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It is with great pleasure that I
present to you the sixth volume
of “QUARKS’, the annual mag-
azine of the undergraduate stu-
dents of the Indian Institute of
Science.

The Undergraduate Program

of IISc started in 2011 as a dis-
tinctive 4-year course designed

to attract highly talented Indian
youth to explore the frontiers of
science. The primary objective

of initiating the program was to
provide bright and motivated stu-
dents with inquiry-based learn-
ing experience in an environment
in which high-quality research is practiced and valued. The Program has attracted
very good students since its inception and has reached a steady state with the pass-
ing out of 6 batches of students. The academic pursuits of the outgoing students in
world-renowned institutes of higher learning confirms the success of our Under-
graduate Program.

I am happy to share that apart from their scholarly dispositions, our students are
also involved in several extra- curricular activities and excel in them. One such
activity is working towards the publication, Quarks. The compilation of stories,
anecdotes, poems and art is indeed impressive and very enjoyable to peruse. I con-
gratulate all those who have contributed to the magazine and take this opportunity
to wish all our Undergraduates a happy, fruitful and a successful stay in IISc.
Happy reading!

Anjali A Karande
Dean, Undergraduate Program, lISc.
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With the advent of a new academic year come new people,
new challenges, and the latest issue of Quarks. Having been
a part of the editorial team of Quarks for the past two years,
[ have learnt two things: one, that the literary, artistic and
creative potential of the UG community in IISc is largely
untapped, and two, that attempting to tap this latent
potential is no mean feat!

In the span of a year, from collecting articles to

editing, designing and digitizing them, we as a team
happened to meet several talented writers, artists,
designers and even photographers, who were not officially
part of the Quarks team. To the future editors and coordinators, I'd like to say this: a small effort
in convincing people who do not initially volunteer to participate goes a long way in collecting
good content and bringing forth a wholesome annual issue of Quarks. Convincing need not
mean coercion, as a lot of people do not volunteer not because they don’t want to, and some of
them would be glad to participate if requested.

Moving on, this issue is a melting pot of the various elements that constitute an IISc
undergraduate student. The veil of anonymity is sometimes a powerful way to express oneself,
and we received some interesting articles from anonymous authors this time.

The section titled Contemplations is a blend of articles on various, seemingly unrelated
subjects, a reflection of the varied interests of the UG community. The section on UG-centric
issues contains several articles that promise to be both interesting and informative.

This issue also contains an extensive Photography feature that aims to collate photographs into
coherent categories. And as always, a vibrant fix of art, poetry and stories is assured.

Bringing out Volume 6 of Quarks would not have been possible without the support of
Professor Anurag Kumar, the Director, Professor Anjali Karande, Dean of the Undergraduate
Programme, the administrative section, the ever-helpful Archives and Publications Cell and the
various people who contributed in both small and large ways to the completion of this issue.

Yours sincerely,
Pooja Nathan
Editorial Coordinator
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A Major Decision
Julian D’Costa
UG 2016

Every December, IISc UG sees its second year students confronting their first big decision of under-
graduate life - What major do I pick to study?

The undergraduate program offers six choices: Physics, Biology, Mathematics, Chemistry, Materials
Science, and Earth & Environmental Science.

We have data on the majors chosen by undergraduates from the beginning of the program onward, and
quite a few patterns emerge.

120 —
- Earth and Env Sci
100 —
Materials
80 - - Mathematics
60 B - PhySics
40 — Chemistry
Biology
20 — IIIII
(0]

2011 2012 2013 2014 2015

Physics is clearly the most popular major, followed by Biology. Materials and Mathematics vary in de-
mand, tailed by Chemistry and Earth & Environmental Science. Earth Science has always been a niche
choice, more so in recent years, with none of the 2015 batch choosing it. Materials Science, on the other
hand, has become more popular with time.

Quarks spoke to several members of the graduating class of 2013 and some others to find out why they
chose the majors they did.

