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Surabhi	wishes	everyone	a	very	Happy	New	Year	ahead	!

We	are	happy	to	announce	that	Surabhi	is	now	four	year	old.	

th
We	note	with	great	pride	and	satisfaction	the	5 	Convocation	of	IIST	was	held	on	September	14,	

2017.

While	reverently	remembering	the	earlier	Chancellors	of	IIST,	Dr.	APJA.	Kalam	and	Prof.	UR.	Rao	

who	have	left	us	bequeathing	to	us	a	glorious	heritage,	we	heartily	congratulate	and	welcome	

the	new	Chancellor,	Dr.	BN.	Suresh.	Not	only	is	he	a	veteran	of	high-standing	in	ISRO	but	he	

is,more	�ittingly,	the	Founder-Director	of	IIST.	He	has	been	honoured	with	the	ISRO	Lifetime	

Achievement	Award	2016.

We	are	also	happy	on	account	of	the	ISRO	Outstanding		Achievement	Award	2016	conferred	on	

Dr.	VK	Dadhwal,	Director	of	IIST.

A	distressing	event	on	August	31,	2017,	however,	reminded	us	that	the	unforgiving	space	leaves	

no	 room	 for	 complacency.	 Else,	why	 should	 our	workhorse,	 PSLV	 fail	 after	 39	 consecutive	

missions?	One	can't	be	too	careful	in	space	technology	!	

We	present	to	you	with	great	pleasure	this	issue	with	the	usual	fare,	thanks	to	the	boundless	

support	from	the	contributors	from	ISRO/DOS	fraternity.

With	best	wishes	to	all,

SURABHI

******
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This	 incident	dates	back	to	more	than	three	

decades.	 I	had	 joined	M/s	Kirloskar	electric	

company 	 a f ter 	 a 	 d ip loma 	 course 	 in	

mechanical	 engineering	 from	 a	 polytechnic.	

After	 a	 year	 of	 rigorous	 training	 under	 the	

Training	manager,	a	retired	wing	commander	

by	name,	Mr.	H.	P.	Hande,	most	of	the	diploma	

&	graduate	engineers	were	absorbed	by	the	

company	in	its	different	departments.

The	 training	 program	 at	 M/s	 Kirloskar	

electric	for	Diploma/Graduate	engineers	had	

a	great	name	in	those	days.	Diploma	engineers	

were	supposed	to	wear	a	grey	half	sleeve	shirt	

with	a	badge	on	pocket	showing	our	name	and	

our	engineer	counterparts	wore	a	pink	shirt.	

On	our	selection	as	trainees	we	were	asked	to	

buy	 the	 cloth	 from	 Mafatlal	 showroom	 on	

Sampige	Road,	Malleswaram,	Bangalore.	The	

diploma	 trainees	were	 paid	 a	 stipend	 of	 Rs	

600/-	per	month	and	engineers	were	paid	Rs	

1000/-	per	month.	The	selection	was	based	

on	 written	 test,	 group	 discussion	 and	 a	

technical	talk.	The	factory	started	at	7.30	AM.	

There	was	 a	 big	 clock	with	 a	 heavy	 lever	 to	

punch	our	entry	time.	On	a	yellow	card	time	of	

entry	was	printed	in	black	letters.	Three	times	

in	a	month	if	we	had	arrived	after	7.30	AM	we	

would	be	asked	to	meet	Manager-Training.	All	

of	us	were	scared	to	see	the	big	face	of	retired	

army	man.	Whenever	he	moved	around	in	the	

training	centre,	we	shivered	in	our	pants.	The	

discipline,	 punctuality	 and	 perseverance	 are	

the	 values	 I	 foster	 today	 and	 owe	 it	 to	 M/s	

Kirloskar	electric	company.

After	training	for	a	period	of	one	year,	we	were	

put	on	probation	for	another	year.	I	had	started	

working	 in	 Quality	 Assurance	 Department	

involved	in	basic	metrology	of	parts	of	motor,	

DC	machines,	etc.	I	and	other	few	of	my	batch	

mates	were	in	the	Central	Machine	shop.	We	

were	supposed	to	work	in	shifts	either	in	the	

morning,	starting	at	6.00	hours	or	afternoon	

starting	 at	 14.30	 hours.	 I	 had	 specially	

purchased	a	bicycle	to	suit	this	kind	of	timing.

I	 should	 mention	 a	 few	 interesting	 things	

before	 I	 proceed	 to	 the	main	 topic.	 In	 those	
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Applied	Optics	Area,
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days	 getting	 a	 job	 in	M/s	 Kirloskar	 Electric	

was	 known	 to	 be	 a	 good	 breakthrough	

considering	a	 few	other	companies	 like	M/s	

GKW,M/s	 L&T,M/s	 BFW,M/s	 Mysore	 lamps,	

etc.	M/s	Kirloskar	Electric	had	a	nice	canteen	

and	 food	 was	 exceptionally	 good;	 priced	 at	

just	 65	 paisa	 a	 lunch.	 The	 lunch	 included	

chapati	or	puri,	rice	and	hot	sambhar,	veggi,	

rasam,	curd,	butter	milk,	etc.	Coffee,	tea	and	

milk	were	given	at	15	paisa.	The	distance	to	

company	 from	 my	 residence	 was	 about	 5	

kilometers	 and	 cycling	 on	 traf�ic-free	 road	

was	 pleasant.	 The	 only	 issue	 was	 riding	

bicycle	 back	 home	 at	 22.30	 hours	 and	 the	

problem	 of	 stray	 dogs.	 Sometimes	 it	 so	

happened	that	even	after	reaching	home	I	had	

to	drive	my	bicycle	 further	because	of	 stray	

dogs	barking	at	me	and	not	allowing	me	to	get	

down.	 Oh!	 Real	 tough	 time.	 Today	 I	 don't	

remember	what	tricks	I	played	to	fool	those	

dogs	and	enter	the	house.	

Okay.	With	this	entire	preamble,	I	will	move	on	

to	 the	 title	 story,	 rather	 true	 incident	 that	

happened	in	my	professional	career.	In	those	

days	I	was	looking	after	shaft	line	of	machine	

shop	where	small,	medium	and	 large	motor	

and	 alternator	 shafts	 were	 turned	 on	 huge	

lathes.	Initially,	the	raw	stock	was	turned	on	

one	side	and	then	reversed	on	lathe	and	again	

turned.	 The	 turning,	 facing,	 threading,	

grooving,	 taper	 turning	 are	 some	 of	 the	

operations	 that	 are	 carried	 out	 on	 lathe	

machine.	 Lathe	 is	 a	 very	 common	 and	

essential	 machine	 tool	 in	 any	 work	 shop	

having	head	stock	on	one	end	and	tail	stock	on	

the	 other	 end.	 The	 work	 piece	 generally	 a	

cylindrical	one	is	held	between	the	two	ends	

and	rotated.	A	stationary	single	point	cutting	

tool	removes	the	stock	from	work	piece.	I	had	

to	inspect	a	host	of	parameters	like	extension	

diameter,	 grinding	 clearance,	 bearing	 step	

diameter,	 bearing	 shoulder,	 etc.	 Of	 all	 these	

measuring	 bearing	 shoulder	 was	 really	 a	

tough	task	particularly	for	large	motor	shafts,	

because	 the	 vernier	 caliper	 I	 carried	 for	

measurement	was	almost	of	my	height.	The	

gigantic	machine	operators	used	 to	 laugh	at	

me	carrying	this	instrument.			

Apart	 from	 conventional	 lathes	 there	 were	

also	special	purpose	vertical	turret	lathes	to	

turn	the	large	motor	body.	The	inner	surface	

and	diameter	need	to	be	machined	to	a	fairly	

good	accuracy	and	surface	 �inish	on	vertical	

turret	lathe.	This	line	of	machines	was	called	

body	line.	The	remaining	part	of	machine	shop	

included	 end	 cover	 line	 and	 some	 of	 the	

special	parts	were	also	machined	in	this	line.

One	 day	 as	 usual	 after	 listening	 to	 Vividh	

Bharati,	Bhakti	Geet	program	on	the	radio	in	

the	afternoon,	I	left	home	and	headed	towards	

factory.	On	reaching	the	machine	shop	I	came	

to	know	that	my	colleagues	handling	body	line	

and	 cover	 line	 were	 not	 going	 to	 attend	 to	

their	 job.	 They	were	 on	 leave.	 The	machine	

shop	 supervisor	 who	 generally	 handles	 the	

production	schedules,	allots	work	to	machine	

operators	requested	me	to	take	care	of	these	

two	 line	 in	addition	to	my	regular	shaft	 line	

work.	I	just	said	okay	and	went	on	to	see	the	

work	going	on	in	different	machines.

On	 one	 of	 the	 capstan	 and	 turret	 lathes,	 a	

machine 	 where 	 once 	 	 	 d imens iona l	

parameters	 are	 set	 and	 �irst	 job	 is	 checked,	

n umbe r 	 o f 	 p a r t s 	 c a n 	 b e 	 p rodu c ed	

automatically,	I	found	a	special	part	of	motor	

being	 fabricated.	 The	 drawing	 showed	 the	

title	 as	 LABYRINTH	 and	 raw	 material	 was	

Spheroidal	 Graphite	 (SG)	 Iron	 casting.	 This	

material	 has	 a	 special	 property	 of	 not	

SURABHI (Vol-9 No.2 December-2017) 2



	generating	heat	while	�luid	passes	over	it.	

Now	a	bit	about	this	labyrinth.	In	those	days	

my	 knowledge	 was	 limited	 and	 I	 just	

understood	 that	 it	 serves	 the	 purpose	 of	

providing	 lubrication	 to	 intricate	 places.	 A	

labyrinth	 is	 a	 	 type	 of	mechanical	 seal	 that	

provides	 a	 tortuous	 path	 to	 help	 prevent	

leakage. A	labyrinth	may	be	composed	of	many	

grooves	that	press	tightly	inside	another	axle	so	

that	�luid	has	to	pass	through	a	long	and	dif�icult	

path	to	escape.	Later	on	I	came	to	know	that	it	

is	also	a	biological	term	named	for	connection	

between	ear	and	nose	of	a	person.

“Labyrinth	 of	 Lies”	 is	 a	 German	 drama	 �ilm	

directed	 by	 Guilio	 Ricciarelli	 that	 won	 a	

torrent	international	�ilm	festival	in	2014.

