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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 42nd 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 13th evening, was 

marked by cultural events, including a 

martial arts display which was well 

appreciated by one and all. 

 

      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 victories 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. 

         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 

victories in their respective league 

matches.  

         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.  

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 3rd 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 

would give us the GC by a tiny margin of 

two points. 

    The basketball final was against 

Bombay who had quite a few 

“heavyweights” in their team. 

     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.  

    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 5th 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 

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 

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. 
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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 

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)  
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13, Blue metal deposits around a calcium tree. 

(5) 

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 

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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“Snow”-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.” 

 

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 

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 ever 

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 

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-

western Philosophy ever printed’. 

Published in Turkey and Europe before 

September 11, 2001, the novel has an 

ominous prescience to it, and as the events 
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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 

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. 

 

 



The Fourth Estate                                                                                                                                      August 2007 

52 

 

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. 

 

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 

umm… ‘getting jiggy’ with it. It 

included a track by Roger Waters called 

“Several Species of Small Furry Animals 
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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 

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 

denied all suggestions of further 

reunions however. But most fans still 

harbour hopes; after all, hanging on in 

quiet desperation is the English way. 

What does Douglas Adams have to do 

with them? 

Douglas Adams was a close friend of 

Dave Gilmour. When the three 

remaining band members couldn’t 

decide a name for their 1994 album, 

Gilmour asked Adams to help. He 

suggested the name “The Division Bell”.  

Douglas Adams also paid tribute to Pink 

Floyd in his book “The Hitchhiker’s 

Guide to The Galaxy” by modeling the 

band “Disaster Area” on them as a 

reference to their grand and intricate 

concert performances. 

So what are they up to now? 

Last we've heard, Gilmour was on an 

island and Waters claims It'll do. 

One last thing… is there a Dark side 

of the Moon? 

There is no dark side of the Moon 

really... as a matter of fact it's all dark. 

And now that you have enough 

information to comfortably fake a 

conversation about Pink Floyd.  Go out 

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 