X X Xt
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The Chemistry major in
I1Sc broadly focuses on Physical, Inorganic,
Organic and Analytical Chemistry. Semesters after the
4th deal with special topics in more detail. Unlike most
other majors, the number of required courses is quite a lot.
Almost all of the credits are fixed. Since the course structure
is planned well, I felt that was an advantage because often
a student might go on to take a more advanced course
without fulfilling a pre-requisite, obviously sometimes
without understanding. So, here, there was no scope
for that.

I took Chemistry because I liked the subject since
class 7, so I was fixed on majoring in it. I wanted to
work in a field which is a blend of Inorganic and Ma-

. . ) terials Chemistry. The wider field which interests me
Rohin Biswas ‘13 is Supramolecular Chemistry and its applications. So, I
went on to take some courses from Materials Research
Center. However, after completing my major, I felt that
the theoretical background with which I graduated is
quite strong which would ultimately help me in my
future research career to a good extent!

‘/
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I chose physics because I

liked the subject the most, the only
other option was math and I realised
I didn’t really have a passion for more
abstract parts of math.

Naren Manjunath ‘13
The great thing about this major is you can do
anything from biology to high energy physics
merging into math with this foundation. The labs
are generally excellent and make the learning
process much more comprehensive. Finally the
abundance of seminars and talks in the department
and in other institutes like ICTS and RRI give fantas-
tic exposure to research and offer a lot of project
opportunities.

>

I think the major drawbacks are repetition of
syllabus in certain courses, and since there are lots
of students there is much more demand for a limited
number of professors. Also the first three semesters in

physics are slightly underwhelming. f
/
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Fourth and fifth semesters are mostly compulsory courses covering the
same topics at a higher level and introducing new things like quantum
mechanics and statistical mechanics.

Special mention to all the second year labs which go through a lot of
historically crucial experiments. Expect a hectic schedule especially till
semester 5 with labs, but afterwards there’s a lot of free time and you for-
get how it was to wake up for 8 am classes!

On balance if you want to get exposed to interdisciplinary subjects and
also have a strong technical base, this is a very good major.

P R i 2 b

I was interested in biology,
but I switched to Materials Science mainly because at
that point I wasn't sure that I wanted to pursue a PhD. I was
a little more inclined towards atleast having the option
of taking up a job after my bachelors, and Materials
Science is so interdisciplinary that I could have both
options open.

It was nice and chill. The entire department was
friendly and supportive.

4 X X

The math major at IISc is quite good.

Unlike other majors, we have no labs. But that
does not mean that we get more time, since we
need to put in more effort for the courses. We do
the basic courses in the fourth and fifth semester.
The sixth semester courses are intermediate level
coutses. There are also quite a few advanced elec-
tives that are offered at the department. There is
a final semester project, which many people start
working on at the beginning of the year.

Sanal S Prasad ‘13

I chose math because... I u&l-like the idea of

abstraction, of studying structures and looking

for connections in different topics. For example,

a lot of mathematical formulations have come
about from deep insights in Physics
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(and other sciences), for instance Calculus (Analysis to

be more precise). It’s fascinating to know how vague ideas
based on intuitions were given so much structure by mak-
ing precise definitions and arguments.

I like studying different structures. Algebra for instance in-
volves a lot of such things. You take objects with a relatively
simple setup, and then keep adding more and more structure

to it and study how various properties evolve.

My current interest, Number Theory (and Alge-
braic Geometry also) uses ideas from both Anal-
ysis and Algebra, each complementing the other.
Also lovely is how a lot of the problems in Number
Theory are remarkably simple to understand, the
solutions not so much!

Agniva Dasgupta ‘13

I originally chose Physics because I had a bias towards it since I had taken PCM in school, also
the thought that I had at that time was that taking physics will let you choose any other field in the
future, which is what physicists do -- they encroach upon many fields like economics, biology...
So I thought let’s take Physics for now I can think about what field to work in for PhD later...
I came to IISc with an open mind.. I realised many people have a very strong bias
have experience in. I didn’t want to do that.
I got into Biology after coming here, problems in biology really interested m
a lot of computational and theoretical biology going on near me which was
tion and translation-- the fancy stuff of biology.

iGEM took up all my time ... but I really enjoyed the experience.
In the 4th sem I had come to know that Samriddhi Thakur had changed her ma
her and she told me how she had planned to do it - which didn’t sound very insg
and then I thought that I could also do that - and the moment that thought stru
knew that this is the right thing to do... I anyways spent the whole semester doi
spending the vacation in biology and to be true .. the reason I chose physics was to use
(yes I used you physics).
So I talked to Narmada and Srinath, Arunavo and Prabaha --all of them encouraged me immensely.
In June after 4th sem I started the procedure to change my major to Biology and within two working
days it was done. I was pretty happy and relieved.