Labyrinth	 is	 a	 British-American	 adventure	

musical	 fantasy	�ilm	directed	by	Jim	Henson	

and	 produced	 by	 George	 Lucas.	 The	 �ilm	

revolves	around	15	year	old	Sarah's	quest	to	

reach	 the	 centre	 of	 enormous	 otherworldly	

maze	to	rescue	her	infant	brother	Toby.

Coming	 back	 to	 our	 labyrinth	 awaiting	

inspection,	 though	 it	 was	 not	 necessary	 to	

check,	 since	 number	 of	 parts	 had	 been	

produced	 for	 the	 last	 three	 days	 and	 was	

stacked	 in	 pallets	 with	 the	 �irst	 part	 being	

given	a	“Go	Ahead”	green	signal	by	the	Quality	

engineer.	I	happened	to	pick	up	the	fresh	job	

from	the	machine	and	started	inspection.		The	

operator,	 I	 still	 remember	 him	 by	 name	Mr.	

Gulam	Ahmed	was	casual	and	said,	 'What	 is	

there	to	check,	we	have	almost	completed	�ive	

hundred	 numbers	 and	 coming	 to	 close	 the	

work	order'.	But	I	just	went	on,	checked	few	

dimensions,	 took	 a	 depth	 micrometer	 and	

started	measuring	 a	 particular	 depth.	 I	 was	

jolted.	 I	 could	 not	 believe	 my	 eyes.	 I	 could	

imagine	the	magnitude	of	loss.	The	part	was	

over	machined	 leading	 to	 increase	 in	 depth	

and	 loss	of	material.	The	damage	 caused	by	

this	 oversight	 was	 irretrievable.	 All	 the	

machined	parts	had	to	be	sent	to	foundry	

as	scrap.

This	 incident	 is	 vivid	 in	 my	 memory	 and	 I	

always	consider	it	as	a	reward	to	my	sincerity	

and	 alertness	 while	 working	 as	 a	 Quality	

Assurance	Engineer.
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In	a	great	big	room,	he	woke	up,
Glinting,	clanking	hands	taking	him	up

Hugged,	kissed,	snugly,	he	curled,	
For,	he	had	entered	the	world.	

He	slowly	grew	up,	carefree	and	gay,	
All	his	troubles	whisked	away,	

Af�luence	morphed	his	naive	visage,	
The	lusty	twinkle	in	his	eyes,	no	mirage.	

Rewards	ensued	his	every	cry,	
Horror	trailed	those	who	dared	to	defy,	
Pampered,	spoilt,	never	did	they	scold,	

So	he	knew	nothing	of	the	world.	

Oh	how	ignorant	he	was!	
Of	pain,	despair,	misery	and	loss,	

Of	the	vicissitudes	of	life,	
Of	betrayal,	cruelty	and	strife,	

That	one	day	it	came	a	bolt	from	the	blue,	
What	was	happening,	he	had	no	clue,	

"Your	folks	are	gone",	he	was	told,	
Destitute	he	was,	at	the	mercy	of	the	world.	

For	some	days,	he	didn't	quite	understand..		
"Gimme	this!	Gimme	that!",	he	did	demand

But	the	world	simply	stared	and	laughed	away..	
He	was	kicked,	shoved	and	pushed	into	disarray.	

Helpless	and	aimless,	he	began	to	fret..	
His	pristine	limbs	were	oblivious	to	sweat.	

"Toil	to	survive",	he	was	told,	
He	came	to	know	little	of	the	world.	

He	scoured	the	streets,	searching	for	food,	
Not	that	it	was	any	good..	

A	lifetime	spent	in	the	world's	greatest	riches,	
Left	him	unaware	of	the	world's	deepest	ditches.	

Starving,	thirsty,	cursing	his	fate,	
He	thought	of	his	parents,	brimming	with	hate,	

A	�inal	epiphany,	as	he	turned	cold,	
“Finally,	I	know	how	really	is	the	world!!"

K.	Karthick	Ramanathan	
SC17B149

B.Tech.	Engineering	Physics,	IIST

karugreat55@gmail.com	
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I	wrote	 fast,	 looking	up	 frequently	 from	 the	

crumpled	 sheets	 of	 my	 notebook.	 I	 had	 to	

�inish	 my	 homework	 before	 I	 went	 to	 play.	

This	was	a	race	against	time,	against	the	sun	

which	also	seems	to	be	racing	with	me	to	set	as	

soon	as	possible.	“Why,	oh!	Why	can't	there	be	

no	 homework,	 no	 school,	 no	 chores	 to	 do?	

Why	always	there	were	umpteen	things	to	do	

before	 I	 could	 play?”	 The	 teacher	 was	 very	

strict	now	that	the	exams	were	approaching.	

Father	 was	 also	 monitoring	 my	 homework	

closely.	Life	had	become	so	dif�icult.	

I	looked	out	of	the	narrow	window	of	my	room	

and	 looked	 worriedly	 at	 the	 ominous	

darkening	 skies.	 It	 had	 been	 raining	 all	

morning	and	it	threatened	to	rain	again,	the	

sky	 melting	 into	 water	 and	 darkness,	

drowning	 my	 playtime	 in	 the	 deluge.	 The	

�ields	around	the	house	were	�illed	with	water,	

which	stretched	out	like	a	still	mirror	around	

the	house,	re�lecting	the	clouded	skies	and	the	

tall,	 lofty	 coconut	 trees.	 It	was	an	unbroken	

vista,	as	if	the	earth	and	the	sky	were	one.	One	

big,	 glassy	 globe.	 The	 delicate,	 rice	 saplings	

were	bent	under	 the	weight	of	 the	 rain	and	

their	heads	were	almost	submerged	in	water,	

leaving	 the	 farmers	 worried	 about	 the	

possibility	of	losing	the	crop.

No	such	uneasiness	clouded	my	joyous	world.	

I	rushed	through	the	home-work,	committing	

mistakes,	 cutting	and	erasing,	and	re	 -doing	

the	sums.	Just	then	the	mynah's	song	reached	

my	 ears	 and	 I	 sat	 up	 straight.	 The	 mynah	

whistled	and	chirped,	enticing	me	out	of	my	

room	into	the	outside	world.	The	magic	world	

of	play,	scrambling	and	rummaging	about	the	

grassy	 grounds,	 climbing	 trees,	 seeking	 out	

the	 nests	 of	 birds,	 playing	 with	 friends	 or	

�ishing	in	the	�looded	�ields.	I	just	could	not	sit	

in	 that	dark	 room	any	 longer.	 Jumping	up,	 I	

took	off	like	a	rocket	from	the	room.

My	mynah	was	 in	the	round	cage.	This	cage	

had	belonged	to	my	pet	squirrel	who	had	run	

away	and	hence	was	empty	for	some	time,	till	

the	mynah	had	occupied	it	some	months	back.	

I	 spoke	 in	 my	 special	 bird	 language.	 	 The	

mynah's	 eyes	 were	 gleaming	 black,	 full	 of	

affection	 and	 he	 growled	 and	 clicked	 and	

chirped	 on	 seeing	 me.	 His	 beak	 was	 deep	

yellow	and	the	feathers	were	glossy	brown.	I	

was	 proud	 of	my	 bird	 and	 opened	 the	 cage	

carefully.	 The	 mynah	 immediately	 climbed	

onto	my	hand	and	alighted	on	my	shoulder.	I	

fussed	 over	 him	 and	 gave	 him	his	 food	 and	

played	with	him	by	letting	it	hop	from	my	right	

hand	 to	my	shoulder,	 	 to	my	head	and	 then	

onto	my	left	hand.	My	bird	had	the	freedom	to	

	 Sindhu	Shylesh
Head,	Purchase	&	Stores,

Central	Stores,	Building	30B,
Space	Applications	Centre	(SAC),	ISRO,
Satellite	Road,	Ahmedabad	–	380015

								sindhu@sac.isro.gov.in	
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�ly	 and	 it	 would	 venture	 into	 the	 nearby	

branches	 and	 after	 some	 time	 would	 come	

back	to	me.	We	were	the	best	of	friends	and	I	

needed	nothing	more.	

I	walked	with	the	bird	to	the	tall	coconut	tree	

with	 the	 hollow	 in	 the	middle	 of	 the	 trunk.	

This	hollow	had	been	the	mynah's	home.	The	

home	 where	 the	 bird	 had	 hatched	 and	 had	

lived	 with	 his	 parents	 and	 siblings.	 I	

remembered	that	evening,	some	months	back,	

when	I	had	come	back	from	school,	all	dusty	

and	 hungry,	 with	 my	 heavy	 school	 bag	

dragging	behind	me.	As	soon	as	I	entered	the	

grounds	 around	 my	 house,	 I	 sensed	 that	

something	 important	 was	 happening.	 The	

birds	were	in	a	�lutter,	the	mynahs	and	crows	

were	 screeching	 and	 cawing	 raucously	 and	

even	the	squirrels	were	making	a	big	noise.	I	

understood	 the	 language	 of	 the	 birds	 and	

beasts	and	knew	that	something	uncommon	

was	happening	and	decided	to	investigate.

The	school	bag	was	thrown	on	the	verandah	

and	 I	 ran	 out.	 “Unni!	Where	 are	 you	 going?	

Have	your	 food!”	 I	disregarded	my	mother's	

shouted	 instructions	 and	 ran	 out	 swiftly,	

jumping	over	the	shrubs	and	fences	and	ran	

towards	 the	 commotion.	 Immediately,	 I	

noticed	the	reason	for	the	noise.	A	big	snake	

was	 coiled	 around	 the	 coconut	 tree	 trunk,	

climbing	and	slipping	and	again	climbing	up,	

towards	the	hollow	in	the	tree.	I	was	stunned.	I	

knew	that	the	hollow	contained	a	nest	of	the	

mynahs,	with	many	 hatchlings	 inside.	 I	 had	

been	 watching	 this	 hollow	 for	 many	 days,	

always	aspiring	to	catch	a	young	mynah	when	

it	attempted	its	maiden	�light	and	fell	into	the	

shrubs	below.	The	creepers	below	the	coconut	

tree	spread	from	tree	trunk	to	tree	trunk	and	

made	swinging,	green	hammocks	where	 the	

weak	hatchlings	had	 a	 chance	 to	 fall	 during	

their	 feeble	 attempts	 at	 �light.	 I	 had	 been	

waiting	for	this	opportunity,	but	now	the	evil	

snake	was	going	to	disrupt	my	plans.

