vietnam war
has been used as yet another example of
their destructive practices. Hence we ban all
companies and organization which have
been associated with the war efforts of their
individual countries. The list will read GE,
Boeing, Dow, LM and virtually every big
company from the US. BP, Shell,
Volkswagen, Bayer from Europe. Of
course, it also encompasses all research
institutions, including our very own
electrical and aerospace departments, who
have consistently collaborated with the
Indian armed forces in developing methods
of killing countless poor Pakistani soldiers.
Does the irony register?

I have to state that the members of
faculty who have supported this cause have
shown poor judgment of the placement
process and student sentiments. They have
placed the placement team in a huge
quandary. This team works throughout the
year and spares no effort to get the best and
the biggest of multinationals from every
corner of the world. It is to the credit of the
placement office that we have one of the
most well-organized placement sessions in
the country. The placement committee and
the elected representatives were left stranded
after the sudden rush of irresponsible media
reports. Dow has already begun to show its
reluctance to come to IITM. In view of the
total absence of any such protest from most
of the IITs and the media scrutiny on IITM,
the obvious reaction will be to recruit from
the other institutes. Hence, despite an
overwhelming opinion in favor of having
Dow in the campus, due to the actions of a
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very few, our students will most probably
miss out on an opportunity to work with the
biggest chemical company. The argument
that if one is really interested to work for
Dow, can apply off campus clearly shows
how out of touch the faculty in the HS
department is with the career sentiments of
the engineering students. They have no
inkling of the anxieties through which
batches go during the placement week and
how the only concern is to get a good job as
soon as possible. Applying off campus is an
indication that one has been rejected in all
the on campus interviews. Which student
would like to risk that?

These incidents are terrible PR gaffes.
They act like prior warnings to other MNCs
who would rather stay away from IITM and
avoid probable embarrassment. The only
ones losing out are our students. Dow is
setting up a 100 million dollar R&D facility
near Pune. If it does not get researchers for
that lab from IITM, it will take them from
somewhere else. The Indian government
who is supposed to fight for Bhopal is going
out of its way to ensure Dow invests
millions in India. The company is willing to
invest millions in research among the cash
strapped labs of India. How aware are the
people who are protesting of the current
state of research in the country? Do they
keep track of the abysmal funding and
conditions under which our PhDs and
professors strive to produce quality work?

Finally this is what it all boils down to.
The campus agrees that informing students
about a company and its activities is a fair
idea. What is not agreed to by a huge
majority is the following:

1. Petitions led by departments who do not
have the real stake in the issue.

2. An extremely unfair representation
before national media about campus
mood.
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3. Ignorance of placements procedures and
student sentiments but interfering in the
whole process.

4. Lack of consultation with elected student
representatives and jeopardizing their
yearlong efforts.

5. And the biggest one of them all is
judging students from the perspective of
their moral high ground.

I was clearly told that the whole thing
has come down to whether we choose to
show solidarity with the victims from
Bhopal or we place our careers above it.
Please do not skew the issue by passing such
impossible judgments. We are students of
science and we keep things in perspective of
reality. We know banning Dow from the
campus is not going to get any extra relief
for the victims. It will not change anything.
We also know that showing true solidarity is
not sitting in one’s comfort zone and picking
on things which are easy to pick on. Never
should one dare doubt our feelings for our
countrymen. There are these elements from
outside the campus who take this purported
moral high ground and mock us for our
‘blind lust after a pay cheque’. I request
such negative people to stay on the other
side of the main gate. Instead of
pontificating before us, please do some
actual work which will improve the lives of
the affected. And also stop exploiting their
miseries.

This is nothing but a throwback to the
sixties and seventies where anything
associated with the West is evil. The desire
for success is considered unnatural.
Eyebrows are raised when students vie for
the best jobs. Aspiration for a better lifestyle
is translated to selfishness and disregard for
the fellow being. I would like to request
these people to see the real world around
them which has drastically changed. We
aspire to better our lives. And that means a



The Fourth Estate August 2007

better India for the future. The world has miss this opportunity at any cost. And no
finally opened its doors to India. We will not number of petitions can change that fact.

The piece here tries to present to the reader the two divergent viewpoints on Dow’s entry into the
placement scene at ITM. What the editorial team does believe is that

1. Theissue is not as straightforward as it is made out to be

2. We require neutrally moderated debate before the institute’s name is invoked on a stand.

Pearls of Wisdom

Never, under any circumstances, take a sleeping pill and a laxative on the same night.
If you had to identify, in one word, the reason why the human race has not achieved,
and never will achieve, its full potential, that word would be "meetings."

There is a very fine line between "hobby" and "mental illness."

People who want to share their religious views with you almost never want you to

share yours with them.

You should not confuse your career with your life.

Nobody cares if you can't dance well. Just get up and dance.

Never lick a steak knife.

The most destructive force in the universe is gossip.

You will never find anybody who can give you a clear and compelling reason why we

observe daylight savings time.

10. You should never say anything to a woman that even remotely suggests that you think
she's pregnant unless you can see an actual baby emerging from her at that moment.

11. There comes a time when you should stop expecting other people to make a big deal
about your birthday. That time is age eleven.

12. The one thing that unites all human beings, regardless of age, gender, religion,
economic status or ethnic background, is that, deep down inside, we ALL believe that
we are above-average drivers.

13. A person who is nice to you, but rude to the waiter, is not a nice person. (This is very
important. Pay attention. It never fails.)

14. Your friends love you anyway.

B

Lo
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Taking Stock of Exchange
A Passage to IITM

The land of Gaul is being invaded, albeit in a positive sense, ironically by some who are inhabitants of the
real-life Gaul. The influx of foreign legionnaires has been amid much fanfare, and much is known about
the diplomatic relationship that has been furthered by this. A brave amazon reports about the life of these
foreign legionnaires, who have come to our land as a pleasant surprise.

-Vaishnavi Surendra

It's a little about what Indian-ness
translates into for each one of us, really...
Given the choice of Russia, Australia and
India, Alexander Olivierri, selected the Land
of the Temples, Rivers and Many Cows...
Russia was too familiar and Australia had
nothing remarkably spectacular to offer. It's
been just one week into his India experience
and he feels at home, the country and the
people remind him of his Heimat - Brazil.
He doesn’t feel let down about his choice
either — India has come close to all that he
had pictured it to be. Its been similar reasons
for most of the other exchange students in
IIT Madras, regardless of which branch of
engineering they're in and where they're
from - most of them have come here for the
'human side' of it, because India doesn't
suffer from the 'sameness' they'd experience
almost everywhere else. India to the world is
homely, vibrant and striking. India is full of
new kinds of people and lifestyles - and
even if it's only on-the-way yet, it more than
lives up to this collective opinion. In the
opinion of David Stokar [ETH Ziirich,
Switzerland, Computer Science], one likes
to meet interesting people wherever one
goes, so when one is coming to India, where
better than IIT.

IIT-M has a diverse foreign student
population with students from Germany,
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France, Switzerland and even from Brazil
and Russia. Our own interactions with the
foreign exchange students here have been
many - be it on the sports field or in classes
or just walking down to Guru, which is (in
their opinion, too) the place to hang out.
They are an extremely friendly and warm
group, more than ready to stop and chat a
while, ruminate and opinionate about acads
and professors, in the process getting to
know us better. For the purpose of this piece
itself, we invited four girls to Gurunath one
evening for an informal over coffee -
imagine our (pleasant) surprise when we
saw a nice big group of 14 exchange
students casually coming in and making
themselves at home right beside us. This led
to a pleasant couple of hours with them,
with its share of friendly banter, kidding
around and getting-to-know-their-
perspectives-on-things.

Now, on the academic part of it -
Most of the exchange students own up to the
fact that the anticipation of the experience
and the cultural dimension were what
clinched it in making the final decision to
come here. The IIT-M departments were
also among the more responsive and prompt
in replying to mails, queries and requests,
which they look at very positively. They
notice a distinct difference in student-
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teacher interactions here in terms of the way
students hold their professors in deference.
The respect, of course, is very much there
even in climes abroad, but is of an entirely
different quality. For instance, you can
hardly call your professor at any time of the
day and expect a polite response when you
interrupt someone over dinner elsewhere!
Nor would professors be generally
accommodative enough to schedule a
meeting on the weekend if you feel you need
more attention. Professors do not give them
more importance in a classroom just because
they're not Indian, and rightly so. However
they make it a point to confirm that their
students are following what is being taught
in class, and are quite flexible about
attendance in their case.

On a lighter side, the students find it
amusing to see their Indian counterparts
putting a more than expected amount of time
into their academic endeavours and still
bursting out the day before the exam with, "I
haven't done anything at all!!"

It is heartening to see that all of
them, irrespective of which country they
come from, share a good rapport with people
here. Campus life to them is fun, they love
the IIT grounds! Chennai, of course, with its
burgeoning borders and bustling traffic, is
more than a little intimidating at first - but,
as Tanya Meredith [EPFL, Switzerland,
Metallurgical and Materials Engineering]
puts it, all it takes is a little time for
acclimatization, and getting used to the
different weather, surroundings and people.
But of course, that doesn't change the fact
that after a day out in the city you still end
up with a headache that leaves you wanting
to rush back to the peaceful haven that is
IIT-M.

Another noteworthy difference is the
quantitative time required of students in IIT
and in their home colleges. Coming from
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places that require a hectic 8 to 5 schedule,
the 30 hours-a-week workload here leaves
space aplenty for other activities. All of
them keep themselves busy and frequent our
Olympic-sized swimming pool (which we're
glad, they love as much we do) and the
Fitness centre. They also appreciate the fact
that the stadium, the tennis, basketball and
volleyball courts, are at a central location -
something they haven’t been accustomed to.