I sure have enjoyed my semesters and the topics I study about when I am not working for course or
project related stuff. By the way don’t think that now I might stick to biology a lot.

My current project is not biology or science as I used to know it.

My interests are dynamic and I hope that doesn't take a toll on my future but at the moment I am
enjoying what I do and that’s all I actually care about.

Abhijeet Krishna ‘14
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On Depression

Introduction

In this section of Quarks 2017, Raj Magesh and Julian D’Costa embark on a mission to understand
depression — what it is, how to identify it, and how it can be treated. This series of articles begins with a
number of riveting case studies and segues into the currently-accepted scientific explanation of depres-
sion, based on an interview with a practicing psychiatrist. An article about depression in IISc UG - a
rising concern for students, parents and the administration alike — concludes the series, discussing spe-
cific UG-centric risk factors, empirical data from current students, and counseling facilities available on.

An Invisible Menace?

He woke up to the insistent beeping of his alarm clock. The air was
muggy, stifling hot. Groaning silently, he turned on his side, eyes
flicking over the clock face. 11:42 a.m. Another day without break-
fast. Oddly enough, he wasn't hungry anymore. He hadn’t been
hungry for quite a few weeks now. Hed missed morning classes too,
of course. His attendance would drop, but he had accounted for that:
missing morning classes every day still kept his attendance over the
mandatory minimum of 70%. -
Classes in the morning are a pain, he thought to himself. Hed both- Fq
ered attending them once, as a freshman, excited by the prospect of | P
learning from the greatest minds in the nation. After all, hed slogged, /%
during high school, sweating blood and tears to get into (t)his insti- :
tute, one of the finest colleges for the brightest students in the na- %
tion. After that (What now)? The dream had shattered. Unlike high
school, where he had excelled far beyond his peers, breezing through
exam after exam, college was a minefield. Attendance, tests, quizzes,
projects, assignments, deadlines, late nights. Stress. Stress. Stress. The
best way to survive the minefield was to simply stop moving entirely.
He looked again at the clock. 12:06 p.m. Mustering an effort of will,
he rose up onto his own two feet, grabbing a towel from his clothes-
line. Same old, same old. No one bothered to wake me up. The
thought popped into his mind unexpectedly, and he mulled over the
notion. When he had first started skipping classes, his friends had
come to ask him why, some even resolving to be his personal alar
clocks. A quick smile flickered over his face at the memory. Now,
though, no one cared anymore. He sighed quietly, fingers idly play-
ing with the towel in his hands.

When he looked down, it had become a noose...
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Apr 28, 2014

PG student hangs self in IISc
hostel

http://timesofindia.
indiatimes.com/city/
bengaluru/PG-student-
hangs-self-in-IISc-hostel/
articleshow/34304745.cms

The decomposed body of a postgraduate student was found in his
hostel room at the Indian Institute of Science here on Sunday morning.
Police said the body of Prabhakaran JK, 26, was noticed atleast two
days after he had committed suicide.

Although police couldn’t find any suicide note from the room, they
quoted some of his friends as saying that a broken relationship with

his girlfriend might have driven him to take the extreme step. Prabha-
karan, from Chennai, was doing Master of Engineering in aerospace,
aeronautical and astronautical engineering.

Prabhakaran, who was to complete his course in June, was offered a job
by a big company through campus selection.

Jan 21, 2012

IISc professor, Engg. student
end life

Unable to come to terms with his loneliness, an Indian Institute of
Science (IISc) professor on Sunday allegedly committed suicide here
on Friday morning, sending shockwaves in the city’s scientific estab-
lishment.

Forty-six-year old Parag Sadhale, a professor from the department of
microbiology and cell biology, was found hanging from the ceiling fan
of his Sanjaynagar flat in the morning.