In	a	frenzy	of	anger,	I	shouted,	adding	to	the	

cacophony.	I	picked	up	some	stones	and	threw	

it	at	the	snake.	The	combined	onslaught	of	the	

birds	and	the	boy	was	too	much	for	the	snake,	

and	it	half	slithered	and	half	slipped	from	the	

coconut	 tree	 and	 fell	 onto	 the	 ground	 and	

swiftly	 slipped	 away.	 	 Hearing	 this	 noise,	 a	

weak,	delicate	baby	mynah	peeped	out	of	the	

hollow.	Fearing	the	imminent	danger,	the	baby	

mynah	made	a	daring,	half	-hearted	attempt	at	

�light	and	half	�lew	and	half	fell	into	the	net	of	

creepers	among	the	fan	shaped	leaves	of	the	

Tapioca	 plants.	 The	 baby	 mynah's	 parents	

made	squawking	noises	and	came	behind	the	

helpless,	 entangled	 baby	 mynah,	 fussing	

around	it	and	trying	to	set	it	free.	This	was	a	

chance	of	a	lifetime	and	a	moment	of	triumph	

for	me.	The	blood	rushed	to	my	small,	sweaty	

face	and	rubbing	the	hair	from	my	eyes,	I	went	

for	the	kill.	I	went	to	the	helpless,	baby	bird	and	

tried	to	disentangle	the	bird	from	the	creepers.	

The	 bird	 held	 fast	 to	 the	 creepers,	 sensing	

danger.	 Its	 yellow	 beak	 opened	 in	 fear.	 The	

bird's	parents	made	big	noises	and	pecked	at	

me,	 but	 I	 persisted	 in	 getting	 the	 bird,	

unmindful	 of	 the	 pain	 caused	 by	 the	 angry	

pecking	 of	 the	 mynahs.	 Finally,	 I	 broke	 the	

baby	mynah	free,	though	the	bird	continued	to	

piteously	 hold	 on	 to	 a	 tiny	 creeper.	 Giving	 a	

whoop	of	victory,	I	raced	through	the	grounds	

to	the	silent,	waiting	cage.

The	 mynah's	 parents	 followed	 me	 and	 they	

exchanged	excited	croaks	with	the	baby	inside.	

The	next	day	also,	the	parents	hovered	nearby	

and	 fed	 the	 mynah	 through	 the	 bars	 of	 the	

cage.	 I	 was	 happy	 that	 I	 did	 not	 have	 to	 do	

much	 to	 take	 care	 of	 the	 bird	 and	 just	 kept	

some	water	and	a	piece	of	banana	in	the	cage.	

For	a	few	days,	the	parent	birds	continued	to	
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be	near	the	cage	and	fed	the	baby	mynah.	But	

after	some	days,	things	seemed	to	change.	The	

parent	birds	stopped	coming	to	the	cage.	I	was	

puzzled.	 “Was	 it	 because	 the	 parents	 were	

busy	with	the	other	babies	or	was	it	because	

they	smelled	the	human	near	their	baby?”	The	

baby	mynah	also	 looked	 lost	and	 lonely.	His	

yellow	beak	was	open,	as	if	wondering	what	

had	gone	wrong.	I	felt	a	warm,	liquid	emotion	

envelop	me	 then.	 It	moistened	my	 eyes	 and	

tightened	my	heart.	 	It	was	the	�irst	time	that	

love	 had	 lighted	 up	 my	 tiny,	 boyish	 heart.	 I	

brought	 insects	 for	 the	 bird	 and	 also	 grains	

and	banana	and	water.	

The	baby	bird,	 slowly	 forgot	 its	parents	and	

loved	me	back,	whistling	and	 chirping	 in	 its	

mynah 	 tongue 	 whenever 	 i t 	 s aw 	 me	

approaching.	Slowly	it	got	tame,	sidling	up	to	

me,	 alighting	 on	 my	 boyish	 shoulders	 and	

head,	making	tiny	noises	in	its	throat.	But	as	

the	mynah	grew	close	to	me,	it	became	distant	

from	 its	 own	 kind.	 The	 other	 mynahs	

chattered	 in	 distaste	 at	 this	 baby	 bird.		

Whenever	 the	baby	made	any	attempt	 to	go	

close	to	the	other	mynahs,	they	attacked	it	in	a	

group,	 �iercely	 excluding	 him.	 This	 was	

repeated	several	times	and	many	a	time,	I	had	

to	save	the	mynah	from	its	own	kind.	It	was	

sad.	For	all	purposes	the	baby	mynah	was	now	

alone.	 Except	 for	me,	 'Unni'.	 I	was	 the	 baby	

mynah's	world.

My	 days	 were	 �illed	 with	 joy.	 But	 this	

friendship	with	the	mynah	led	to	the	neglect	of	

my	homework,	studies	and	my	daily	chores	at	

home.	 I	 was	 unmindful	 of	 my	 father's	

instructions	 and	 my	 mother's	 calls	 for	

prayers,	or	food	or	for	getting	some	items	from	

the	 grocer's.	 That	 rainy	 day	when	 I	 ran	 out	

without	 completing	 my	 homework,	 on	

hearing	 my	 dear	 mynah's	 call	 was	 the	 day	

when	 things	 came	 to	 a 	 head. 	 All 	 the	

carelessness	of	the	recent	days,	crowded	upon	

me	 and	wreaked	 havoc.	 It	was	 a	 day	which	

shook	 up	 my	 tiny,	 fragile	 world.	 'UNNI”,	

shouted	my	father,	“Where	are	you?	You	don't	

have	time	to	do	your	homework	or	any	study,	

the	 whole	 day	 you	 are	 with	 that	 useless	

mynah.	Come	here,	let	me	knock	some	sense	

into	you”.	I	wanted	to	run	away	and	hide	from	

my	 father's	 rage,	 but	 was	 afraid	 of	 the	

consequences.	 My	 father	 found	 me	 and	

thrashed	me	hard.	I	sat	crying	and	the	mynah	

looked	 at	 me,	 puzzled,	 from	 a	 distance.	 His	

gleaming	 eyes	 looked	 sad,	 as	 it	 made	 soft,	

growling	noises	from	inside	the	cage.	

I	 looked	 at	 the	 mynah	 and	 a	 wave	 of	 hate	

engulfed	me.	It	was	because	of	the	mynah	that	

my	father	had	thrashed	me.	“I	do	not	want	the	

mynah	any	longer.	Let	it	go.	Maybe	then	I	will	

be	 free.”	 In	 a	 frenzy,	 I	 opened	 the	 cage	 and	

asked	the	mynah	to	�ly	away.	The	bird	did	not	

come	out.	I	clattered	and	shook	the	cage,	still	

the	bird	refused	to	come	out.	Then	I	went	mad.	

I	 hopped	 across	 the	 ground,	 with	 the	 open	

cage	and	shook	and	clattered	and	did	my	best	

to	get	 the	mynah	out.	The	bird	dropped	out	

and	�lew	to	the	roof	of	the	cow	shed.	It	called	

out	to	me	and	seemed	to	ask,	“What's	wrong	

with	you,	my	friend”?	

In	anger,	I	stomped	away	and	went	to	the	edge	

of	 the	 rain	 fed	 �ields.	The	 image	of	my	 tear-	

streaked	face	stared	back	at	me.	The	waters	

were	silent,	except	for	the	sudden	movements	

of	some	aquatic	creatures.	These	movements	

made	small	ripples	in	the	silent	waters,	which	

faded	away	slowly.	A	King�isher	burst	out	in	a	

�lash	of	blue,	with	a	�luttering	�ish	in	its	beak.	

And	again	the	waters	became	still.	Nature	was	

silent.		It	was	the	silence	which	connected	the	

�lashes	 of	 life,	 the	 beginning	 and	 the	 end	 of	

innumerable	 living	 beings.	 Again	 a	 buzz	 of	

raucous	bird	noises	crowded	around	me	and	
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penetrated	into	my	miserable	mind.	It	was	the	

hysterical,	angry	sounds	of	a	�lock	of	mynahs	

and	I	knew	that	my	baby	mynah	was	in	danger.	

I	had	saved	my	baby	bird	many	times	from	its	

own	 kind.	 But	 this	 time	 I	 did	 not	 heed	 the	

warning,	 did	 not	 turn	 around	 and	 lift	 that	

crucial	 stone	 and	 shoo	 the	 other	 mynahs	

away.	I	waited,	with	a	stubborn	tightening	of	

my	chin	,	 	“Let	the	mynah	go,	the	bird	which	

caused	me	to	waste	my	time	and	not	do	my	

homework	and	which	was	the	reason	for	my	

thrashing.	Let	the	mynah	go”.

I	 waited	 till	 the	 agonizing	 sounds	 ceased.	

Again	nature	was	silent.	 	Slowly,	I	went	to	the	

place	 from	 where	 the	 noises	 had	 come.	 So	

calm	 and	 cruel.	 The	 baby	mynah	 lay	 on	 his	

back,	his	legs	up	in	the	air,	the	beak	open,	torn	

and	bloody,	but	still	breathing.	I	looked	at	the	

bird,	 my	 companion	 of	 sometime	 and	 felt	

nothing.	 I	was	a	stone	sculpture,	completely	

unfeeling.	I	took	the	bird	in	my	hands.	The	bird	

trembled	and	then	slowly	became	still.	Then	I	

knew	that	the	baby	mynah	was	no	more.

That	 tiny	 corpse	 lay	 in	 my	 small	 hands,	 so	

completely	 trusting,	 even	 in	 death.	 The	

innocent,	helpless	bird	was	 let	down	by	 the	

ones	he	had	considered	his	own.	 	I	looked	at	

the	 bird	 for	 a	 long,	 long	 time.	 Then	 the	 hot	

tears	came	and	scalded	over	my	face	and	fell	

down	on	the	dead	mynah.	“Oh!	Why	,	why	did	I	

allow	 this	 to	 happen?	 Why	 didn't	 someone	

stop	me?	Oh	God!”	I	cried	piteously,	looking	up	

at	the	sky.	“Why	didn't	you	stop	me.	I	was	so	

cruel.	 	I	wish	I	could	turn	back	the	clock	and	

bring	 the	wheels	 of	 time	 to	 a	 stop.	 If	 only	 I	

could	undo	the	last	�ive	minutes,	things	would	

be	ok.”	Squatting	down,	with	the	Mynah	in	my	

hands,	I	cried	as	if	I	would	die.	