On a nutritional note, mention of
mess food elicits sheepish glances and a tell-
all groan from the pretty Swiss lady,
Danielle Tendall [EPFL, Switzerland, Civil
Engineering]. But then, that initial reaction
is followed up by the assertion that after all,
it is mess food, and it’s just not conventional
to enjoy it! Anyway, Minar is frequented for
dinner as are the various South Indian joints
close to campus. North Indian food too is a
favourite, with many preferring it to the
daily dose of dosa and idli.

It is apparent that over the course of
the one semester that most of the exchange
students have been here, they've become
quite involved in campus life. They also
observe how things work and how people
work in IIT as an example of the general
Indian methodology, and they're not far off
the mark. Those frequent trips to the Admin
block which send one scuttling from counter
to counter, floor to floor, endlessly, is a far
cry from the simple administrative systems
they've seen all their lives, as is the usual
extension of classroom assignments - but
they've pretty much accepted I.S.T - (IIT
Standard Time, for the uninllTiated) as the
chronological and situational norm.

The exchange students got a chance
to witness and comment on the elections this
even semester. It was a revelation of small
sorts to contrast their take on the process
with the importance given to elections in
India. Apparently, where most of them come
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from, students have to literally plead with
others to stand for candidature -
representation is not looked at as high-
priority. Ah, democracy!

Campus life they actually find quite
exciting, now that the wide-eyed stares and
questioning of the curious, that they had
been subject to in their first few months, are
more or less on the decline. What most are
emphatic about is the variety of options
available on campus, the number of events
and activities one can participate in. Tanya,
in fact, has been on a roll, she's the first
female drummer the insti has seen on the
rock music circuit.

Hostel life, on the other hand, is not
quite as happening. Perhaps, it’s because
most are accommodated in the Post-
Graduate hostels, where these young 20-
and-a- little students share home-space with
researchers and PG students in their late
twenties. However, the girls do recall
Dandiya Night during the monsoons as the
best time they spent in the girls' hostel - they
have fond memories of dancing with the rest
of the Indian girl students in the hostel
basketball court to good hipswingin' music.
Speaking of dancing, some of the girls are
involved in a lot of things outside of the insti
as well, which is a very healthy thing, given
how difficult it might have been to get
accustomed to a new place. Aurore Belle
[INSA Lyon, France, Metallurgical and
Materials Engineering], has been learning
Modern Dance - Hiphop, Salsa and the like -
with the Flyers Dance Company, and even
performed with them at the Music Academy.
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Amandine Bemier [SUPMECA, France,
Mechanical Engineering] had been learning
Bharatnatyam in France for the past eight
years, and resumed learning with a dance
group here too. Anna Kouine [EPFL,
Switzerland, Civil Engineering] and a few
others go for early yoga classes every day,
and ,in fact, Anna is also part of a social
group by virtue of which she is working for
Community  Water  Management in
Vedanthangal. They are all glad that
contrary to what they'd come prepared for,
their hobbies and pastimes haven't been put
on the backburner but are coming along
more than fine.

In their one semester here, the
exchange students have become quite
involved in campus life, and feel a rather
strong sense of belonging. They seem to be
enjoying every bit of life here and the
general view, as summed up by Danielle, is,
"It's just amazing here. Everything is
so...different."

And now for a view from the other side...
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‘SUNny Days in NUS

Time has passed since Asterix and Obelix were all at sea. Conquests of the kind are made for glory
away from home, and there are few things in life that are quite as satisfying as glory "overseas". The men
of Gaul have ventured into foreign lands (actually, most of them took to the air despite fears of the sky
falling) in a gesture of friendship with the brave legionnaires aforementioned. Now, the story focuses on
the adventures of our gladiator in the land whose symbol is the lion.

-Gajanana & Krishna

“Remember what Bilbo used to say: It's a dangerous business, Frodo, going out your door. You step onto

the road, and if you don't keep your feet, there's no knowing where you might be swept off to.”

It was a pleasant evening in Chennai
around the 4’Th week of December, 2006.
Slightly despondent that I was, I look
through the repository of movies that the
LAN so unfailingly keeps up; even while
half-way across the world MPAA and RAA
are blowing their tops at copyright
infringements done by nannies. A Spanish
movie catches my eye- ‘Motorcycle Diaries’
(Diarios de motocicleta in Spanish). I begin
watching it and for the next three hours or so
I do not take my eyes off the screen. The
thoughts that entered my head after
watching it were to decide where I was
going to spend the next four months...

For the uninitiated, the movie is about
Che Guevara’s epic journey across South
America that made him the man the world
remembers him to be. It captures the South
American landscape like no other. However,
this article is not about the movie and I do
not purport to have gained world-changing
ideas from my excursions abroad.

The exchange for me almost never
happened. A tiny slip on my part snowballed
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-J. R. R. Tolkein in ‘Lord of The Rings’

into a nagging problem of accommodation.
But for last minute hardball tactics inspired
by a rekindled wanderlust, I would have
spent my sixth semester in [ITM, business as
usual. Even as I decided to take the plunge
some 48 hours before the day my flight was
scheduled, some not so mundane issues like
courses to be done, their equivalence in
IITM and grade conversion plagued us. To
obtain information on these from the
administration here was as difficult as
milking a barren cow. Getting out of the
flight in Singapore as a part of officially the
first undergraduate batch on exchange, I felt
like a Guinea pig in an experiment of which
both NUS and IITM were witnesses. As I
realized later, it was an experiment where
the Guinea pig could enjoy it much more
than the experimenters.

After the ado over the courses and
fretting about their equivalence, 1 got a
package that enabled me to do courses that
interested me more than those that were on
offer in IITM. The infrastructure at NUS and
Singapore in general is state-of-the-art itself
as anyone who has been there would readily



The Fourth Estate

attest. With overflowing coffers and
unsubsidized fees it was easy to see where
that comes from. I will not go on about how
we felt like we were living in two different
climates-indoors(freezing at times) and
outdoors(the true Singaporean weather), on
how we could bring in our laptops to the
class and stay wired, on how we could
attend as few or as many classes as we
wished and so on. However, at the risk of
sounding like a renegade student, I will take
the liberty to boast of how I could get by
attending four classes in two four-credit
taken together in the whole
semester. While that is something that I
would not do in IITM as a supposedly
diligent student, it does help to have the
professor upload every bit of the course
material online.

courses

That brings me to the continual
assessment that NUS uses pretty effectively
at least in the elective courses. While
‘discipline’ in the form of attendance was
optional,  continual  assessment  kept
everyone on his or toes. At times it drove us
up the wall with deadlines staring at us
every other day. One thing we did not fail to
notice was that students there however
interested or uninterested they might be in
the course do their assignments with a
professionalism that does them a good deal
of credit. I suppose the Singaporean
tendency to be professional in everything
they do seeps into all spheres. Moreover, a
good number of assignments are done in
teams. This, in my opinion, is something not
seen in [ITM to the extent it ought to be.

No exchange story is complete without
the cultural side. With students coming into
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NUS from different corners of the world,
both as regular and exchange students, it has
a diversity that universities around the world
would love to gloat about. The residences
and halls had numerous parties and get-
togethers which helped new-comers like us
make acquaintances. It was an interesting
experience to sit across and share ideas with
people whose backgrounds were very
different from our own.

Being on exchange was a reason by
itself to travel and explore all that Singapore
had to offer and more. By virtue of its
location, one could go on a tour of South
East Asia without spending an arm and a leg
for it. Despite taking time off during the
semester to visit two other countries, China
for a conference and Malaysia on a holiday,
to this day, the thirst to explore more
remains unquenched. I suppose this is a
feeling a lot of students on exchange go
through. The memories made, some
pleasant, some thrilling and a few others
possibly scary, will remain with me for a
long time.

A lot could be said on what I have
gained as a person on the trip. It suffices to
say that as they say, travel of this sort could
lead to good or bad experiences, but
regardless of that, one gets back with stories
and more importantly a good deal of
maturity and confidence of holding his own
wherever he is. “The traveler sees what he
sees, the tourist sees what he has come to
see,” said G. K. Chesterton. I have been on
an internship in the US after the exchange
and I can already see that I am a better
traveler.
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A Short History of Nearly
Everything...

Getafix the druid knows more than just the recipe for the magic potion. It is a matter of profound
knowledge to be the oldest and most experienced druid in the village. Getafix knows many a magical
recipe — magic and medicinal potions are the regular part of his repertoire. Now did | tell you somebody’s

got to catalog all this stuff?

I did an extremely enjoyable course
under Prof. Veeraraghavan last semester,
and came to learn of the remarkable change
that ideas
perspective. A dry fact miraculously turns
into a rich goldmine of immense interest
when a tiny bit of perspective is added or a
tiny bit of comparison is made. I'm going to
talk of a few such ideas, ideas that don't look
like much at the outset, but a little bit of
prodding shows the phenomenal impact they
have had on the progress of engineering and

undergo when viewed in

science. Following the Prime Directive8,
some of the statements below may have,
(ahem), rounded corners and imaginative
fillets and other such embellishments, and
since my legalese isn't quite up to writing
suit-proof disclaimers yet, let's cut straight
to the chase.

The Haber process '™l

Till the early 18th century, the only sources
of nitrates available to the world were all

¥ "Truth is the most valuable thing we have, so let's
economize it" - Mark Twain
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natural: legumes, plant waste, and the

biggest of them, guano deposits.