A research scholar with him told police that the professor was very
co-operative and cheerful always. She also said that he was in the de-
partment laboratory till 8:30 pm on Thursday.

“Sadhale was deeply interested in music and was a very good harmoni-
um player. He would spend lot of time listening to music. I can’t think
of any reason that could have pushed him into committing suicide;” a
close colleague, who did not want to be named, told TOL.

ore PhD scholar of
ommits suicide

o

s :ﬁw'ww.thehindu.com/

‘)‘g?ﬁkper/ One-more-Ph.-

sof-1ISc.-commits-
i akticle14879677.ece

Indian Institute of Science saw its second suicide this year with
Chitra R. (32), a doctorate student, consuming poison on Monday-
night.

She was one of the 14 researchers working on Non-Equilibrium Pro-
cessing of Nanomaterial at IISc’s Materials Engineering Department.
The news came as a shock to Chitra’s relatives, classmates and profes-
sors. At the Victoria Hospital mortuary where they congregated, most
of them were too distraught to talk. “It’s a shock. We don’t know why
she took her life,” said one of them, wishing to remain anonymous.
“She was cool... we never felt she was stressed in any way; he said.

Associate Professor Ashok Raichur said Chitra had secured good
grades in both M.Sc. and during her doctoral course. “She was diligent
and was friendly with everyone,” he said. To a question, he said there
appeared to be no form of academic pressure on Chitra.

QUARKS |Volume 6 |2017 11




The Science of Depressigfi

BAn interview with Dr. Doreen Dias, pragiel " psychiatrist

What is depression?

Depression is a clinical condition wherein the core symptom is sadness of mood. This is accompanied
by cognitive, behavioral, physical and social changes. This is different from normal mood changes or
sadness experienced by most people as it is pervasive in nature and affects one’s functioning in various
spheres of life — work, relationships, social functioning, productivity, and quality of life. To term it “de-
pression” as a clinicalentity, it must be present for more than two weeks... There are criteria which must
be satisfied to make'a diagnosis of depression set by DSM5 (American Psychiatric Association) or the
WHO ICD 10.

INFO PANEL: DSM-V (Symptoms of Major Depressive Disorder)

Five (or more) of the following symptoms have been present during the same 2-week
period and represent a change from previous functioning; at least one of the symptoms is
either (1) depressed mood or (2) loss of interest or pleasure.

1. Depressed mood most of the day, nearly every day, as indicated by either subjective
report (e.g., feels sad, empty, hopeless) or observation made by others (e.g., appears
tearful). (Note: In children and adolescents, can be irritable mood.)

2. Markedly diminished interest or pleasure in all, or almost all, activities most of the
day, nearly every day (as indicated by either subjective account or observation.)

3. Significant weight loss when not dieting or weight gain (e.g., a change of more than
5% of body weight in a month), or decrease or increase in appetite nearly every day.
(Note: In children, consider failure to make expected weight gain.)

iaor hypersomnia nearly every day.

or agitation or retardation nearly every day (observable by others, not

subjective feelings of restlessness or being slowed down).

6. Fatigug r loss of energy nearly every day.

7. Feelig of worthlessness or excessive or inappropriate guilt (which may be delusion-
al) nearly every day (not merely self-reproach or guilt about being sick).

8. Dinfinished ability to think or concentrate, or indecisiveness, nearly every day (either
by/subjective account or as observed by others).

9. Recurrent thoughts of death (not just fear of dying), recurrent suicidal ideation with-

ut a specific plan, or a suicide attempt or a specific plan for committing suicide.

12  QUARKS | Volume 6 | 2017



How do you tell if sq

though in most ca
collateral history fro
tying people who migk
tion. Withdrawal, avoidi

2 after a formal interview of the person, with corroborative/
knows the patient well, there are several pointers to identi-
eriencing depression. Change in behavior is the first indica-
acts, decline from the previous level of performance (academic/

work), decline in self-care/grooming, looking sad, no engagement in usual interests. Sometimes people
may express feeling low, “down,” low energy levels, feeling weak... If these symptoms are persistent and
occupy much of the person’s day (including negative thoughts) “most of the day, every day,” then one
must think of depression. Other prominent complaints are sleep problems, appetite and bowel changes
— these are most often the first symptoms (biological changes) experienced by a patient.