The	�inality	of	death	weighed	down	on	me.	As	I	

was	a	village	boy,	growing	up	with	the	birds	

and	 animals	 and	 the	 insects,	 I	 knew	 what	

death	and	birth	was	all	about.	I	knew	that	once	

you	are	dead,	you	are	always	dead	and	never	

came	back.	I	felt	that	I	had	to	do	something	to	

at	 least	give	some	respectability	 to	my	dead	

friend.	 I	 looked	 around	 and	 the	 sun	 was	

coming	 down,	 setting	 the	 �looded	 �ields	 on	

�ire.		It	was	getting	late,	but	I	had	lost	my	sense	

of	 time.	 In	my	 grief,	 still	 I	 found	 a	 sense	 of	

direction	and	some	boyish	idea	of	respect	for	

the	dead.	I	went	to	the	edge	of	the	�ields	and	

found	 �lotsam	 and	 leaves	 and	 twigs	 �loating	

away	in	a	mild	current	away	down	the	�ield.	I	

found	a	�lat	piece	of	wood	and	laid	the	mynah	

to	rest	on	this.	I	whispered	the	prayers	which	

my	mother	 had	 taught	me	 into	 the	mynah's	

ears	and	with	tears	 falling	down	my	cheeks,	

�loated	the	bird	on	the	piece	of	wood	into	the	

waters.	 The	mynah,	my	 friend,	 �loated	 away	

with	its	gleaming	eyes	closed,	its	claws	raised	

towards	heaven	and	its	beautiful	beak	open.	I	

knew	that	the	mynah's	song	was	silent	forever.	

The	dead	bird's	feathers	were	glossy	brown	as	

it	�loated	away	on	the	mirror-like	waters	of	the	

�ields,	in	between	the	submerged	saplings	of	

rice,	towards	the	�laming	dusky	orange	of	the	

setting	sun.
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“The	train	leaves	at	6	am.	What	time	should	I	
wake	up?	Is	4:30	�ine?”

“Yes,	that	will	be	�ine.	I	won't	call	you	in	the	
morning	to	wake	you	up.	I'll	be	sleeping.	So,	be	
on	time.	I'll	call	you	at	6:30.”

“OK,	Mom.	Good	night.”

“Good	night.”

You	have	always	loved	your	sleep	more	than	

the	 world	 around	 you.	 “Sleep	 in	 the	 early	

morning	is	so	refreshing”,	you	say.	And	I	don't	

blame	you;	it	is	indeed	mesmerizing-sleep	in	

the	 morning.	 You	 have	 always	 hated	 your	

mundane	daily	chores	and	always	wished	you	

were	rich	and	there	were	many	domestic	help	

around.	You	rarely	attended	any	of	our	school	

functions.	You	cooked	really	well	but	always	

hoped	if	someone	else	would	have	cooked	for	

the	family.	You	created	such	a	scene	when	dad	

didn't	bring	your	favourite	vanilla	cake.	Your	

pickles	are	never	delicious	though	you	make	

the	 best	 food.	 Yes,	 I	 am	 talking	 about	 you,	

mom.

In	India,	when	we	hear	the	word	“mother”,	a	

visual	 imagery	 is	 formed	 in	 our	minds	 of	 a	

�igure	who	takes	care	of	you,	one	who	cooks	

delicious	enough	for	you	to	relish	every	single	

morsel,	one	who	makes	amazing	pickles,	one	

who	 wakes	 you	 up	 in	 the	 morning-	 a	 self	

sacri�icing,	loving	personality.	My	mother	has	

never	 been	 everything	 of	 these.	 You	 have	

never	been	a	typical	Indian	mother.	When	my	

hostel	 mates	 talk	 about	 the	 savoury	 dishes	

their	mothers	make	when	they	get	home,	I	am	

reminded	of	your	words,	“Honey,	I	am	not	sure	

if	you'll	even	get	home	cooked	lunch	this	time	

when	you	come	home	but	 I	have	 talked	 to	a	

nearby	 restaurant,	 they	 serve	 everything”.	

When	 my	 friends	 talk	 about	 their	 mothers	

picking	them	up	from	school,	I	remember	the	

van	 driver	 who	 forgot	 to	 pick	 me	 up	 from	

school	when	I	was	�ive	years	old	or	the	time	my	

little	sister	was	waiting,	 in	the	rain	crying	in	

front	of	the	school	gate	cause	mom,	you	were	

so	so	late.	But	every	time	someone	says	“You	

know	my	mom	left	her	job	so	she	could	take	

care	of	me.	 I	 so	wish	she	hadn't”,	 I	 am	 �illed	

with	such	a	pride	and	respect	for	my	mom.	You	

are	an	inspiration	for	me	and	my	sister.

Tandralee	Chetia	
SC15B050	

B.Tech.	5��	Sem(Aerospace),	IIST

tandraleec@gmail.com	
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How	are	you?	I	am	Avi,	a	ten	year	old	boy	from	

India	and	one	of	your	greatest	admirers,	 for	

you	have	been	my	greatest	inspiration	in	my	

world	full	of	constant	struggles	and	my	�ight	

against	 the	 everlasting	 pain.	 We	 live	 in	

different	parts	of	the	world…	very	far	apart,	

but	we	have	similar	experiences	and	stories	to	

share.		And	I	know	that	you,	as	my	role	model,	

would	understand	me,	even	if	nobody	else	did.

My	 incredible	 journey	 started	 about	 two	

years	 ago,	 when	 all	 of	 a	 sudden,	 I	 began	

experiencing	uncontrollable	eye	blink,	severe	

hand	movement	 and	 neck	 jerks.	 As	 I	was	 a	

young	child,	my	parents	often	thought	that	I	

did	so	just	to	seek	attention	or	it	was	a	new	fad	

that	I	had	learnt	from	the	television	and	would	

You	 were	 never	 less	 good	 than	 any	 other	

mother.	 You	 are	 just	 this	 amazing	 soul	who	

chose	 her	 needs	 before	 ours.	 And	 I	 am	 so	

proud	of	you	for	doing	that.	I	know	how	your	

heart	 ached	when	 you	had	 to	 leave	me,	 a	 3	

month	old	baby	with	a	nanny	whom	you	had	

known	for	just	two	days.	Your	body	shivered	

until	you	returned	home	to	see	me	safe.	I	know	

how	you	and	dad	sacri�iced	your	nights'	sleep	

to	take	care	of	me	and	my	sister	when	we	were	

little.	I	know	how	tears	rolled	down	your	eyes	

when	you	were	late	to	pick	up	my	little	sister	

from	school	and	another	parent	said	to	you,	

“You	should	be	more	responsible,	she	is	just	a	

child”	 but	 you	 had	 got	 late	 at	 work.	 I	 still	

admire	how	you	realized	that	it	was	essential	

for	you	to	have	your	job	not	just	for	you,	but	for	

your	 children	 too,	 for	 a	 better	 �inancial	 life.	

When	dad	says,	If	your	mom	hadn't	worked,	

some	things	wouldn't	have	been	possible	for	

us”,	I	just	can't	help	being	marvelled	at	you.	It's	

�ine	if	you	can't	make	the	right	pickles	or	if	you	

don't	get	time	to	cook	for	us.	What	makes	me	

happier	 is	 to	 see	 you	 busy	 at	 your	 school	

projects-being	 the	 amazing	 teacher	 to	 your	

students	 and	 the	 member	 of	 the	 Children's	

Science	 Congress.	 Mom,	 you	 leave	 for	 work	

early	in	the	morning	still	I	and	sis	had	the	best	

lunch	in	our	lunch	boxes.	We	have	grown	up	

seeing	 you	 and	 dad	 share	 equality	 in	 every	

sphere.	Till	the	age	of	�ifteen,	I	didn't	know	that	

men's	work	 and	women's	work	 held	 a	 huge	

difference	 in	 the	society	and	we	so	 love	you	

both	for	that.

Mom,	 I	 do	 feel	 sad	 at	 times	when	 you	don't	

have	time	for	us	or	when	you	complain	about	

the	 daily	 chores.	 But	 you	 know	 what,	 that	

sadness	is	nothing	compared	to	the	happiness	

I	get	realizing	that	you	are	so	much	more	than	

my	mother	and	dad's	wife-you	are	that	tough	

independent	woman	who	never	hesitated	 to	

speak	 about	 her	 needs,	 to	 think	 of	 herself	

before	others.	We	don't	complain	if	our	fathers	

are	late	from	work	or	if	they	don't	cook	or	if	

they	never	have	 time	 for	us,	because	he	 is	a	

father	after	all.	But	we	always	have	complaints	

against	 our	 mother	 if	 she	 does	 any	 of	 that	

cause	she	isn't	supposed	to	be	like	that.	But	it's	

high	time	we	realized	there	is	nothing	wrong	if	

a	 woman	 thinks	 about	 her	 health,	 work	 or	

priorities	 before	 others.	 There's	 nothing	

wrong	 if	 she	 keeps	 her	 maiden	 name	 after	

marriage	like	you	did,	mom.	A	woman	can	be	a	

daughter,	a	mother,	a	sister,		or	a	wife	facing	all	

odds	 to	keep	her	dreams	alive.	She	can	be	a	

home	 maker,	 a	 teacher,	 a	 doctor	 or	 a	 �ire	

woman.	 She	 doesn't	 always	 have	 to	 be	 the	

damsel	in	distress;	she	can	also	be	a	hero.	She	

may	be	the	angel	who	dances	to	the	sound	of	

the	raindrops	falling	at	her	footsteps	or	be	like	

the	 thunder	 that	 roars.	Mom,	 I	 love	you	and	

Dad,	 thank	 you	 for	 supporting	 this	 strong	

woman	in	�lourishing	and	loving	her	for	who	

she	is.	
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The	elderly	man	whom	I	am	referring	to	here	

is	not	 that	elderly,	considering	that	we	have	

chief	ministers	and	prime	ministers	in	waiting	

who	are	on	the	wrong	side	of	eighties	or	on	the	

right	 side	 of	 nineties.	 He	 is	 in	 his	 early	

seventies, 	 is 	 of 	 a 	 medium	 build, 	 fair	

complexioned,	clean	shaven,	and	sports	thick	

spectacles;	 in	 effect	 someone	 whom	 one	 is	

likely	to	meet	often	during	morning	walks	and	

in	public	parks.	My	initial	impression	on	my	

�irst	 interaction	 with	 him	 was	 no	 different;	

however	once	I	got	to	know	him	more	closely,	I	

realized	that	I	have	met	the	most	committed	

tennis	enthusiast	ever.	He	happens	to	be	the	

owner	of	my	rental	house	at	Bangalore	where	

he	lives	with	his	elderly	wife	in	the	rear	lower	

portion.	He	has	no	children;	while	his	parents	

have	died	 long	back,	his	wife's	aged	parents	

stay	at	Chennai.	