Why are Nitrates of any
consequence? It is because they are the
fundamental component of gun powder, or
any other explosive. Yes, that's right, for a
very long time, the ability of the human race
to wage modern warfare depending on large
deposits of bird poop. Later, deposits of
Sodium Nitrate (saltpeter) were discovered,
and many wars were waged just to take
control over saltpeter mines.

Another very important use of
nitrates was in making fertilizers. It was
only in the late 1840s that people realized
that nitrates were essential to the growth of
plants, but they were severely restricted
because no large source of nitrates was
available. Paradoxically then, the ability of
humans to take agricultural production
beyond the plateau it had reached for
millennia was also restricted by availability
of nitrates.

And thus it was that when in 1909 a
brilliant German Chemist named Fritz Haber
synthesized ammonia, he altered the course
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of history. Very soon
after his laboratory
trials, an engineer by
name Carl Bosch
made it amenable to
industrial production.
In a matter of years,

agricultural
production was
improving by billions
of tons every year; the

concept of food scarcity was all but
eradicated in the Western world.
Paradoxically again, the Haber

process had its hand in destroying human
life as much as it did in helping it: Most of
the destruction wreaked in World War I can
be directly linked to the colossal upsurge in
the production of explosive nitrates.
Germany was the first country to exploit it
as an industrial process, and many believe
that the hundreds of munitions factories that
sprung up in Germany were the prime
reasons for the marked increase in
confidence of the German leaders of that
time.

As a somber aside, Fritz Haber was a
Jew; despite his immense contribution to the
German war effort and industry, he was
expelled from Germany in 1933. The most
popular poison gas used in the Nazi
concentration camps, where perhaps Haber's
own relatives were killed, was Zyklon B, an
insecticide developed by Haber..

1* On second thoughts, thoughts more concerned
about being lynched in public, the title of this article
is shamelessly cogged from Bill Bryson's extremely
enticing book of the very same name. Do google it!
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NURBS 5 *2

Remember the ultra-cool computers
in Minority Report? If I asked you what you
thought were the main technological issues
that need to be overcome to have such
amazing processing power, chances are that
you wouldn't think of Structural Engineering
or Thermal Interface Design. But, in fact,
these strong mechanical design issues are an
important frontier that engineers are trying
to push: Integrated Circuits are starting to
require hundreds layers of interconnections
(imagine a hundred-layered PCB!) between
the 300 odd million transistors that are
starting to become the norm. When it gets
this complex, the mechanical stability of the
system starts to figure very prominently.

A central aspect to handling such
complex microprocessor design is CAD.
We've all come across the more obvious
displays of CAD technology: the latest
movie where you put bets with your friends
on whether a shot is real or virtual, the
virtual walkthroughs in Google Earth, even
the sooper special effects in Sivaji. CAD,
and the more  engineering-oriented
Geometric Modeling, took off big-time in
the 1960s. The first real applications were in
the automobile industry, with the snazzy car
designs of the 60’s proving to be quite a task
for the manufacturing units. Matters came to
a head in 1962 when Renault had its
manufacturing plant in one corner of France,
and its design office in another. Engineers
had to come up with an elegant, intuitive
way of transferring information accurately.
Pierre Bezier, an engineer at Renault, did
exactly that. Instead of looking at a shape as
a single curve, he looked at it as being made
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of multiple 'pieces', with a smooth and
intuitive interpolation.

Two other researchers, de Casteljau
at Citroen and deBoors at the University of
Wisconsin, developed this theory, extended
it to include all manner of surfaces and
provided stable numerical algorithms. This
generalization came to be known as
NURBS: Non-Uniform Rational Basis
Splines. Very soon, NURBS became an
industry standard in CAD, and found
application in a very wide variety of fields.
Nearly every single CG effect you see
heavily utilizes NURBS and their properties.

To get back to the microprocessor
problem, a central frontier today in
processor design is heat conduction: the
current methods of conducting away heat are
not expected to last more than a decade.
NURBS are being used today to find out
effective ways to conduct away the immense
amount of heat generated: special materials
called Thermal Interface Materials, are
being developed and optimized to have
order-of-magnitude improvements in heat
transfer.

Yet, ask any Mech student coming
out of a grueling session of Machine
Drawing, and the last thing he'd put in his
list of "Ideas that have helped mankind"
would be CAD.

The Planar Transistor Etching Process "
8, FR 3]

The story of the Traitorous Eight and
Fairchild Semiconductor is one of the most
engrossing ones in all of modern
technological history. In a nutshell, a
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brilliant but extremely domineering Bell
Labs scientist by name William Shockley
invented the junction transistor in 1951.
Soon, he left Bell Labs to start his company,

Shockley = Semiconductor  Labs, and
proceeded to hire the best and brightest
graduates from engineering  schools.

Shockley is now remembered as the "man
who brought silicon to Silicon Valley". The
firm was successful at first, but the young
scientists couldn't tolerate Shockley's hostile
attitude, and eight of them ("The Traitorous
Eight") deserted and joined a small firm by
name Fairchild semiconductor.

Very soon after that, one of the
Traitorous Eight, Jean Hoerni invented a
revolutionary method of etching
components, called the Planar Etching
process. The claim to fame of this approach
was that the entire circuit was laid out in 2-
D, that allowed the use of concepts from
photography like film negatives. It was so
amazingly successful that it instantly made
all other transistor designs obsolete. A
company by name Philco had built a $40
million plant (remember, 1960s) to produce
Germanium transistors that were rendered
totally obsolete by this one technology.
Every other transistor company either
copied or licensed this process, and it
continues to be of relevance even today!

The original Eight later went on to
create their own companies, and some of the
best Electronics brands we know come from
here: Intel (Gordon Moore and Robert
Noyce), AMD (Jerry Sanders and Ed
Turney) and KPCB - a venture capitalist
firm that initial
Amazon.com, Electronic

investor in
Arts,

was an
AOL,
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Google, Intuit, Macromedia,
Quantum, and Sun Microsystems.

Netscape,

Did the entire Electronics-(and hence
Information-) Revolution hinge on a group
of people not being able to tolerate a hostile,
domineering man?

The Simplex Method > "®

One of the most common 'positive
thinking' legends is this: A young student
comes late to class, and notices two
problems written on the blackboard. He
assumes they are homework, and writes
them down. He goes back home and tries
very hard, and is able to solve them, but
alas, the deadline is past. He reluctantly
gives his work to the Professor anyway, and
soon the Professor is at his door, asking him
about his amazing achievement! Unlike
most legends, this one is actually true, and
the student was George Dantzig, the father
of Linear Programming.

Dantzig

was the son of a
mathematician,
and joined the Air
Force Statistical
Control just
before World
War II. Back
then, there was
no reporting
system on the
status of  the

planes in the fleet. Dantzig soon worked out
an elaborate system of analyzing the number
of planes, sorties, bombs, and
resources, and gained a lot of experience in
expressing real-world problems of statistical

routes
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control in a mathematical model. One of the
most important problems of that time was
the acute shortage of computer resources. In
fact, a "computer" was a young girl with a
desk calculator, who'd crunch numbers on
cards following a specified algorithm, and
pass it on to the next girl in series.

In 1947, Dantzig developed a
method called the Simplex method to solve
linear programming problems. Linear
Programming (LP) and Simplex were the
perfect combination: LP could be used to
model a reasonably complex system, and the
Simplex algorithm could be used to solve an
LP in a reasonable amount of time. Many
accurate complicated models existed, but
they were of no use because they could
never be solved for an optimum solution; LP
was in fact an anachronism, and its real
claim to fame was the Simplex method
which could actually produce tangible
results!

The rest, as they say, is history. An
explosion of applications followed, in fields
as diverse as economics to metallurgy: LP
and Simplex were used in applications
ranging from evaluation iron ores to
exploring energy policy alternatives to
refinery scheduling to assigning personnel to
jobs. Of all the remarkable advancements in
technology and ideas to have come out of
World War II, Simplex rates among the very
top.

Endorphins "R

Have you seen any of the ads for
sleeping pills? Almost all of them carry a
statutory warning that they may cause
addiction. This was exactly the problem
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being faced by pharmaceutical companies in
the 1970s with regard to painkillers. The
only effective painkiller known at that time
was Morphine, but
addictive. It was estimated that there were
more than 20 million chronic pain sufferers
in the US alone, but not a single drug on the
market could help them.

it was extremely

It was at this time that John Hughes
and Hans Kosterlitz, working in a very
poorly funded lab in Scotland, discovered
that pig's brains contained a substance that
was like morphine. News soon reached the
US, and suddenly, the prospects were
humungous: if the brain itself regulated pain
and pleasure with chemicals, those
chemicals could be artificially synthesized
and used with no harm! Soon, the pace of
the research reached enormous scales with
every high-tech lab in the US conducting
extensive studies. It was identified that the
"endorphin" - "endogenous morphine" was a
chain of amino acids, and the race was on to
discover the exact sequence.