Myth

"\,

Fact

Depression isn't a real illness - i
dowa®

eling

L %)

Depression is a complex mental health disorder that
has social, psychological and biological origins.

Thinking “positive thoughts” can cure depres-
sion - all it takes is a change in attitude!

Depression is NOT simply someone*wallowing in
grief or sadness - it is a medical illness that needs to

be treated bi a doctor.

Everything in your life is going well - you can’t
be depressed!

Though depression can be triggered by traumatic
events, often it has no clear-cut cause and can hap-
pen to the happiest of people.

Antidepressant drugs are bad for you - they’ll
change your personality!

Antidepressants do alter neurotransmitter levels in
your brain but many patients report that the “feel
like themselves” after taking them!

Talking about depression makes things worse -
just avoid thinking about it at all!

Often, patients require psychotherapy with mental
health professionals to treat their condition.

QUARKS |Volume 6 |2017 13




hat are the causes of depression?

The bio-psycho-social model works until today... Recent advances have given more insight into the
pathogenesis of the condition... The biological theories are now focused on neurotransmitter theories,
neuroplasticity, and hormonal causes. The most prominent neurotransmitters involved are serotonin,
norepinephrine and dopamine. All antidepressants work through the neurotransmitter system. The the-
ory is that these neurotransmitters get depleted in depression. Serotonin gets released into the synapse
and some goes to the postsynaptic receptor and the rest gets picked up again by the sender. Some anti-
depressants work by inhibiting the reuptake thereby increasing the synaptic serotonin... This somehow
causes the lifting of depression. Others inhibit reuptake of norepinephrine or dopamine. Other antide-
pressants work on more than one neurotransmitter.

Actually, it’s not as simple as increase and decrease of neurotransmitters. Why and how does depletion
occur? Spontaneously, or in response to an internal or external stimulus? We are still not sure. Depres-
sion is the result of a complex interplay of various factors - it could be a chain of events - for example an
external stressor on a genetically vulnerable individual and the gene manifests by way of neurochemi-
cals and/or the neuroplasticity paths.

There is more and more evidence of the neuroplasticity of the brain and how the brain changes struc-
turally to accommodate or cope with stress. The hypothalamus can also be involved; other hormones
such as cortisol, estrogens, thyroid hormones affect mood and behavior. Genetic transmission is known
- it could be multiple genes but what exactly is transmitted is not known. Depression, like all mental
disorders, is multifactorial in origin. Psychological and social factors also play important contributory
roles - triggering, maintaining, and perpetuating depression.

At what point should depression be treated psychiatrically?

A diagnosis of depression means the person requires treatment; the form of treatment would depend on
the severity of the symptoms. Mild to moderate depression can often be managed with psychotherapy,
which means they need not see a psychiatrist for their condition but can get this therapy from other
Mental Health Professionals.

Most cases of moderate depression benefit from pharmacological therapy — and in fact I see many need
this to get faster relief of symptoms as “talking therapy” may take time, and also requires a lot of un-
derstanding and cooperation from the client to carry out tasks assigned as homework. Most biological
symptoms definitely need medication. Changing thought processes happens by psychological therapy
and the effect is enduring in long term. Moderate or severe depression requires drug therapy, hospital-
ization and maybe even electrical treatment. All cases require a combination of pharmacotherapy and
psychotherapy: this takes time to work but is enduring in the long term.

14 QUARKS | Volume 6 | 2017



Whom ddfl ask?

Clinical psychologist Psychologists have doctoral degrees (PhDs) in cliftieal psychology
and are licensed to diagnose patients, create treatment plans®
conduct therapy sessions.

aluate patients,
prescribe

Psychiatrist A psychiatrist is a medical doctg
diagnose mental illness and per.
medications.

Psychiatric social worker | Psychiatric social workers meet with pati s.and provide them with
individual/group therapy and help refer the other services that

Psychiatric nurses Mental health nurses help patients with mental health issues using
therapy, administration of drugs, etc. and are trained to build thera-
peutic alliances and deal with challenging behaviour.

|

Counselor Counselors vary significantly in types of training and credentials.
They engage in diagnosis of mental illness and also providedndividu-

al and group counselling.