I,	being	in	my	early	thirties,	recently	married	

and	having	moved	in	to	Bangalore	couple	of	

years	 back	was	 initially	 hesitant	 to	 take	 his	

house	for	rent	as	our	rented	portion	was	in	the	

front	 lower	 portion	 with	 the	 traf�ic	 noise	

disturbance	too	much	to	bear	just	across	our	

portion.	It	was	my	wife	who	prevailed	on	me	to	

accept	the	house	as	the	rent	was	reasonable	

and	the	owners	were	quite	decent.

In	 our	 country	we	 come	 across	 only	 cricket	

enthusiasts	 (experts)	 starting	 from	 the	milk	

man	 who	 delivers	 our	 morning	 milk	 to	 my	

super	boss	at	my	of�ice;	all	of	 them	seem	to	

know	 what	 ails	 our	 cricket	 team	 and	 have	

their	 own	 innovative	 solutions	 to	 offer.	 My	

knowledge	 of	 lawn	 tennis	 was	 very	 poor	

initially	 and	my	owner	 took	 the	 initiative	 to	

educate	me	on	the	�iner	aspects	of	the	game.	

Quickly	I	learnt	the	difference	between	′drop	

shot′	 and	 ′drop	 volley′	 and	 the	 difference	

between	 ′let′	 and	 ′lob′	 and	 started	 enjoying	

with	 him	 the	 long	 and	 gruelling	 singles	

matches	 of	 the	 French	 Open	 played	 on	 the	

slower	clay	courts.	

Prof.	A	Chandrasekar
Registrar,	Dean	(Academics)
IIST,	Thiruvananthapuram

registrar@iist	ac.in
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I	ventured	to	ask	my	owner	whether	he	had	

played	 tennis	 during	 his	 youth;	 to	 my	

amazement	I	learnt	that	he	hadn't	even	owned	

a	 tennis	 racquet.	Most	 of	 our	 countrymen	 -

sports	 enthusiasts-	 have	 not	 played	 any	

competitive	sports	during	their	early	days	but	

have	 mastered	 the	 art	 of	 dissecting	 the	

performances	 of	 the	 players	 and	 having	

understood	 the	 �iner	 nuances	 of	 the	 sport.	

Very	quickly	I	realized	that	the	two	personal	

heroes	 of	 my	 owner	 were	 the	 two	 legends	

“Rafa	 Nadal”	 and	 “Roger	 Federer”	 –	 both	

gent lemen	 highly 	 admired 	 for 	 the ir	

exceptional	 talent	 in	 the	 tennis	 court.	

Although	 he	 wanted	 either	 of	 them	 to	 win	

each	and	every	Grand	Slam	and	the	major	ATP	

tournaments,	I	could	make	out	that	my	owner	

was	somewhat	partial	to	Rafa	Nadal.

My	 house	 owner	 never	 ventured	 out	 of	 his	

house;	 all	 his	 time	 in	 the	 house	 was	 spent	

watching	 one	 or	 other	 of	 the	 ATP	 tennis	

tournaments	in	television.	Once	I	ventured	to	

ask	 him	whether	 he	 has	 at	 least	watched	 a	

tennis	match	in	a	stadium;	he	answered	that	

earlier	he	used	to	watch	the	local	matches	in	

Bangalore	 but	 on	 seeing	 the	 agonising	

differences	 in	 the	quality	of	 tennis	between	

the	 international	 players	 one	 sees	 in	 the	

television	with	the	one's	one	gets	to	watch	in	

the	courts,	he	has	stopped	visiting	the	tennis	

courts	to	view	local	matches.		

It	was	in	the	last	week	of	October	last	year	that	

my	 house	 owner	 approached	me	 informing	

me	 that	 he	 and	 his	 wife	 are	 travelling	 to	

Chennai	 as	 his	 father-in-law's	 health	 has	

become	a	cause	of	concern.	He	hoped	that	he	

will	back	 in	 time	 to	watch	with	me	 the	ATP	

Finals,	held	annually	in	November	at	London	

that	 features	 the	 world's	 top	 eight	 tennis	

players.	When	the	ATP	Finals	came	and	went,	

my	owner	had	not	returned,	as	his	 father	 in	

laws's	condition	was	still	not	out	of	danger.			

I	realized	that	I	won't	get	to	meet	my	owner	

before	the	Australian	Open	that	is	held	during	

the	last	fortnight	of	January	every	year	since	

he	may	 have	 to	 stay	 in	 Chennai	 till	 the	 �irst	

fortnight	of	January.	Suddenly	an	idea	struck	

me;	why	not	 surprise	my	owner	by	 sending	

him	tickets	to	watch	the	semi	�inals	and	�inals	

of	 the	 men's	 singles	 for	 the	 Chennai	 open	

tennis	 tournament	 that	 is	played	 in	Chennai	

during	the	�irst	week	of	January.

I	quickly	checked	up	to	�ind	out	the	names	of	

the	 top	 tennis	 players	 who	 have	 con�irmed	

their	participation	to	play	in	the	forthcoming	

Chennai	Open.	 I	was	pleasantly	 surprised	 to	

see	 the	 great	 Rafa	 Nadal	 has	 con�irmed	 his	

participation,	 so	 were	 other	 greats	 such	 as	

Carlos	 Moya,	 Marcos	 Baghdatis	 and	 Mikhail	

Yozhney.	It	goes	without	saying	that	Rafa	was	

the	highest	seed	for	the	Chennai	open	and	the	

year	was	2008.	

Two	days	before	the	semi	�inals	of	the	Chennai	

open,	 I	 ensured	 that	 one	 ticket	 reached	 my	

house	owner	 in	his	 Chennai	 address	 for	 the	

men's	 semi-�inals	 and	 �inals	 matches	 along	

with	the	cheque	for	the	monthly	house	rent.	It	

is	now	nearly	a	week	after	I	had	sent	the	tickets	

and	 the	 rent;	 I	 did	 not	 hear	 from	 the	 house	

owner	 at	 all.	 However	 I	 noticed	 that	 the	

cheque	for	the	monthly	house	rent	has	yet	to	

be	encashed.

On	returning	home,	I	found	a	letter	from	the	

house	 owner	 along	with	 the	 cheque	 for	 the	

monthly	house	rent.	He	thanked	me	profusely	

for	sending	me	the	tickets	for	the	semi-�inals	

and	�inals	of	the	Chennai	open;	he	could	watch	
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the	semi	�inals	match	between	Rafa	Nadal	and		

Carlos	Moya	which	 Nadal	won;	 a	marathon	

three	setter	of	a	match	that	lasted	three	hours	

with	all	three	sets	going	through	tie-breaker	

in	a	best	of	three	sets	encounter.	It	was	a	great	

experience	 to	watch	 in	 person	his	 favourite	

tennis	 legend	 playing	 and	 winning	 a	

marathon.	However,	he	 could	not	watch	 the	

�inals	of	the	Chennai	open	which	Nadal	lost	to	

Mikhail	Yozhney	in	straight	sets	as	his	father	

in	 law	 had	 to	 be	 brought	 home	 from	 the	

hospital.	

On	 closer	 examination	 I	 found	 that	 he	 had	

enclosed	another	cheque	to	me	for	the	ticket	

cost	 of	 both	 the	 semi�inals	 and	 �inals	 of	 the	

Chennai	 Open	 that	 I	 had	 incurred.	 He	

mentioned	 that	 he	was	 overwhelmed	 to	 see	

my	love	and	affection	for	him	and	felt	that	it	

would	not	be	fair	for	him	to	allow	me	to	pay	for	

watching	his	legend	play	in	the	Chennai	open.	

My	owner	is	back	in	Bangalore	in	time	for	us	to	

watch	the	Australian	open	together;	to	this	day	

he	refuses	to	accept	every	monthly	house	rent	

that	 I	 have	 been	 trying	 to	 pay	 him	with	 the	

admonition	 that	he	cannot	 take	money	 from	

one	of	his	own.				
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Life	gets	horrible	when	you	are	mixed	up	in	

too	 many	 things.	 Being	 a	 multi-talented	

person	 is	 a	 sin,	 and	 on	 top	 of	 that	 being	

responsible	is	like	adding	fuel	to	the	�ire.	But	is	

it	worth	burning	ourselves	in	the	�ire?	Let	me	

share	 a	 day	 where	 my	 multi-tasking	 skills	

where	used	to	the	fullest.	Remember	the	date	

11/11/2017.	

The	Day(s)	Before:

Okay,	 let	 me	 be	 straight	 with	 the	 details,	

because	 they	 themselves	 are	 quite	 twisted	

and	thrilling.	There	are	3	major	events	to	be	

noted:

(1)The	 practice	 match	 for	 the	 Inter-Centre	

Sports	Meet	2017	(Cricket):	
The	Cricket	team	for	ICSM	2017	was	almost	

set.	 We	 have	 been	 regularly	 practising	 nets	

session	for	the	past	2	months.	With	less	than	3	

weeks	to	go,	we	desperately	needed	to	play	a	

practice	 match.	 With	 great	 dif�iculty	 I	 had	

found	 a	 cricket	 ground	 and	 booked	 it	 in	

advance.	But	now	the	drama	began,	half	 the	

team	probably	got	election	duty,	so	were	not	

available.	

(2)	PRL	Foundation	Day:	
This	was	not	much	of	a	problem,	but	the	issue	

was	 it	 fell	 on	Saturday	 (The	D-day).	 So	PRL		

declared	this	day	as	a	working	day.	At	of�ice	

already	I	was	busy	and	now	it's	a	working	day.	

This	really	affected	the	other	2	events.	

nd
(3)The	 2 	 IIST	 Alumni	 Association	 of	

Ahmedabad	(IAAA)	Meet:
With	the	help	of	my	seniors	and	friends,	we	

had	been	planning	a	long	time	ago	to	conduct	
th

our	 annual	 get	 together	 on	 11 	 Nov.	 Two	

months	ago,	I	never	expected	the	schedule	to	

be	too	hectic.