It was in 1975 that Hans Kosterlitz
and John Hughes made the final connection:
they decoded the exact sequence of amino

acids, and demonstrated the action of
endorphins on  living tissue.  This
achievement totally changed the way

scientists looked at pain and pleasure in the
mechanism of the brain, and spawned
pharmaceutical research worth the order of
hundreds of billions of dollars.
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Further Reading

1. Master mind: The Rise and Fall of Fritz Haber,
the Nobel Laureate Who Launched the Age of
Chemical Warfare
http://www.amazon.com/Master-Mind-Laureate-
Launched-Chemical/dp/0060562722

2. An excellent introduction to NURBS, for anyone
serious on CAD and geometric modeling:
Introduction to NURBS with Historical
Perspective by DavidRogers

http://www.amazon.com/Introduction-NURBS-
Historical-Perspective-

Kaufmann/dp/1558606696

3. The Wikipedia page on William Shockley :

nearly every outgoing link is a gem
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/William_Shockley

4. An interview with  George  Dantzig:
http://www.jstor.org/view/07468342/di020723/0
2p00026/0

5. The enchanting tale of the discovery of
endorphins: Anatomy of a Scientific Discovery
by Jeff Goldberg:
http://www.amazon.com/Anatomy-Scientific-
Discovery-Jeff-Goldberg/dp/0553346318

6. The History of Neuroscience: a timeline:
http://faculty.washington.edu/chudler/hist.html
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Convocated!

Geriatrix is the oldest among the inhabitants of Gaul. And somebody just thought, “Why not give him a
retirement?” Since he is the grand old man, there has to be a grand ceremony for the retirement. He
claims retirement is the beginning of a new life, and Shakespeare didn’t call it the “second childhood” for

nothing.

I hate goodbyes. In my ideal world,
people would meet with a hoop and a hurrah
but when it comes to farewells, they would
just mumble it or better just nod! “I grunt
my farewell” is my motto. But if there is a
meeting there has to be a departure (duality
you see) and my reaction to this necessary
evil is to put on a blasé expression and spout
pithy words like “Life is too short for
goodbyes” or a re-assuring “It is a small

world...” or a Mafiosi-like “We will meet
again”. But the truth is I hate goodbyes. The
reason 1is mostly selfish. “Goodbyes”
indicate a transition, moving to new

environs, change and most worryingly, new
people. What if you never really meet
people whose wavelength doesn’t match
with yours? Therefore, I reasoned, why
dwell on things that remind you of the
change? Once my viva got over I hurriedly
packed my luggage and headed home.
(Okay, I admit, I stayed for one more day
after the viva. May I rot in CCW hell!)

When I saw the mail asking us to
confirm our participation in the convocation,
I was torn. My fear of goodbyes still
persisted but then again, it is a Convocation!
As a wag once remarked, “Sometimes
marriages may occur twice, but Convocation
occurs only once!” Suitably convinced by
such bad logic, I booked a ticket on the
Airavatha service of KSRTC and waited in
anticipation for the day.
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Like all best laid plans, this one had
its potential of going gang-aft agley. You
see | was doing the first term of my post
graduation and like most first terms there
was quite some work to be done and the
Damocles sword of “surprise quizzes”
hanging over my head. An obscure
psychological study once found that a
statistically significant proportion of those
who hated surprises generally had once been
subjected to surprises quizzes. There is of
course the case of the lady-from-a-reputed-
business- school who broke off her
engagement and ran to the library when her
fiancé shouted
“surprise”  on

Valentine’s
Day!

Anyway,
the plunge was
taken with a
brave heart and
it was sure
worth it! The
convocation is a
ceremony basically, but like all ceremonies
the rituals and the solemnity of the occasion
ordain a certain halo to it. I eagerly went to
collect my gown and I was a tad bit
disappointed to discover that undergraduates
do not get tassels.

The Convocation started off with the
dignitaries walking in to the tune of what
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was called a Police Band. As the Chief
Guest Dr.R. Chidamabaram, the Director,
Deans and HoDs walked on to the stage, in
their wizard like flowing gowns, for a brief
moment, one got a sense of history and the
import of the ceremony itself.

A digression now-it is  very
interesting to speculate on the evolution of
the University system since many of the
rituals (if you can call it that) in the
Convocation do not fit into an Indian
context at all. The use of Latin, the robes
themselves and the whole atmosphere all
seem to be vestiges of practises dating to
perhaps, the Renaissance.

And therein lays an interesting
paradox. Modern thought and education
often portray religious education and
scientific education as opposites. The
argument is often reduced to one of Rational
Vs. Irrational. But during the Renaissance,
some of the biggest advances in intellectual
thought were made by monks. Gregor
Mendel of the Theory of Heredity is perhaps
the most famous monk-scientist. Another
one | recently came across was a Francisan
Friar named Luca Pacioli, referred to as the
Father of Accounting, for inventing the
double entry book keeping system. Bayes’
Theorem is named after a Reverend Thomas
Bayes.

I remember reading numerous other
names which keep cropping up, especially in
achievements related to mathematics. A
possible reason could be that before the
invention of printing, it was the job of
monasteries to make copies of the ancient
tomes of Egypt, Greece and Rome.
Therefore, monks had an almost exclusive
access to these works of great intellectual
achievement. Therefore, monasteries may
have played more important roles as centres
of education.
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Then why this divorce between
Science and Religion and when did it occur?
One can speculate that the separation of
Science from Religion had to do something
with the notion of separating Church from
State which in turn traces its origins to the
French Revolution. An interesting question
arises: Were the persecution stories of
Galileo and Copernicus played up by
ideological forces interested in the
separation of state and church?

Aah... history is never simple. I think
we are too conditioned by the concept of a
mathematical proof and therefore, when we
look for “proof” in other subjects we tend to
define it in mathematical terms. However,
such a proof requires an absolute,
independent framework to start with. With
history, we just do not have that! Biases are
built into the very structure of historical
study. As a consequence, a logically
rigorous approach to history, while
intellectually stimulating, is prone to be
futile!

Anyway, as | was saying before, any
sense of history was only momentary. In the
bare and functional architecture of SAC, it is
really difficult to feel anything more than
the urge to play badminton.

The function began and most of us
were reeling from the heat and suffocation
and looking frequently at the program to see
when we could get our degrees, the coveted
IIT chaapa!

One of the expected highlights from
a Convocation is the speech from the Chief
Guest and I felt that as speeches go, the one
by Dr.R.Chidamabaram was a tad bit
disappointing. Please do not get me wrong. I
am in no way competent to comment
nonchalantly of a person with quite an
impressive list of achievements and that too,
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a physicist. (I have always held the view that
Physics is the only subject worth studying at
school level) But I have always felt that
once these big scientists reach a certain
level, the intellectual sharpness and
ruthlessness seem to reduce and is replaced
by an ambiguity in approach that would give
a complex to MBAs! But then again my
dissatisfaction with the speech could be a
reflection of my own biases.

I think there are three formulaic
approaches which would definitely work for
Convocation Speeches. One approach is to
convey a gung-ho “Go get ‘em tiger, but
watch out for a couple of things” kind of
speech. I am reminded of one by Azim
Premji at a Convocation at IIMA. The other
one is take a reflective, nostalgia tinged
approach. A good example would be Steve
Jobs’ “Connecting the Dots” speech. Baz
Luhrman’s “Everybody is free to wear
sunscreen” is the absolute gem in this
department and few can better this! The
approach I prefer is to be provocative. Raise
an issue, ruffle a couple of feathers, never
hurts as long as you are perfectly rational in
the process. There was an internet hoax
which alleged that Larry Ellison of Oracle
got on to podium at Harvard and said that
the top 10 richest people in the Forbes’ list
were dropouts! While the speech was
definitely not true and I am not too sure
about the factoid, just imagine the effect it
would have had!
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Finally, after the Madam Registrar
proposed that “..One Thousand three
hundred and ten degrees be given out in
person or in absentia”, the Director started
awarding the degrees.

The IITM degree certificate is
extremely well done and one spends the
initial moment literally basking in the
reflected glory. After marvelling at one’s
photo, a curious feeling of having “done
something” sets in. I say curious because
one hasn’t really done anything solid, if you
think about it. This is just the first step to
making things or doing things or blazing
trails. But a sweet, pleasant feeling
permeates the body and a genuine feeling of
triumph is felt.

However, I must admit one thing
now. I felt pangs of jealousy during the part
where they gave out the medals for various
achievements. While I have the highest
regards for all the winners and as usual the
awards reflected the best of the student
community, the negative feelings were a
reminder of how screwed up my priorities
had been. So why don’t we do things in
reverse and make the incoming batch sit for
the convocation? This way they can get a
feel of what they are going to get at the end
of the process! But jokes apart, the
convocation was an awesome experience
and it was really satisfying just being there.

WWW, PHDCOMICS, COM
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The Lost Dream

Obelix is not just about the size. He lives his life on menhirs, and that’s what he has in his mind all the
time. And there are deep reasons behind why Getafix won'’t give him a taste of the magic potion. He
writes here, about his menhir passion and what he really thinks about them, of course, after being into
menhirs for so long. More than just roast wild boar here!

Siddarth "Pseuba” Shankar

I can't believe myself sometimes, when
I can't wake up in time for an 8 am class.
After all, I am the same person, who, never
missed a class and in fact wasn't late even
once for those JEE prep classes, despite the
fact that they started at 4.30 in the morning!
It was a good 14 km from where I lived, so I
needed to get up at 3 in order to reach in
time. And I did. For 2 years. No excuses. No
grudges. We'd have classes from 2 till 8 in
the evening, it'd be 9 when I reached home,
and I'd have a morning class the next day.
We'd have to turn in an assignment by then,
or we'd be in trouble (that translates as
getting physically and verbally abused). I'd
sit till 11.30 to finish most of it and go to
bed. At 3, the alarm would signal dawn,
before any rooster could wake up. The day
had begun. Later, in the evening, while all
my 'saner’ friends from school were playing
cricket and living a perfectly normal life, I
would be sitting in a shed-roofed room with
60 other like-minded caged souls, listening
in rapt attention to people who treated you
like you were a Jew at Auschwitz (except
for the gas chambers). "We do it for your
good", they'd say and you'd believe every
syllable they said. You wouldn't talk
between classes, because you knew that if
you did, you would be in deep trouble, to
say nothing of talking during class. You
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weren't allowed to wear t-shirts, shoes,
jeans, or anything that looked remotely
non-ugly. "It's all for the best. Life at IIT is
going to be amazing and worth every
sacrifice now", I would tell myself.