QUARKS |Volume 6 |2017 15



11Sc UG: Depression on Campus

A friend becomes quieter, more reserved and withdrawn. Another disappears entirely, spending all day
playing video games. Sad poetry - about loneliness, distant relationships, homesickness, even suicide

— flourishes on IISc UG Confessional. Stress mounts. Grades drop. Parents call. Exams ensue. Panic
follows. Is it any wonder at all that here, within India’s premier research institute, the menace of depres-
sion is creeping up on the undergraduate community?

Unlike many other colleges, IISc’s Undergraduate Bachelor of Science (Research) course is highly rigor-
ous and demanding. With a minimum attendance requirement of 70%, six subjects for the first three se-
mesters, classes the entire morning, labs the entire afternoon, numerous tests, quizzes, assignments and
exams, the stress on any individual student is monumental! Compounded with this academic pressure
is the feeling of homesickness — especially for freshmen who've travelled across the country to study
here. The traditional support network of family and teachers doesn’t quite hold up on campus: after all,
the people we interact with most often are our friends.

Students burn out. It’s easy to say that students often lose motivation, or give up too easily, but the

UG community at [ISc is the cream of the crop! UGs here are academically brilliant, and are passion-
ate about science, learning and research. Why, then, are students losing the spark of interest that they
arrived with? What is going wrong? To answer these questions, let’s turn to an anonymous survey of
students in their third semester (conducted by Rajas Poorna and Pranav Minasandra) that included
questions about their workload, stress levels and general attitude towards classes. The responses — at the
risk of sounding like clickbait — will shock you!

Rank the amount of semester workload
30 —

38(57.6%)

20 — 13(19.7%)

1 O - 12(18.2%)

1(1.5%)
2(3%)

o

1 2
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How burnt out do you feel?

40

35

30

25

20

15

10

2(3%0)

1(1.5%)

2

How often do you sleep in class?

25

20

15

10

3(4.5%)

12(18.2%)

12(18.2%0)

20(30.3%)

13(19.7%)

22(33.3%)

38(57.6%)

9(13.6%)
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Without sacrificing grades, how much do you feel you can afford to be interest-
ed in all the topics taught in class?

25 —

24(36.4%0)

22(33.3%
20 (¢ ©)

18(27.3%)
15

10

1(1.5%20) 1(1.5%20)

1 2 3 4 5

When asked if their outlook had changed from second to third semester,
several students responded:

“Yeah. Now I just want to be done with it

“Started to develop symptoms of depression.”

“Yes, I think I'm questioning my choice of pursuing pure science”

“I used to like all branches of science before the 3rd semester. All that happens in this
semester is that instructors throw tasks and students are expected to complete them
much like a computer does whatever you ask it to do without thinking even once. I do
not like a few subjects now””

« “T've stopped caring about trying to appreciate each and every course. I'm okay with
copying the assignments now. As far as [chemistry] lab is concerned, I don’t want to
make the best possible use of it, like I used to - I just want to run away.”

“My indifference and lack of motivation has only grown.”
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When asked for additional comments, these came up, along with more sad
poetry...

“We are grown up. Please don't treat us like kids. Stop telling us what to attend, what to
read, what to think. It's enough. We are aspiring to be good scientists, we need to [be]
free thinkers. We should have courage to ‘go out [of the] box, no matter if we fail. Please
provide us some room to fail”

o “Alittle reduction in academic course load might help some of the students”

o “Students have started dealing with issues horribly. Do not take mental health, particu-
larly major depression, lightly. I don’t think they know what it feels to be suicidal, and
people have loads of other issues to deal with that are not academic, it's only natural and
you cannot ask people to keep their heads free of such distractions.”

“If this continues, suicide will become a plausible option.”

“All around me are familiar faces,
Worn out faces, worn out faces.
Bright and ready for their daily races,
going nowhere, going nowhere.

[ find it kind of funny, I find it kind of sad.