Friday,	The	day	before	D-day.	I	called	the	in-

charge	 of	 the	 Cricket	 Ground.	 His	 name	 is	
thGaurav.	I	asked	him	to	book	the	ground	for	12 	

November	 morning.	 He	 agreed.	 Now	 comes	

the	trouble,	I	asked	him	for	a	bill.	He	had	never	

made	a	bill	till	now.	So	he	asked	me	some	time	

and	 he	 would	 call	 me	 in	 the	 evening.	 I	

informed	the	cricket	captain	and	the	sports	in-

charge	that	the	booking	had	been	done…

As	of�ice	got	over,	I	got	a	call	from	one	of	my	

seniors.	 His	 request	 was	 to	 postpone	 the	

Alumni	Meet	to	Monday	or	next	week.	Quite	an	

awkward	moment,	where	you	have	to	say	no,	

but	without	hurting	his	ego.	I	politely	said	“I'll	

contact	our	organizing	team	and	let	you	know,	

but	mostly	the	event	cannot	be	postponed…”.	I	

next	went	to	my	friends'	place	where	we,	the	
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organizers	had	planned	 to	meet.	Our	senior	

couldn't	turn	up,	but	as	the	rest	were	there,	we	
th

made	our	11 	hour	plan.	The	meeting	was	to	

discuss	a	lot	of	things,	but	I	realized	it's	more	

cumbersome	than	what	we	spoke.	We	had	to	

plan	 the	 �inance,	 the	 events	 order	 and	

publ ic i ty 	 in 	 great 	 deta i l . 	 I 	 took 	 the	

responsibility	 of	 making	 a	 collage	 video	 of	

previous	years'	alumni	meet.	In	the	middle	of	

the	 discussion,	 I	 got	 a	 call	 from	Gaurav!	He	

asked	me	to	con�irm	again,	as	he	had	cancelled	

another	2	teams	for	us.	I	con�irmed	him	we	are	

coming.	I	also	asked	him	about	the	bill,	he	told	

he	will	give	it	to	me	by	tomorrow's	lunch.	After	

completing	the	planning	for	the	IAAA	meet,	I	

went	to	my	usual	dhaba	for	dinner	and	went	

straight	to	my	home	and	slept	with	the	hope	

that	tomorrow	would	be	�ine.

th
The	D-day	11 	Nov	2017:

I	woke	up	as	usual	at	6	am.	 I	realized	that	I	

won't	be	useful	at	home,	 so	 I	got	 ready	and	

went	to	of�ice.	I	was	well	dressed	for	both	the	

occasions,	 the	 PRL	 Foundation	Day	 and	 the	

IAAA	 Meet.	 I	 reached	 my	 of�ice	 room	 at	

around	8:30	am.	 I	 summarised	the	work	to	

do.	I	had	to	make	the	video	collage,	con�irm	

the	 teams	 playing	 for	 tomorrow's	 cricket	

match	and	record	the	procedure	to	on	and	off	

the	new	ACSM	Instrument.	

At	8:45	am	 I	got	a	call	 from	the	captain.	He	

asked	me	about	the	bill,	I	told	him	that	I'll	get	it	

around	lunch	time.	Later	I	checked	mail	and	

replied	to	a	few	Purchase	Order	mails.	At	9:15	

am,	I	got	a	call	from	my	lab-mate.	He	called	me	

for	the	high	tea	served	in	the	lawns	opposite	to	

Administration	 building.	 As	 I	 casually	 came	

down,	I	met	Sunil	sir	of	our	division.	He	was	

getting	an	award	for	completion	of	25	years	of	

service	in	PRL.	I	congratulated	him	in	advance	

and	he	appreciated	my	shining	clothes.	Finally,	

on	reaching	the	lawns,	I	took	a	snack	packet	

and	was	searching	 for	a	 friend	 for	company.	

Finally,	I	met	my	IIST	senior	and	chatted	about	

tonight's	meet,	asked	his	batch-mates	also	to	

join	 and	 told	 him	how	hard	we	prepared.	 It	

was	then	the	cricket	captain	approached	me…

He	asked	me	the	update,	I	said	the	ground	is	

ready	 and	 we	 need	 a	 team.	 So	 the	 captain	

summoned	all	the	cricket	team	members,	who	

were	visible	in	the	lawn.	A	new	problem	arose	

that	half	of	the	team	were	busy	with	election	

duty.	It	was	then	(around	10	am)	that	we	were	

asked	to	assemble	 in	 the	Auditorium	for	 the	

beginning	 of	 the	 function.	 I	 found	 a	 remote	

location	in	the	Auditorium	for	me	to	continue	

with	my	chat.	

In	the	Alumni	group	I	pinged	a	reminder	in	the	

WhatsApp	group.	Then	the	discussion	started	

of	where	the	location	is	and	what	type	of	food	

we	would	get.	Satis�ied	with	progress	in	that	

group,	 I	 opened	 the	 PRL	 Cricket	 group.	 I	

messaged	to	ask	how	many	members	are	busy	

tomorrow	for	election	duty.	I	got	no	reply,	but	

after	10	mins	 the	 captain	 replied	 and	 asked	

everyone	 available	 to	 assemble	 at	 the	 lunch	

pandal.	Then	I	switched	over	to	Gaurav	for	the	

bill	of	the	ground,	he	asked	for	5	more	mins.	I	

then	 got	 a	 message	 from	 my	 friend	 Jaya	

Krishna.	As	the	discussion	in	IAAA	WhatsApp	

group	 was	 going	 on,	 payment	 methods	 was	

being	discussed,	so	JK	(Jaya	Krishna)	told	that	

he	had	an	idea	of	going	digital	and	cash	free,	so	

he	 would	 take	 care	 of	 the	 money	 collection	

part.	I	replied	to	him	that	would	be	great	and	

in-fact	fantastic!	

The	function	got	over	at	around	12:30	am	and	

everyone	 slowly	 dispersed	 to	 the	 lunch	

pandal.	I	was	thinking	of	a	theme	song	for	the	
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collage	 video.	 I	 walked	 slowly	 and	 lonely	

towards	the	food	counter,	when	a	WhatsApp	

message	interrupted	me.	It	was	Gaurav	who	

sent	a	photo	of	the	bill	via	WhatsApp.	I	asked	

him	to	send	a	softcopy	via	Gmail.	He	replied	

Gmail?	 I	 don't	 such	 stuff!	 I	 laughed	 at	 my	

situation,	it's	a	funny	world	we	live	in.	As	I	was	

walking	 aimlessly	 with	 the	 food	 plate	 half-

�illed,	 the	 captain	 and	 the	 sports	 in-charge	

with	a	few	more	cricket	team	members,	who	

were	sitting	in	a	round	table,	called	me…

During	 the	 lunch	 time	 (1pm),	 we	 started	

discussing	 about	 the	 number	 of	 players	

available.	We	summed	up	to	8	players	and	so	

the	captain	immediately	told	that	let's	cancel	
th

tomorrow's	match	and	postpone	 it	 to	25 .	 I	

immediately	suggested	we	have	more	players	

from	the	student's	side	so	somehow	we'll	get	

11	players.	He	now	showed	his	bossism	and	

said	we	have	to	practise	with	our	perfect	team	

else	it's	of	no	use	to	play	the	practice	match.	I	

then	pleaded	with	him	that	for	the	sake	of	2-3	

players	he	was	sacri�icing	the	match	session	of	

8-9	players!	He	was	more	furious	and	told	me	

to	 call	 Gaurav	 and	 cancel	 the	 booking	

immediately.	 I	 did	 what	 the	 captain	 said.	

Gaurav	 said	 he	 would	 try	 and	 let	 me	 know	

within	an	hour	and	scolded	me	that	I	broke	a	

promise.	 And	 he	 further	 said	 if	 no	 team	 is	

available,	we	had	to	pay	cancellation	charges.	I	

said	 the	 same	 to	 the	 captain,	 he	 said	 'we'	

would	 collect	 it	 from	 the	 rest	 of	 the	 team	

members.	 With	 that	 heated	 discussion,	 I	

coolly	departed	with	the	Sooji	Halwa	desert…

As	 I	 was	 approaching	 my	 of�ice	 room,	 I	

encountered	 the	 people	 who	 demonstrated	

the	working	 of	 ACSM	 instrument.	 They	 told	

me	that	tomorrow	(Sunday)	they	required	my	

presence	as	the	experts	(who	are	foreigners!)	

would	 be	 available	 to	 demonstrate	 the	

calibration	 procedures	 for	 the	 ACSM.	

Realizing	 it 	 is 	 a 	 matter	 of 	 'national '	

importance,	I	said	that	I	have	to	ask	my	boss.

As	I	entered	my	room,	I	saw	the	wall	clock;	it	

was	 2:25	 pm.	 I	 realized	 that	 I	 am	 late	 for	

making	 the	 collage	 video.	 I	 started	 by	

searching	for	a	theme	song.	Around	5	minutes	

later	my	phone	rang.	It	was	Gaurav.	He	said	no	

one	is	willing	to	come	and	that	we	had	to	play	a	

match.	 I	 explained	 him	 clearly	 we	 are	 not	

coming.	 He	 said	 then,	 we	 had	 to	 pay	 50%	

charges	as	cancellation	fees	(That	was	4000	

rupees!).	I	was	in	shock;	I	didn't	know	what	to	

do!	I	told	him	that	I'd	asked	my	administration		

department	and	let	him	know	soon.	He	replied	

by	saying	that	I	could	 	ask	whomever	I	want,	

but	 he	 needs	 the	 4000	 rupees.	 Somehow,	 I	

managed	to	tell	him	that	I	would	update	him	

soon.	

I	resumed	that	collage	work.	I	chose	the	song	

'Humsafar'	 from	'Badrinath	ki	Dulhania'	and	

started	the	work	of	enhancing	the	photos	one	

by	 one.	 After	 that	 as	 I	 placed	 the	 photos	 in	

Windows	 moviemaker,	 when	 suddenly	 my	

of�ice	room's	landline	rang	and	scared	the	hell	

out	of	me!	It	was	from	the	lab	and	my	lab-mate	

and	he	asked	me	to	come	to	the	lab	ASAP	and	
th

told	me	its	urgent	work.	I	went	to	6 	�loor	and	

entered	 the	 lab.	 I	 was	 surprised	 to	 see	

everyone,	and	then	I	realized	it	was	a	sweet	

party	by	Sunil	Sir	for	his	award,	which	he	got	

today.	In	such	a	of�ice	party	type	situation,	it	is	

not	easy	and,	I	assume,	would	be	considered	

rude	 to	 just	 leave	 by	 saying	 that	 you	 have	

work.	Anyways,	 I	waited	 for	 an	opportunity	

and	departed	stealthily.	