Fast forward three years. I find
myself where I thought I wanted to be-
where 1 was desperate to be; the land of
milk and honey, Valhalla, Zion. Call it
what you will. But some things have
changed. I do wear t-shirts most of the time
now. [ don't attend morning classes
(morning has 'grown up' a little - it now
means 0800), and give bad excuses (my
faculties of creativity have taken a hit too).
Where 1 would solve Irodov in my free
time, I instead visit youtube and orkut, and
wallow in dc++. Academics? Yeah, right. 6
courses on average, one night-out per quiz
and end-sem, so that comes to less than 3
weeks of actual work during a semester.
What about the remaining 9 weeks? Well,
its party time — sporting activities, LitSoc,
not to forget LAN gaming — to be honest, I
hardly feel that I study engineering. Not to
say that all these activities are bad — some
of them are essential in making us complete
in all aspects (even the gaming helps a
little), but I think most of us get a little too
carried

away by our extra-curricular
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activities and hobbies. It is almost
impossible to find people who are not
willing to bunk classes for more 'important’
work.

The other day, one of our professors,
disgruntled by the total lack of enthusiasm
in the masses(not a single soul in the class
has read up about something that he had
asked us to) had this to say to a bunch of us
(in the context of diminishing attendance
and class participation), "Guys you don't
seem to have any ambitions in life. Most of
you just seem to be going through the
motions, without realizing that this is
perhaps the most exciting part of your lives.
Have a dream. It is tragic if you've lost
yours already."

Now for some reason that really
struck me. I suddenly realized that I had no
dream; I was struggling to find one, but just
couldn't. It had started out well, with an
initial flourish in the first semester,
accompanied by high enthusiasm and
motivation levels. But soon, the
transformation occurred. Where once, 1
would not miss a single day of coaching, I
found myself sucked into the paradise of the
'grand slam'. Till 2004, I was crystal clear on
what I wanted and it was just one thing —
getting into IIT. Now, I was totally clueless.
Didn't have any direction, didn't know where
I was headed. Quizzes came and went with
the mandatory night-outs being put;
assignments were copied without remorse
and guilt and with a ruthlessness that would
make an army general proud - often one
didn't even know what question one was
answering; lab sessions were hated as they
ate up the entire afternoon.
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But was this because I didn't have a
dream? Surely the explanation that is
usually given — professors are uninterested,
courses are boring, questions are repeated —
i.e. it is the system that drives us into being
the way we are, and we are not responsible,
is true, isn't it? It definitely is very
comforting and takes away all feelings of
guilt and remorse. But the truth needs to be
verified objectively. I will not delve into
that, as it has been analyzed to a great
length by many people already, and needs
no first-hand analysis. But what hit me that
day when he said those words, was that I
was willing to live under the shell that this
offered (one of immense freedom), and
continue to live my life unconcerned by
what was going on. Surely, at the end of the
day, the result was that 1 wasn't getting
trained to be the best engineer in the
country (normatively), but what stunned me
more, was that I couldn't care less! Life just
went on, and I prided myself in what I was
accomplishing outside the classroom, while
downplaying the problems that I had in
class.

I get the feeling that I'm doing all
those things that I've wanted to do all my
life (and especially during the JEE prep
years), which is extremely gratifying, but
the problem is that there 1is no
accountability. For four years (take that as
an euphemism for the
undergraduate life, anything between 4 and
7) we do almost exactly what we want,
with no one asking any questions and just
preserving that double decimal number
between 5 and 10 for the resume. I'm not
saying that academics should rule the roost
and we should be mugging till our eyes pop

years  of
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out, like our JEE days. But the level of
seriousness most of us exhibit for academics
is quite appalling, to say the least. The
freedom that we have here is great, and we
are fortunate that we have so much of it. But
freedom is sometimes like a greedy vulture
— the more you have, the more you want.
For instance, we complain about 75%
attendance when there are colleges out there
where turning up jeans-clad to class could
have you suspended. I think we often forget
how wonderfully lucky we are to be
studying in a place like this.

It 1s precisely this nonchalant
attitude, that I believe is the biggest problem
facing me today — I simply am not bothered
about academics as much as I think I should.
No, it's not about getting S in all courses, it's
more about that passion for engineering that
I think I should have — somewhere, I know
that 1 have lost that passion. I remember
feeling thrilled whenever I solved a tough
problem from Irodov those days, but that is
a feeling that I haven't experienced in a long
time. I think today, I am happier when my
hostel wins a LitSoc event, than when I
finish a tough assignment problem, and am
delighted that I have so much of ‘'hostel
spirit'. Questions keep propping up in mind
— is this a natural transformation in
prioritizing that is an inevitability, or is this
a mindset problem that needs to be
addressed?

There's a saying that life in IIT as a
process of self discovery, where you realize
what you like the best and are good at, and
then go out and achieve it. Well, I think that
it is certainly what happens here. All of us
who graduate from here do end up being
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successful, one way or the other, and are
quite happy with how we turn out. But I
don't know if this is right. Deep inside,
there is a feeling that I have betrayed
someone — I don't comprehend why. Maybe
there is an unfortunate kid out there who
didn't make it to IIT, but who loves fluid
dynamics and would have made a great
aerospace engineer. [ was supposedly better
on one day in May 2004, and so I am here
and he (/she) isn't. Somehow I feel that I
have some responsibility towards making
the opportunity that I have denied someone
else, count. The least I can do is at least
pretend that courses are important, and
pretend that I am really concerned about
how good an engineer I become. Maybe
that sort of pretension will lessen my guilt,
at least for now. But in the long run, if I
ever meet that same guy face to face, I don't
know what to say. Will I have the heart to
admit it and tell him that [ have squandered
all the opportunities that I got, and acted
that I was enjoying my vocation, and so
became an actor after graduating from
college? I am not sure that I will be able to
say that. But then, I hope that day never
comes.

Maybe this is how it should be. Life is quite
a struggle, and I deserve every bit of what I
have earned thus far. If someone lost out,
it's his fault and bad luck. I don't need to
feel sorry for the thousands who didn't
struggle as hard as I did to get here. It's my
business to make the best of this situation,
no matter where that may take me. I don't
see this issue being resolved in the near
future, but as it so often manages to do, life
goes on, just the way it is......
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(Bus)iness as Usual

Vital relationitix has grown into a legend in his village. He is there to show his skill whenever the
village fairs happens. The gift of the gab abounds in him like honey in a hive. These days he plies
his trade in counties far and wide. Vital has been plagued by the infrequent local travel
arrangements and has threatened to remain incommunicado till something concrete is done

about it.

Anand "Ducky” Natarajan

With the rapid growth of cities
everywhere in the world, and also the
migration towards the cities of huge
masses of population, the infrastructure of
any city is inevitably strained. Nowhere
more visibly than in Chennai where, as
anyone who has tried knows, it’s a
humongous effort to get from Point A to
Point B (Politically correct way of saying
Insti to Sathyam Cineplex, and vice versa).

But this is not a scathing attack on
the haplessness of whoever is in charge of
the city buses in dealing with this
situation. That’s what national newspapers
did/have been doing/will continue to do.
Forever and ever, to quote from the very
relevantly titled Pink Floyd song, ‘High
Hopes’. However one wonders if another
transport system, operating in the much
smaller area of our campus and catering to
about a thousandth of the population of
Chennai, cannot do any better.

All of us have been through this
scene at least once- Waking up to find the
clock showing 7:50, pulling on the nearest
piece of clothing that has survived the last
Holi, do the morning duties, not even think
about making that journey to the next
country to eat breakfast in that blunder that
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lives up to its name, rushing downstairs to
the cycle stand only to find your rear tire
as flat as Pamela Anderson’s profile
before she got herself her own Silicone
Valley. The time for the shock and the
Pamela Anderson thoughts to wear off are
about the same, but those precious few
seconds are enough to make you miss the
“7:55 Departments fast’ from the Jam bus-
stop- Mumbai local trains’
terminology. And of course if you’re from
Mandak, Alak or Tapti, you might as well
forget even catching sight of the bus.
Don’t worry, for the others, watching the
back of the bus accelerating away in a
dust-trail isn’t any more comforting.

to use

Sure, all you die-hard supporters of
the impeccable system of the Institute bus
service will say that there IS another one
that leaves around 8:05 A.M, ostensibly
based on the principle of ‘Better late than
never’. But the average student cannot go
and use that line with the professor who
takes attendance between 7:59 and 8:01.
Especially when it that day’s
attendance that was going to take him
from 73.5% to 75% for the sem
(Disclaimer: The use of ‘him’ is totally
justified in this case because the ladies
only need to come out of their hostels and

was
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stumble over a rock and they’re in class.
The ‘him’ therefore is no reflection on the
author’s view on the sex ratio in the insti).
Of course, one must concede that this bus
too is usually full, if not fuller than the
earlier one. Which brings us to the next
inexplicable thought process.