The dreams in which I'm dying are the best I've ever had.
I find it hard to tell you, I find it hard to say,
When you make us run in circles it’s a very very
MAD SEMESTER?”

What kind of help is available on campus?

The IISc UG peer support group - called Misfit Elves - is an initiative started by students to provide

a support platform for their peers. Often, a major contributor to the onset of depression is loneliness
and social anxiety. By providing an outlet for emotions and someone to talk to, Misfit Elves hopes to
forestall this onset and instead provide supportive hands and shoulders to cry on. Misfit Elves can be
contacted (anonymously, if desired) via email (iiscug.help@gmail.com) and Facebook (www.facebook.
com/MisfitElvesIISc/). They also have a blog (misfitelves.wordpress.com) and a Google Group (groups.
google.com/forum/#!forum/misfitelves). For more helpful information, check out their brochure!

Of course, Misfit Elves is focused on preventing depression, promoting awareness and providing sup-
port and help, not treating it. Diagnosis and treatment of any psychiatric condition - including depres-
sion - is best left to the professionals. Currently, IISc offers the services of a counsellor from the Centre
for Counselling and Support (counsellor@admin.iisc.ernet.in) in addition to medical professionals at
the Health Centre, including a clinical psychologist and a psychiatrist who can be contacted by appoint-
ment.

QUARKS | Volume 6 | 2017
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1. Be aware of mental health issues. Understand that they ¢an
be treated professionally. Be aware!

2. Ifyou're suffering from stress or if you feel burnt out, se
counselors and the professionals without feeling hesitantior:

3. Exercise and meditate regularly to keep yourself in the pi

4. If you notice any of your friends feeling “down” or changing
take a moment out of your day to inquire into their Well—&ei

Our advice to you is to:

Be nice! )% .
5. Organize large group a&s and invite everyone along to ha e fuf

N\ e ;
— =
In the end, we're all part of a largegfamily — the U y - and we h
other. Let us commit to identifyin teating pport eag

every way possible!
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Description: Reddish brown plumage with
distinct scale-like feathers on breast. Of-
ten seen in groups, which can sometimes
consist of up to 20 birds.

Size: sparrow

Location: Found in the rocky outcrops near
Jubilee garden.

Volume 62017
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Description: Males and females have iri-
descent blue-black heads with a crest, but
are starkly different in appearance. Males
are white in colour with two conspicuous
streamer-like tail feathers. Females are
rufous, with short tails. A rufous morph of
the male may also be seen.

Size: Sparrow+

Location: Found during the winter in and
around Jubilee Garden.
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Jubilee garden. on insects.
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C : Grey-brown in cc
yellow bill. Commonly found forag
the ground, usually in groups. Are quite
gregarious in their behaviour and are not
easily intimidated.
Size: Sparrow++
Location: Found in and around Jubilee gar-
den and in front of CeNSE.
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ye Y I.
Description: Black head and neck and
black-and-white body and wings, quite

conspicuous. Females are greyer than
males. Have a very melodious call, and

call early in the morning. The tail is some-

times held up at an angle to the body.
Size: Sparrow+
Location: Found all across the campus.
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Descr" Grewith a

brown neck and a prominent white
streak across the cheek. Their deep,
ringing calls are heard all through the
day.

Size: Pigeon-

Location: Widespread on trees
throughout the campus, and in Jubilee
garden.







ICTS: An unexplored destination for stargazing

What do you get when you take a bunch of gfudents deprived of fun in the middle of the
semester and put them in close proximity to a bunch of hplidays and a meteor shower?
You get a hodgepodge of ideas for stargazing from dark and light pollution-free places
which are not very accessible in the middle of the night. However, we have a very-nice
facility on the outskirts of Bangalore that goes by the name of International Center for
Theoretical Sciences (ICTS), a sister-institute of IISc.

It was a cold, dark night in October when this lucky and rare coincidence of free time
and the Orionid meteor shower came about. All of us were quite clueless when somehow
the consensus arose that we should do something outside the daily drudgeries of course-
work. It was about eleven in the night when a group of about ten people hopped on.a bus
to ICTS still doubting whether it was a good idea (knowing that'was the last bus for the
night). Within-about half an hour, after driving through farms and forests and talking
about school life, we reached ICTS with no idea of how to proceed. The first thing we
did after reaching the place was show the guards our ID cards and tell them why we were
there.