Now	I	rushed	to	my	of�ice	PC,	and	looked	at	the	

time	in	the	bottom-right	corner	of	the	monitor	

SURABHI (Vol-9 No.2 December-2017) 16



screen;	it	was	4:35	pm!	I	�inished	compiling	

all	the	edited	photos,	set	the	timeline	for	the	

theme	 song,	 and	 pressed	 the	 “Save	movie”	

button,	then	a	window	popped	in	the	centre	of	

the	 screen.	 “This	 feature	 is	 available	 in	 full	

version	 only!”	 I	 stared	 at	 the	 monitor	 for	 a	

while.	If	it	had	been	a	human	being,	I	would	

have	 stabbed	 it	 right	 in	 the	CPU!	Helplessly	

thinking	what	 to	do,	 I	 got	a	 call...	 It	was	 the	

captain…

He	asked	me	to	get	the	Quote	from	Gaurav	for	

the	next	match	and	said	not	to	worry	about	the	

c ance l l a t i on 	 charges . 	 Th i s 	 t ime 	 he	

emphasised	on	the	word	quickly	as	he	would	

not	be	available	next	week.	I	looked	at	the	time	

with	 the	 phone	 in	 my	 hand;	 it	 was	 5	 pm,	

con�idently	 (sarcasm)	 I	 said	 “sure	bhaiya!”	 I	

conveyed	the	same	to	Gaurav.	He	said	this	time	

he	wants	in	advance.	I	said	de�initely	but	he	

has	to	send	me	a	quote.	He	then	hesitated	and	

asked	me	what	a	quote	was!	I	kept	my	cool	and	

explained	him	everything	in	detail.	

After	placing	the	phone,	a	great	solution	to	the	

collage	 video	 problem	 came	 to	 me!	 I	

remembered	 recording	 the	 monitor	 screen	

using	 an	 app.	 So	 I	 played	 the	 video	 and	

recorded	 the	 it	 in	 the	Monitor	 screen.	 After	

�inishing	it,	I	looked	at	the	time;	it	was	5:45	

pm.	I	had	said	6:30	pm	reporting	at	the	venue,	

Salvation	 restaurant.	 With	 the	 given	 traf�ic	

conditions	 it	 would	 take	 me	 45	 minutes	 to	

reach	there.	So	I	left	my	of�ice	room.	As	I	left	

the	of�ice	gate	I	realized	I	needed	a	laptop	to	

play	 the	 video	 and…	 the	 laptop	 is	 at	 my	

home…	.		So	I	rushed	there	and	took	the	laptop	

and	 thought	 for	 a	minute	whether	 I	missed	

anything…	Yes!	 I	missed	 the	 camera	 for	 the	

recording	the	performances…	where	is	it?	Oh!	

It's	of�ice!!!		I	dropped	the	plan	to	go	to	of�ice,	

called	 JK	 to	 arrange	 a	 camera	 and	 went		

straight	to	the	venue	.

I	 reached	 there	 at	6:40	pm.	 And	 one	 junior	

was	already	waiting	for	me.	I	apologised,	and	

we	started	scanning	the	place.	JK	arrived,	and	

then	 we	 made	 a	 help-desk	 for	 money	

collection	and	Alumni	data	�iling.	After	that	I	

checked	 the	 projector	 connectivity	 with	 my	

Laptop.	It	didn't	work!	I	looked	around	dozens	

of 	 people 	 had	 already	 come, 	 but 	 the	

performers	had	not	come	yet.	I	called	Prabodh	

as	he	was	going	to	present	using	a	laptop.	He	

came	at	7:45pm,	 and	 �inally	everything	was	

set.	I	started	with	the	mike	and	realized	I	was	

very	 bad	 at	 compering,	 especially	 after	 the	

Tsunami	 I	 had	 come	 through.	 Eventually	

Ananya	 bhaiya	 took	 over	 and	 events	 started	

smoothly. 	 I 	 was	 good	 handling	 at	 the	

background,	but	then	I	suddenly	remembered,	

where	is	the	camera?	I	looked	at	JK,	he	said	it's	

on	the	way.	I	looked	left	and	right	and	snatched	

my	 friends	 phone	 (One	 Plus	 5)	 and	 did	 the	

camera	man	job	and	events	coordinator…

After	all	 the	events	got	over	and	we	had	 the	

dinner.	I	forgot	the	most	important	thing.	I	ran	

towards	the	mike	and	announced	everyone	to	

assemble	for	the	group	photo.	Yup	that	single	

photo	is	enough	to	describe	and	remind	the	D-
th

day	11 	November	2017.	At	around	10	pm,	we	

took	 the	 photo	 and	 everyone	 dispersed.	 JK	

payed	the	 total	dinner	amount	of	Rs.	25,826	

(for	74	members),	in	my	presence.	I	returned	

home	with	the	happiness	of	seeing	everyone	

together	and	with	 the	 injuries	of	 the	mental	

shock,	I	just	went	through….

In	the	meanwhile,	my	phone	switched	off.	So,	
as	 I	 reached	 home	 at	 around	 11:45	 pm,	 I	
switched	it	on	after	plugging	the	charger,	I	got	
8	 missed	 calls	 and	 53	 WhatsApp	 messages	
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from	7	people.	I	switched	it	off	and	slept	again.

The	Day(s)	After:

The	next	day	I	woke	up	and	attended	all	the	

messages	and	calls.	3	calls	from	Gaurav,	2	calls	

from	 the	 ACSM	 instrument	 demonstrator,	 1	

call	 from	home	and	the	rest	were	related	to	

Alumni	meet.	Most	messages	were	related	to	

the	Alumni	meet	so	I	thanked	everyone…

From	Gaurav's	side	it	was	for	the	cancellation	

charge.	And	as	I	also	told	him	that	I	wanted	to	

th
pre-book	 the	 ground	 for	 25 	 morning	 (for	

which	I	asked	the	quotation),	I	paid	him	5000	

rupees,	 hoping	 that	 I	 would	 get	 my	 money	

back.	 Then	 I	 went	 to	 of�ice	 to	 attend	 to	

foreigners…

It	was	quite	a	day….	But	a	time	will	come	when	

I	have	to	face	such	days	on	a	regular	basis…	As	I	

have	faced	it	already,	I'll	be	ready	and	waiting	

for	it…
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Veni	

Vidi

Vici

"I	came,	I	saw,	I	conquered",	thus	said	Julius	

Ceaser	 and	 that	was	 the	 life,	 (not	 only	 life)								

“life	and	times	of	Prof	V	C	Harris.”	One	who	

was	always	a	 crowd	puller,	 and	at	 the	 same	

time	someone	who	preferred	to	stay	far	from	

the	madding	crowd.	Harris	Sir,	or	sometimes	

his	students	called	him	Harris	‘mash’(which	is	

a	 more	 respectable	 and	 adorable	 term	 in	

Malayalam),	some	scholars	who	are	elder	and	

sometimes	younger	called	him	Harris,	the	one	

who	 introduced	 and	 familiarized	 Jacques	

Derrida	and	his	“Differance”	to	the	Literature	

scholars	 of	 Kerala.	 Prof.	 V	 C	 Harris	 never	

addressed	himself	as	a	Professor	or	even	Dr	V	

C	Harris,	but	just	Harris,	and	 	he	chiselled	a		

“Harrisian	 	style	in	his	lectures	and	classes.”	

The	one	and	only	master	craftsman	of	literary	

theory	and	criticism	bid	adieu	to	us	on	Oct	9,	

2017.

I	am	not	an	authority	to	write	an	obituary	note	

on	Harris	Sir.	But	as	a	die-hard	fan	who	missed	

her	adorable	hero,	as	a	student	who	missed	

her	teacher,	along	with	thousands	of	students	

Gigy	J.	Alex
Assistant	Professor

Dept.	of	Humanities,	IIST		
gigy@iist.ac.in
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I	deem	it	as	my	duty.	Quite	a	few	years	back,	in	

2002,	 when	 I	 entered	 School	 of	 Letters,	

Mahatma	Gandhi	University,	as	a	guest	faculty,	

Harris	 Sir	 was	 in	 Germany	 as	 a	 Visiting	

Professor.	 But	 even	 then	 the	 students,	

teachers,	the	wind,	frisky	squirrels	and	even	

the	 chirping	 birds	 there	 missed	 him	 like	

anything	and	they	were	waiting	for	his	return	

from	Germany.	He	came	back	after	two	years.



Prof.	 V	 C	 Harris,	 a	 friend	 of	 all,	 let	 it	 be	 a	

scholar,	or	a	student,	or	a	fellow	teacher,	or	an	

auto	 driver,	 or	 the	 street	 side	 vendor	 or	 a	

bartender,	 was	 liked	 by	 all.	 A	 great	 soul	 of	

immense	 courage,	 an	 academic	who	was	 so	

unassuming,	who	 always	 kept	 himself	 away	

from	the	corridors	of	power	and	hated	power	

games,	that	was	Harris	Sir.	Irrespective	of	all	

his	 personal	 idiosyncrasies,	 (sometimes	 he	

forgets	 his	 professional	 commitments	 like	

delivering	 lectures,)	 no	 one	 can	 help	 from	

loving	 this	 guy.	Harris	 Sir,	we	 cannot	 forget	

you,	that	is	your	spirit,	we	love	your	childlike	

smile	and	that	sparkle	in	your	eyes.	That	wide	

gorge	that	you	left	us	will	always	remain	as	it	

is.

auf  Wiedersehen
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He	was	a	wizard	 in	his	classes,	 the	students	

fought	to	roam	around	him	as	if	he	is	the	Pied	

Piper	of	Hamelin.	The	charisma	that	he	exuded	

around	him	is	unexplainable.	He	talked	like	a	

sage	 in	 his	 classes;	 lectures	 were	 like	 the	

magic	 spells.	 The	 students	 learned	 and	

discussed	 Descartes,	 Plato,	 Kant,	 Husserl,	

Marx,	 Strauss,	 Foucault,	 Lacan,	 Althusser,	

Lyotard,	Deleuze	 and	 	 Jameson.	He	 lectured	

about	 modernism	 and	 postmodernism.	

Students	 learned	 and	 deliberated	 in	 his	

classes.	He	 introduced	 them	 to	 the	world	of	

discourse	without	themselves	realising	that,	a	

great	 teacher	 par	 excellence	whose	 lectures	

extended	for	three	or	more	hours.

Not	 only	 as	 a	 great	 teacher,	 he	 was	 quite	

known	to	the	students	and	artists	as	a	great	

theatre	artist	too.	He	brought	the	students	to	

the	world	of	Samuel	Beckett.	His	acting	style,	

dialogue	 rendition,	 and	 solo	 performances	

made	him	a	professional	actor.	He	who	started	

his	journey	into	the	academic	world	as	a	�ilm	

critic	and	writer	wrote	a	 series	of	works	on	

cinema,	 theory	 and	 criticism.	 He	 acted	 in	

several	 plays,	 cinemas,	 and	 just	 before	 his	

untimely	death	acted	in	the	Malayalam	short	

�ilm,	Krappum	Kuruppum	(Krap	and	Kurup).