It is indeed appreciable that as the
foremost technical institute of the country,
we have taken the effort towards a greener
world based on renewable power with the
use of the battery-powered vehicles.
However, these buses hold approximately
15 people, 20 if few of our more
emaciated fellow students squeeze in.
Standing, apart from being prohibited in
these buses, is actually not possible. If
Gulliver had traveled in a bus in
Lilliputian-land, you know how he felt.
Brave (read desperate) souls still do
manage to cling on to some part of the bus
or other. As buses go, this one is unique in
another, less-publicized fact — the absence
of the conductor. Since the bus carries less
people than there are in the half-wing of a
hostel, it makes sense to shed the excess
baggage. But that the driver has to collect
this fare, invariably not get the right
amount, hunt about for change and give it
AND drive the bus is, I think, asking too
much of the poor chap. Multi-tasking of
this level when attempted on
Windows computer usually leads to that
amazing Brainchild of Mr. Gates crashing
without warning. I’'m sure God made a
much better processor in the form of the
human brain, but then, he didn’t put in a
Ctrl+Alt+Del escape strategy for us to
push it to its limit.

any

39

August 2007

There are two bigger, older buses —
behemoths which actually live up to the
title of ‘buses’. On some occasions one of
them can be spotted in this rush hour time
on the hostel-departments route. But at
most times, they are most active near the
hostel zone around 3 o’clock in the
afternoon, when even the monkeys are
asleep, so there’s no one to even ride on
top of the buses. At this very ‘busy’ time,
the huge orange-and-brown warhorse
comes lumbering in from GC or the main
gate, waits for approximately 6 and half
minutes at the Jam bus stop, and goes
lumbering back out with a maximum of
two occupants — usually a kid of about 10
years and his parent or nanny.

Not that it is rocket science or
anything, though I’m sure even that could
be figured out by most occupants of this
institution, but isn’t this a simple case of
matching demand and supply? Apart from
this morning rush, especially on quiz days,
there’re times in the evenings when you
just seem to wait for an eternity for a bus
at GC, and in the nights at the main gate.
And then there are the countless times
when three or four buses just wait, lined
up at the gate, and there’s none anywhere
else in the insti. If there is any sort of
schedule which regulates these
movements, | believe it has just beaten
The ICC Cricket World Cup 2007 for the
award of “Worst Schedule of the Century’.

Maybe there’re more
complications to this whole system that
I’m just not getting, but for the bus
schedule to be displayed, and actually
adhered to, doesn’t seem like asking for



The Fourth Estate

too much. And to at least operate more of
those little Hot Wheels toys they call buses
during the morning class hours. And to ask
some of those professors if they could
probably take the attendance at the end of
the class. And even to maybe let go of the
attendance rule. And about the LAN...
Ok, there, that’s asking for too much.
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But of course, this is just another
voice shouting from deep inside the valley
and hoping that someone up there on the
mountain will actually hear. If and till
anything happens, it’ll just be business as
usual.

people involved.

*Ducky’ indignation about the issue actually bore fruit and we did come to know just before this issue
went for print that a well-defined timetable for the buses has been compiled. A note of thanks to the

The [ITM Linux Users' Group (LUG for short) started as a mailing list
at linuxusers _iitm@googlegroups.com. It serves as a forum mostly for

finding solutions to problems faced while using Linux. However a need
was felt to discuss tools and techniques of making work easier as
well, rather than just solutions to technical problems, which is why
the group decided to meet up.

This semester, the group has met three times so far. The meetings
typically consist of a very informal talk on a topic that is targeted
at an audience of beginner to intermediate level of acquaintance with
Linux. Talks held so far were on "What is Linux and Open Source", "How
to install Ubuntu Linux" and a demo on GNUPIot - an open source
plotting tool. The past meetings have received a very good response
and many people have become regular attendees.

You may visit the LUG mailing list at
http://groups.google.com/group/linuxusers iitm

The LUG also has a Wiki at http://iitmlug.wiki-site.com which has

articles contributed my members.
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December Diaries

Sancho Hitasix hails from the same village as Vital relationtix. Extremely famous for having his
face on the local cutlery, Sancho is also a deft thrower of round objects and has made his villlage
and county proud quite a few times. Here he tells us about how he and his team snatched victory

from the jaws of defeat last December.

Dharik Sanchan

Amidst the scenic natural beauty of
mountains, lakes and the mighty
Brahmaputra flowing in the vicinity, one
could not have asked for a more inspiring
and a rich setting. The stage was set for
the 42" Inter IIT sports meet at IIT
Guwahati. After traveling the distances, all
the contingents of the various IITs arrived
in time for the meet. The opening
ceremony, on the 13" evening, was
marked by cultural events, including a
martial arts display which was well
appreciated by one and all.
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Moving to the action on the field, day
one saw fierce competition on all pitches,
in particular on the athletics tracks. The
much touted IIT Madras athletics team,
expecting to go for the gold, was in for a
surprise as the Bombay and Delhi teams
performed very well to take an early lead
on the tracks. Among the strong
performers from Maddu’s side (That’s
how IIT Madras is known among other
IITs!) was Gautam Ethiraj, who stamped
his authority on the 100m and 400m
events to be the lone shining star of the
Athletics team. Apart from the setbacks in
Athletics, day one went well for IITM,
with in all the first round
matches. However, the day was marred
with Maddu coming under the scanner of
the disciplinary committee for the “over
aggressive” cheering (with an icing of
expletives) on the part of the supporters.
Our contingent leader, Naresh Mehta
(a.k.a jAt) along with PTI members, set
out to correct things, by speaking to all
captains to keep their respective teams in
control.

victories

Day two saw the cricket team take
the field for its first match against gold
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favorites Kharagpur. A familiar batting
collapse, followed by an insipid bowling
performance saw IITM losing by 8
wickets. Things were not going as planned
even in other sports with Kanpur defeating
Madras in T.T too. However the volleyball
and hockey teams kept spirits alive with
their league

victories in

matches.

respective

The scene at the evening dinner was
pretty glum, especially for all the
cricketers, who were having forgettable
time receiving flak for their loss by the
rest of the contingent. Their next match
was against Bombay, the very next day,
and now having lost the first one, it had
become paramount for them to win to stay
alive in the tournament. At a team meeting
that night, harsh words were spoken;
people were reminded of the great legacy
behind and how it was their duty to keep
the IITM flag flying high.

The match against Bombay started
off on a positive note, with the madras
bowlers doing well to restrict the
opponents to 106 in 25 overs. The batting
was expected to get the job done without
too many glitches. However, things would
pan out totally differently, with familiar
batting order collapse taking the team to
tottering position of 65/8. But somehow,
by a miracle of god, the last wicket
partnership (between Dharik and Ravi
Teja) took the team home off the last ball,
thanks mainly to horrendous blunders
made by the Bombay team on the field,
who found the pressure situation too much
to handle.
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Thus the revival began! The contingent
was back to its buoyant mood, with
victories in others sports ensuring semi
final place births for all Madras teams.
Once again, “Who will win the
GC...Madras Madras” could be heard all
around the campus.

Meanwhile the cricketers, after
escaping from the clutches of defeat, had
an even more challenging task ahead of
them. They had to win their next league
match against the hosts, by a substantial
margin to get ahead of Bombay (on Net
run rate) to be part of the last four.

As the tournament progressed to its
final stages, it was becoming clear that the
General championship (Men) would be a
closely contested affair between Bombay
and Madras. At the semifinal stage,
Bombay was looking the stronger of the
two.

Simultaneously the women’s events
were also taking place, but there was only
one winner in them: Madras. With the
exception of T.T, the “Maddu” women
swept all the other events. The basketball
and athletics teams were in a league of
their own, with display of total dominance
in all the stages.

Madras managed to book a place in
the finals of all events with the exception
of volleyball and hockey. However, with
Bombay almost confirmed to sweep
athletics events, it was imperative for all
madras teams to win their respective
golds.
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The spirit of IITM was epitomized in
the football team performance. With a
number of key players injured (including
the captain), it was effectively a second
string side, which had a number of players
from the athletics team playing. But they
fought hard and displayed great courage in
every single game, to come up triumphs
overall for the second year running. The
finals against Kharagpur went to penalties
and our boys took them well to take the
gold. The emotion of the moment brought
a tear in the eye of more than one team
member. It was a tribute from the team to
its captain Bobo, who unfortunately broke
his wrist in the very first match of the
tournament.

The tennis team was at its clinical
best, with comfortable finals victory over
Bombay to seal the gold for the second
year running. Things were quite different
in the T.T arena, where Madras and
Kharagpur were battling it out for the
gold. However, the Maddu boys held their
nerves and emerged victorious. Bombay
avenged their defeat in Tennis by
sweeping the Badminton finals. The
Madras hockey team redeemed themselves
with a third place finish to deny Bombay
any points .However Bombay returned the
favour in the 3™ place match in volleyball.

With such a mix of results, the
momentum kept swinging from Bombay
to Madras and back to Madras again.
Meanwhile the cricket team put up a
professional display to beat Delhi and
book a place in the finals the next day. By
evening the equation was simple for
Madras: gold in Basketball and cricket
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would give us the GC by a tiny margin of
two points.

The basketball final
Bombay who had quite
“heavyweights” in their team.

was against

a few

The impregnable Madras defense lead
by captain Porko, once again stuck it out,
and beat Bombay by their sheer pace to
emerge winners. The celebrations that
followed were unique, with everyone
(literally) dancing to Porko’s tune! The
festive mood continued into the evening
with director’s dinner, where people let
their guard off and danced to popular
numbers and eased out after what had been
a demanding week, both physically and
mentally.

So Inter IIT came to end...Oh no it
didn’t! There was a cricket final still to be
played the next day, which would
determine where the GC was headed.
Kanpur had upset the favourites
Kharagpur, which set up a clash with
Maddu for the gold.

For the past couple of years Kanpur
emerged as Madras’s bogey team, but
things were to be different this time
around. The whole Madras contingent
turned up to support their cricketers, with
stakes of the match being more than just
the gold up for grabs.

It was a tame final in the end, with
Madras winning comfortably by nine
wickets. As the winning runs were scored,
the whole contingent burst on to the field,
ecstatic to have snatched the GC from the
hands of Bombay! For the cricketers it was
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a much more than a gold. It was
redemption for last year’s humiliation at
Roorkee. And to add to it, the manner in
which they improved game after game was
truly testimony to the fighting spirit of
every single player.
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So finally Madras had got back what it
longed for: the General championship. The
bad memories of the previous years have
been successfully erased and a new
chapter in the Inter IIT saga began. In
every sense it was a special Inter IIT.

OUT OF SCHOOL, INTO ARTS...IIT M.A.DRAS

In August 2006, IIT-Madras became the first among its peers to launch an innovative five-year
integrated M.A programme — a unique instance of the Centre funding under-graduate
humanities education in India. The department of Humanities and Social Sciences was one of
the firsts established at the institute, and with this course, it finally has a batch of 30 of its

very own under-grads.

Initial courses in fields as varied as Anthropology, Life Sciences and Philosophy provide the
students a firm grounding prior to specialization (Development Studies/Economics/English
Studies) the third year onwards. Common courses with students of the engineering and
management departments allow for valuable interaction that would have otherwise been
missed out on in a liberal arts college. Importantly, the department's Research and Discussion
Forum also brings in eminent speakers affording the students valuable exposure in diverse
spheres, ranging from neuro-linguistics to art appreciation to story-telling.

Be it the sports scene, Lit-Soc events or Department to-do's, the first batch has already made

its mark through heavy involvement. The highly "enthu gumbahal" is active off-campus as

well, participating in youth groups and working with bodies such as AIESEC and PUCL. Having

just started out, the programme is still evolving and incorporating new elements every day.

Its all-encompassing, multi-dimensional purview is being realised and the IITs have come

another step closer to achieving their aim of holistic excellence in education — technical or

otherwise
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Home N’ Away

One of the books in our wonderful series is Asterix at the Olympic Games. Asterix did win
because all the Romans took magic potion that was dyed blue. But if you remember well, only
Asterix took part, among the Gauls. This, of course, was noted by the authorities and it was
decided that there be a smaller version of the Olympics - in Gaul.

Manoj ‘malena’ bharadwaj

Ever heard of the quote “if the
mountain will not come to Mohammed,
Mohammed will go to the mountain™?
Err....the converse is actually true in the
case of the average IITian losing interest
in anything more than ten yards from his
doorstep (that is anything except a girl or
an eatery).

Hmm...so what’s the fuss about the
average IITian? The fuss is that, due to
the advent of that ever debatable thing
called LAN into the campus about 4years
ago, the guy has lost interest in many
things that his ancestors craved for-the
OAT, the SANGAM clashes between
rival hostels, the SCHROETER glory etc.
Nostalgic 5t years speak fondly of those
good old days when inter-hostel debates
were held in the OAT, when Chemplast
was packed with  slogan-shouting
supporters of each of the teams and of that
Sangam cricket final between Godav and
Saras (read as Pakistan and India
respectively) where the cheering was
taken to new heights (or lows?) by using
mikes by both hostels!

All these make for a wonderful
bedtime story, don’t they? That’s the sad
part...they make a wonderful bedtime
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story despite being true to the core. So,
that’s why a few enthu sports secretaries
got together this time and decided that if
junta don’t come to the fields to witness
matches, then the matches will come to
junta! (Now u know why the mohammed
anti-simile)

Inspired by the manifesto of
Dharik when he stood for the insti sports
sec post last year, these guys organized a
few matches-called THE HOME °N’
AWAY matches. And it is a runaway hit!
Held in the quadrangle of each hostel, the
passion these matches evoked so far has
been really promising. And, since each of
the two playing hostels plays host to the
game when the match is played in their
quadrangle, they are expected to be good
hosts or else they will be met with the
same treatment or- worse than that-better
treatment! Maybe this will teach everyone
not only to be passionate about the game
but also to cultivate good sportsmanship.
The advent of LAN made the asses of
many a student so heavy that it takes a
monumental effort for them to get up
from the chair in front of their comps and
drag themselves to the fields.
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Maybe Home’n’away matches are
what they needed to make them realize
what they are missing and what the
computer and LAN cannot offer them.
Perhaps there will be a day in the near
future when the now bedtime stories
become reality again. Perhaps the good
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old days will come back with new vigor.
Perhaps the sports (and debates) will take
their rightful place-which is certainly
above where the LAN rests right now.
Perhaps I will see those days in my time.
Perhaps I am being too optimistic.

MIKE AT THE CAREER
CENTER:

(LL BE WONEST, )
MIKE, TS HOT A
GREAT TIME FOR
P.T.s W THE JOB
MARKET EIGHT
HoW.

&

THERE WiLL ALWAYS BE

BUT DON'T WORRY,

& HEED FOR PEOPLE
WITH ADVANCED
DESREES M OBSCURE,
ESOTERIC FELDS OF
STUDY LIKE YOURSELF,

WiWW.PHDCOMICS, COM

MiKE, Do You
EVER FEEL LIKE
YOoUR RESEARCH
1S POINTLESS OR

INSIGHIFICANT?

| MEARN HOBODY
EMBER

INSHSHIFICANT, MY

EESEARCH MIGHT

EVENTUALLY HAVE
IMPORTANT

REPERCUSSIOHS?
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Crossie

Nirmal Raj

CLUES.

1, Passing remark in American browser taken by
rough dim nod. (5, 8)

2, A measure of fluorine escapes neon gas. (5)

3, Furnish the northern state with sheath for
small arms. (9)

4, Alliance of two specialists and one
Englishman. (7)

5, Reportedly old trick. (5)

6, Mathematician in Chile tried subtracting
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Euler's constant in Permutations. (9)

7, Inflammation, fiddlesticks! Be silent now! (6,
5)

8, Many a beginning core of steak and chops
fried. (6)

9, Position, say, about ancient city. (7)

10, In the thick of the morning festival... (4)
11, ...visage of Dracula, for instance, on a
Cannes festival leaving second. (11)

12, He makes, inter alia, 15, to require the
French monsieur. (9)



The Fourth Estate

13, Blue metal deposits around a calcium tree.
®)

14, Ran quickly on toes, collided with doc. (7)
15, In elation, we tear our trousers. (9)

16, Troop extremely enthusiastic to the man near
the grass field, one hears. (7)

17, He interacts by polar curve! (9)

18, Dead right: Gore extending to the side. (7)
19, The grub churned out anal gas. (7)

20A, A minister unhinging initial support is a
person having nothing to stand on.(7)

20D, Afterthought at foot of metal peaks. (4)
21, Monstress doesn't reach climax with her
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monsters. (5)

22, European point accommodates link. (5)

23, Explosion prunes scrambled eggs. (9)

24, Eyeballs among Mexico culinary items? (5)
25, Discourage a semiconductor wash (7)

26, 24 stirred with a drop of turpentine acid (6)

27, Tongues speaking incomprehensibilities. (5,
3,5)

Thoughts

Pratyusha Mogalisetti

All the way.....

When I think of times

I spent in your presence,
Everything becomes a reason
To smile and let it widen.

And when I am with you,
This precious time, gives
Meaning to all life

Lived till this moment

And in days to come,
Whatever may come,

Anytime, anywhere,

I know you’re there for sure....

Now I can breathe in deep,

And feel fragrance in air sweep

My senses away to freedom,

For I learn a word of wisdom,

That the only thing that counts

Is to love and be loved

And when I know I’m taken care of,

I can only breathe deeper and smile wider.....
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“SIIOW”-By Orhan Pamuk

The in-house literature surveyor Shattofix always felt profound after reading the newest of books
from all over the world. Only this time, he agreed to share his thoughts on his latest read.

Shatajit Basu

You would have perhaps heard of
“Snow” as “that Turkish story that won the
Nobel Prize”. That is, but a slap on the face
of one of the finest voices to emerge out of
the contemporary Asian-Islamic world. A
very short review of this magnificent work
would be this: “The book oozes class, in
every anecdote, in every chapter and in
every paragraph. Read it.”

m HAN PAMUK

Show

Snow is a story that encompasses
not so much the modern day Turkey with
its spunky new sky scrapers and sprawling
soccer stadia, as its more timid, rural and
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religious countryside and its people who
are at conflict-a conflict with religion
leading to a conflict of identity. The book
explores the difficulties faced by a nation
torn between tradition, religion, and
modernization. Set in the farthest East of
Turkey, the locals here are certain that in
Western eyes they're all considered
ignorant yokels. They suffer from a
dreadful inferiority complex, and feel that
they need to prove themselves to counter
the impression. Religion presents itself as
the easiest support to fall back and rely
upon.

The protagonist, Ka — returns to his
hometown — a remote town on the
Armenian border after spending years in
self imposed exile in Germany. His aim —
to write an article for the Western press
exploring the reasons for the sudden spurt
in suicides among school girls how this
might be connected to the fast spreading
Islamic fundamentalism in that region,
where the Islamic party is set to sweep the
local elections. He is shocked to find that
the girls had started committing suicide
ever since they had been banned from
wearing their religious scarves in schools —
a measure initiated by the government in
the name of secularism. The story is largely
based on the events that follow — a
government sponsored rebellion to oust the
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Islamists, a glorified terrorist on the loose,
the woman of our protagonist’s dreams and
her history with the aforementioned
terrorist on the loose, followed by more
deaths, arrest, torture — and it all
culminating in the greatest conflict a man
can have the misfortune of facing:

Your woman or your country? Your
greatest desire or your faith?