ज�बा है भर गगन,  कछ कर जाने का,ु

तफानी हौसल� पर उतर जाने का ू

पथर�ल�,  कंट�ल� चाह� जो राह हो,

बस नंगे पाव ह� उसपर गज़र जाने का ||ु

ना चाहँ साथ ऐ खदा,  ये मंिज़ल मेर� हैुू

म � कमा� हँ, मेरे हाथ� पर लक�र� �य� उक़ेर� ह� |ू

दे सके तो ब�दतर मि�कल� ह� दे देु

इस बार तो �ण �लया है,

कम � के �लये �ाण छोड़ जाने का ||

भीषण तपी राह पर फटत े छाले,  मंिज़ल �दखात े ह�ू

कैसी मग-मर��चका ? रा�त े बढ़त ेह� जात ेह� |ृ

म � उ�माद�-उ�म, �लये उ�म� मन, �कता नह�ं

लह-�वह�न तन, मंिज़ल गगन, बन पतंग हारता नह�ं ||ू

राह� दंग, साँस � तंग, �ह धारे आतंक

ना चकता मंिज़ल कभी म,�  यह� है मेरा ढंग ||                                   ु

 मगत�णा                    ृ ृ					Uttam	Jodawat	
															SC15B055

																B.	Tech.	(Aerospace	Engineering)
														IIST

															uttamjain8@gmail.com	
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ag-¡m-Sp-I-fpsS ad-sbm-gn-ª-t¸mÄ ]pÅn-

am³ Xsâ Imep-IÄ¡p thKX Iq«n.  

]pÂta-Sp-I-fmWv ap¶nÂ, Hfn-ªn-cn-¡-ensâ 

km[y-X-I-f-h-km-\n-¡p¶ \á-`q-an-IÄ.  ac-

§Ä¡p ]n¶nÂ ]Xn-bn-cp¶ B Ne-\-§-f-

h-ti-jn-¸n¨ ̀ oXn-bpsS De-¨n-ep-IÄ HSp§pw 

hsc C\n-b-h³ HmSn-s¡m-�n-cn-¡pw. AXn-\n-

S-bnÂ, Ah³, Hcp ]t£ ]pÂta-Sp-IÄ Xm-

�p-Ibpw ]pg-sbm-gp-¡p-IÄ t`Zn-¡p-Ibpw 

ae-tb-ä-§-fnte¡v apt¶-dp-Ibpw sN¿pw.  

]n¶nse ]n´p-SÀ¨-IÄ¡v Xo{hX Ipd-ªp.  

F¶n«pw Ah³ HmSn-s¡m-�n-cp-¶p. ]pÂta-

Sp-IÄ ]md-s¡-«p-I-fmbn ]cn-W-an-¡p-Ibpw 

ImÂh-bv]p-I-tfm-tcm¶pw Xt¶m-Sp-X-s¶-

bpÅ {Iqc-X-bm-hp-Ibpw sNbvXn«pw Ah³ 

HmSn-s¡m-�n-cp-¶p. th«-¡mcsâ ]n³hm-§-

en\p tijhpw Ah³ HmSn-s¡m-�n-cp-¶p.  

Fs´-¶mÂ, ̀ bw At¸mgpw Ahs\ ]n³Xp-

SÀ¶n-cp-¶p. 

D¨-sh-bnÂ Xmgv¶p.  ]em-b\w t]md-ep-I-

tfÂ¸n¨ ico-c-t¯m-sS, {`m´-amb InX-¸p-I-

tfm-sS, ]pÅn-am³ ]pÂta-Snsâ At§-¯-e-

bv¡se thÀs]«p \n¶ ]md-bnÂ \ne-bp-d-¸n-

¨p. B sshIp-t¶-c-¯nsâ FÃm hiy-Xbpw 

H¸n-sb-Sp¯ Hcp Imäv At¸mÄ AXp-hgn IS-

¶p-t]m-bn. AXn-e-h³ Xs¶ ]n³Xp-SÀ¶-

hsâ KÔw tXSn sNhn-IqÀ¸n-¨p. th«-ar-K-

¯nsâ i_vZw tXSn... I®p-IÄ Is®¯pw 

Zqc-t¯mfw i{Xp-hns\ tXSn... Ahsâ \nizm-

k-§Ä sasÃ im´-am-bn. XcWw sNbvXp 

apdp-Inb \nan-j-§-fpsS XojvW-X-bn-se-hn-

sStbm Ah\p t]Sn ssItamiw h¶n-cp-¶p.  

Noho-Sp-I-fpsS Ic-¨n-ep-I-fpw, ]£n-I-fpsS 

Nnd-I-Sn-sbm-¨-I-fpw, AI-e-§-fnÂ Im«m-\-

¡q-«-§-fpsS ImÂh-bv]p-I-fpsS apg-¡-§-fpw, 

]pg-bn-c-¼-§-fpw, Ce-b-\-¡-§-fpw, ag-bqÀ¶ 

a®nsâ, Im«p-]p-Ãnsâ KÔhpw Ahsâ 

t_m[-¯n-te¡v aS§n h¶p.  Hm¡p-a-c-§Ä 

ImgvN-I-fnÂ ho�pw XWÂ ]c-¯n, hntam-N-

\-¯nsâ kpKÔw t]dp¶ asämcp Imäv 

At¸mÄ ImSnsâ lrZ -b-¯nÂ \n¶v 

]Xps¡ hoin. B t\cw apXÂ, Ah³ Cc-b-

Ãm-Xm-bn. Cfw shbn-enÂ, XfnÀ¯p \n¶ 

]pÂ\m-¼p-I-fn-te¡v Ah³ apJw Xmgv¯n.  

Gsd-sbm¶pw aps¶-b-Ãm¯ `oXn-X-amb B 

kam-K-a-¯nsâ Ah-km-\s¯ HmÀ½-Ifpw 

At¸mÄ ad-hn-sb-Sp-¯p.

Cc
	 Nikhilraj

SC15D023

Ph.D	Scholar	(Avionics),	IIST

nikhilraj.eee@gmail.com	
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ந�ல�… ந�லஜால� 
(இ� கவ�ைத அ�ல; எ� உண�வ�� பகி�� ம��ேம)

உ�ைன வ�ண��க வா��ைதக���� திற��ேடா!

ஒ�வ� ெசா�லி ம�றவ� ரசி��� ேபா� உ�டா�� சிலி��ைப வ�ட

நாேம �க��� சிலாகி�ப�� மகி�வ�� ப�மட�க�ேறா! 

ந�ல�:

வா�� கட�� மய��� எ�ன தவ� ெச�தன தம�� ந�ல நிற� 

வா��க�ெபற!

வான ேமாஹின� தா� எ�தைன ந�ல�கள�� மி��கிறா�!

எ�ண�லட�கா ந�ல��டைவகள�� பவன� வ�கிறா�!

அதிகாைல வான� அட��த ந�ல�

ஆதவ� உதி�த வான� ெச�நிற� கல�த ந�ல�!

உ�சி ெவய�� வான� ெதள��த ந�ல�

ம��� மாைலய�� நிறேமா மய��� ந�ல�

இ��ட வான� ெகா�டேதா 

ப��� ெம�ைம ெபாதி�த க�ந�ல� (பாரதி பா�ய� ேபால!)

ேமக� நிைற�த வான�தி� தா� எ�தைன ந�ல வ�ண ஜால�!

�ள���ள�யான ேமக���ட�கள�� கா�பெத�னேவா

ந�ல ெவள�ய�� ெச�மறியா�� ம�ைதயா�!

கா�ேமக� ெகா�ட வானெம�னேவா 

க��சா�ப� கல�த ப��� ெபாதியா�!

அதி��, மாைல ேவைள ேமக�திர�கைள�  க�ட��டா?

ெச�சா��� �ழ�ப�� த��றிய ந�ல���ட�கைள� க�டா� தா�

சி�ன� �ழ�ைத ேபா� மன� தா� ��ள� �தி�காதா?

இதய� தா� இல�வாகி வ��ண�� பற�காதா?

அவ�றி� அைம�ப��தா� எ�தைன ேந��தி! எ�தைன மிள���!

Dr.	Gnanappazham
Associate	Professor

Dept.	of	Earth	&	Space	Sciences
IIST		

gnanam@iist.ac.in
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ஒள��� ந�ல� கட��ேக உ�ய�.

ஆதவ� உதி�ைகய�� ஆழிய�� ம�ச� கல�த ந�ல� கா�ைகய��

அ� அளவ�ற ���ண��சி ெகா��பைத உண��த��டா?

��மதிய��  ஒள��� கட� �ட�தா� தகதக�கிற�; ஆனா��, அ� ந� 

உ�ள���� ஒ� ந��ட அைமதிைய� த�வைத அ�பவ��த��டா?

ெதள��த கடலி� தா� எ�தைன ந�ல�க�!

�ர�ேத ெத��� க� ந�ல�, 

அ�ேவ ெம�ல ெம�ல மிதமான, ப�ைம கல�த, 

ம��� ெவ�ேவ� ந�ல�களாக மாறி மாறி 

ந� கா�க� அ�ேக வ�ைகய�� 

ெவ��க�களாகி அைலகேளா��, �ைரேகா��� 

ந�ேமா� வ�ைளயா� ��கலி�க� ெச�வதி�ைலயா?

வா���� கட���� அ��� ந�ல� எ�றா� உடேன

எ� நிைன��� வ�வ� மய�� ம��ேம!

வா���� மய����� உற� ேபா��

அதனா� தாேனா எ�னேவா 

வ��ண�லி��� வ�� அத� உறைவ த� ெப�ய ேதாைகைய வ���தா�

வரேவ�கிற� ேபா��!

பளபள��� ந�ல� ப�டாைட ேபா��தியத�ேறா மய�லி� ேமன�!

ப�ைம, க�ைம, அர�� என எ�தைன நிற�க� 

அத� ேம� பரவ� இ��தா��, அைவ அைன��� மி��� ந�ல�தி� 

இைய�த�ேறா மிள��கி�றன!

இ��� எ�தைன எ�தைனேயா……

வா��ைதகளா� வ�ண��க ��யாத ஜால�கைள

வா� இைர��� ந�ல�ைத…..

ஆராதி�காதா�தா� உ�ேடா!!!
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