I wouldn’t dream of ruining it for
you by revealing what happens from this
point on. Therefore, I end my summary
here, with a tiny suggestion — If you
haven’t read Snow, then read it and read it
now — and if you have — then give it
another read and ask yourselves the
questions posed in the following paragraph.

What truly enriches a work of
fiction, often more than the story itself - are
the questions and arguments that the author
asks of the reader, subliminally of course —
and it is this; that makes “Snow” among the
most thought provoking works of the
century, its significance amplified many
times over in the context of the current
East-West crisis and America’s war on
“terror”.

Ponder this. Have you
wondered if it might be possible for the
grand ideal of secularism itself, to at times
manifest itself as an agent of repression,
oppression and brutality? Is it secular of a
government to forcibly deny someone the
right to practice a tradition that his
ancestors have been following for
millennia? Can the act of an innocent
schoolgirl wearing her religious scarf
amount to her statement and support of

cver
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fundamentalism? Can ideological warfare
of this sort ignite the minds and hearts of
the gullible locals to rise in rebellion? And
if yes, then WHO is the real culprit? Draw a
parallel from the mess in Afghanistan —
who created the Taliban in the first place?
The very same country that is razing an
entire country to the ground to hunt for the
devils it had created. It is said “what goes
around comes around”. And this theme is
central to this book — how narrow minded
governments with ulterior motives can
conceive and nurture, often in their own
backyards — a devil, that one day would
engage the very same government in war,
violence and bloodshed, in acts that we
believe — amount to ‘Terrorism’.

A continuous theme of the novel is
the rancor felt by the local inhabitants
against anyone who has bettered himself
(like Ka) -let alone herself - by emigrating
to an undifferentiated "Europe" or by aping
European manners and attitudes. A
secondary version of this bitterness is the
suspicion of those left behind that they are
somehow not good enough. But this
mutates into the more consoling belief that
they are despised by the urbane. As I have
mentioned, it is this very belief that drives
them to religion — which is ironic since in
Turkey, the simplest way to attract the
government’s wrath is to seek solace from
religion.

The book has been described my
many as the ‘most lucid guide to Non-
Philosophy  ever  printed’.
Published in Turkey and Europe before
September 11, 2001, the novel has an
ominous prescience to it, and as the events

western
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unfold, Orhan Pamuk recreates the
environment in which extremist movements
originate and flourish, and in perhaps the
boldest attempt ever — tries to understand
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the roots of the most oft-quoted and
perhaps misunderstood word in the world
today — Terrorism.

Ye Who Stands Like a Rock

- Shreyas

Ye, who stands like a rock
Lend me thy ear,

Thou knows not the truth of life
It’s not always as thy wilt here,

Life, like river, halts never,

We drag along, even if we hate

Its stops for none, changes course whenever,
It wilt to mask herself as fate.

Ye, who stands like a rock,

Stuck in sands of past,

Thou shalt be reduced to pebbles,
Wander like a ship without mast,

Not stuck in past nor dragged to future
Gives thou the pleasure, thou seeks

Its flowing along with the present,

Joy lies where past and future meets,

Not regretting past nor fearing rapids to come,
Shalt make thee’s stay pleasant.

Thou shalt lie amongst many faceless tombs
If thou not seeks the beauty in present.

It’s not in standing like a rock,

Which one day life’s currents shalt mock,
Neither its in being dragged along,

And not appreciating life as a beautiful song
Joy lies in flowing like a fish,

Seeing life in thou and thou in life,

Then ye shalt see past as bygone’s and

Future married to thee’s present like a faithful wife.
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The Essential Guide to
Pink Floyd

If discretion and understatement would require a human form then Popix would be the best
candidate for it. It was after a cartload of threats and coercion that he relented and agreed to
illuminate the villagers on the why a certain group of people from the northern Isles deserve our

attention.

Varun 'Pops’ R

Who the hell are they? And what’s so
Pink about Floyd?

If you haven’t been living under a pebble
for most of your life, you would know that
they’re one of the biggest rock (pun not
intended) acts ever to have strummed their
wicked chords on this good planet. Calling
themselves Sigma 6, The Meggadeaths,
The Architectural Abdabs, The Screaming
Abdabs and the Adbabs at different points
in time, the finally settled on the name
Pink Floyd, named after two blues
musicians-Pink Anderson and the Floyd

council.
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Ok, who is this Syd Barett guy I keep
hearing about?

Syd Barrett was the original bandleader
of Pink Floyd and was the visionary
behind their seminal 1967 album The
Piper at the gates of dawn. Known for
his rampant experimentation with both
the guitar and psychedelic drugs he was
principally responsible for the other-
worldly sounds that set Pink Floyd apart.
And as you might expect, anyone who
created music by sliding a Zippo lighter
up and down a fret-board couldn’t be
right in the head. Soon after the first
album, his irregular behaviour and
constant consumption of hallucinogens
led to his removal from the band.

What’s Ummagumma??

Ummagumma, the band’s experimental
album contained some of the most self
indulgent music of the time. The title
supposedly is Cambridge slang for
‘getting jiggy’ with it. It
included a track by Roger Waters called
“Several Species of Small Furry Animals

umm...
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Gathered Together in a Cave and
Grooving with a Pict” which basically
comprised of Roger Waters’ voice played
at different speeds making him sound like
several species of small furry animals
gathered together in a cave and grooving
with a pict-whatever a pict is.

Who’s Seamus?

The band’s next album Meddle saw more
of their quirkiness come to light. We’ve all
heard of guitar solos, drum solos and vocal
solos. Seamus on Meddle has to be the
only instance of a dog solo. Roger Waters,
on hearing about his friend’s dog which
could howl along to a tune, promptly
composed this blues number for the
canine. It’s also one of those rare Pink
Floyd songs that showcase their blues
roots.

I heard Pink Floyd are cheapskates?

They must be. Apparently they only paid
30 bucks to Claire Torry who did a
fabulous job of the vocals on The Great
Gig In The Sky. Even the choir of the
Islington Green School, the kids you hear
chanting “We don’t need no education..,”
apparently did need some education. The
school was paid a paltry sum of 1000
pounds for the services of the entire choir.

Am I invited to the great gig in the sky?

We all are. As John Maynard Keynes
once said, “In the long run, we’re all
dead.”

What about commercial success?

You must be talking about The Dark Side
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of the Moon. It's the fifth highest selling
album of all time. With its radio friendly
songs and brilliantly philosophical lyrics
that retained mass appeal as well, it has
been hailed by fans and critics alike as
their masterpiece and made the
refracting prism a cultural icon.

The band members were big Monty
Python fans and some of the proceeds
from the sale of the album went towards
funding Monty Python and the Holy
Grail.

Why the hell did Roger Waters leave?

Every good thing comes to an end. And
after an era of increased control of the
band by Waters, an era which produced
classics like The Wall and Wish You
Were Here, the artistic and personal
differences between Dave and Roger
became too much to handle. Roger
dismissed PF as a 'spent force
creatively", surely a momentary lapse of
reason, packed his bags and made the
final cut.

PF sans Roger went on to record a few
more albums and go on a tour called
P.U.L.S.E.-arguably one of the best live
concerts ever.

What's this talk about a reunion?

Every rocker believes that rock and roll
can save the world. One can't be sure
about that, but the ideal brought Pink
Floyd back together. The original line up
of Pink Floyd with the exception of Syd
played a set of their all time greatest
songs for Live 8 on July 2nd, 2005. The
performance resulted in sales of their
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albums increasing ten-times. They've band “Disaster Area” on them as a
denied all suggestions of further reference to their grand and intricate
reunions however. But most fans still concert performances.

harbour hopes; after all, hanging on in

2
quiet desperation is the English way. So what are they up to now?

Last we've heard, Gilmour was on an

What does Douglas Adams have to do i i
island and Waters claims /¢'// do.

with them?

Douglas Adams was a close friend of One last thing... is there a Dark side

Dave Gilmour. When the three of the Moon?

rem.aining band members couldn’t There is no dark side of the Moon

decide a name for their 1994 album, really... as a matter of fact it's all dark.

Gilmour asked Adams to help. He

suggested the name “The Division Bell”. And  now that you have enough

Douglas Adams also paid tribute to Pink information to comfortably fake a

Floyd in his book “The Hitchhiker’s conversation about Pink Floyd. Go out

Guide to The Galaxy” by modeling the into the world you crazy diamond, and
shine.

Razor- sharp wit!
"Don’t be so humble - you are not that great."- Golda Meir, to a visiting diplomat.
"Happiness is good health and a bad memory."- Ingrid Bergman
"If everything is under control, you are going too slow."- Mario Andretti
“A patriot must always be ready to defend his country against his government."- Edward Abbey

"In Italy for thirty years under the Borgias they had warfare, terror, murder and bloodshed but they
produced Michelangelo, Leonardo da Vinci and the Renaissance. In Switzerland, they had brotherly
love; they had five hundred years of democracy and peace and what did they produce? The cuckoo
clock."- Orson Welles

"Never interrupt your enemy when he is making a mistake."- Napoleon Bonaparte
"University politics are vicious precisely because the stakes are so small."- Henry Kissinger

"Wit is educated insolence." - Aristotle
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