An excursion of this kind to ICTS was undoubtedly an unforeseen event for them. One
thing many people notice about institutes like TIFR is the staff, and how well they be-
have with people. The guards gracefully allowed us to “camp” in one of the places quite
close to the library and even told us the way to the pantry in case we wanted to eat some-
thing (more on that later). After about half an hour of waiting for the clouds to recede,
the sky was sufficiently clear to make out Orion (even the faint nebula, to my surprise).
Then we just had to pay close attention, very close attention. As standing and sitting
slowly descended into lying down and sleeping on the cold concrete floor, we started
noticing streaks that were quite surely meteors entering the atmosphere of the planet

at mind boggling speeds. While it was supposed to be the orionids, the streaks seemed
to be originating from everywhere in the sky. That was when we involuntarily started
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counting the meteors, only to realize that your eyes needed to be at the right spot at the
right time to actually see something. Though it’s of no use discussing the actual counts,
you might be surprised to know th® they varied from two to somewhere in the mid
twenties. While that might not sound like a lot, it was still really satisfying to know that
dragging ourselves out of our beds was not useless.

After an hour or so of staring at the sky, the hunger pangs started to hit us. The pantry
was the place where this urge to eat was satisfied. Some of us boiled and ate sausages of
questionable origin (mainly because they were not listed in the stock list and also because
they lay near a package titled “For the director” in the refrigerator). Sugar cubes were free
(technically) and we almost fully emptied a box of them.

. The night was quite chilly and the warmth required for survival was gained by using all
kinds of implements to cover us while others went to the warm and cozy pantry to relax.
Just outside the pantry hung a blackboard which was elegantly vandalized by writing,
P =NP
> N=1ifP=#0

Others still decided to cuddle with each other under the blankets while their fellow
mates watched and took objectionable images. By six in the morning, very few of us had
actually slept. After a furious discussion on whether to have breakfast there or catch the
earliest bus, we decided on the latter and left at about 7:30 am to our hostels.

The day was obviously wasted in compensating for the lack of sleep the previous night
(and eating). While unexpected, mildly wild and mildly fascinating, this was an experi-
ence of a kind you wouldn’t expect people like us to have (at least we didn’t expect it
from ourselves).
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One Year Down The Lane with

NBD

Last year,] sat brooding as my school
life came to an end withthe cul-
mination of 12th Board exams and
other entrance exams.One night I had
a dream in which I was teaching
children in a Government school. But
then, Thad no means of realizing this
dream. During the introduction of
the different clubsin IISc to the UG
freshers, what caught my attention
was Note Book Drive(NBD). Joined
right away that evening! My first ex-
perience with NBD was teaching Eng-
lish to the students of Tamil School
near D Gate. The smiles that
welcome you despite being a total
stranger were priceless. Let me not
shy from reality, some of the stu-
dents there weren't even familiar with
the English Alphabet. However, there
was no dearth of enthusiasm.I then
shifted to teaching Computer Science
to students of Malleswaram School.
One thing common to studentsof all
schools is that they are very eager
to learn from the volunteers than
their teachers! MS Word, PowerPoint
and LOGO were covered for the
10th standard students. Students were
quick to grasp the

lessons taught despite the language
barrier. Every weekend was anticipated
as Itoo had something to learn.
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Children’s Day celebration at Chikkaba-
navara was a joyous occasion with fun
filled activities like origami, drawing, dance
etc. It also was a great chance to

widen my social circle as I interacted
with many volunteers. It would be great
if more UGs volunteer for NBD classes,
there are very few. One year later, now,
I'm happy and content that I am teaching
children and contributing to society in
Some way.

K.G. Indresh
UG 2016
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w}:at is the most comforting, most re-

assuring aspect of being a first year under-
graduate student? It’s the one thought, the
one cheering thought: ‘T am not alone’ In the
first few semesters of most undergraduate
programs, everybody around you is (more
or less) in the same boat. You all have the
same unreasonable teachers, the same sense-
less lab-reports to write, the same traumatic
exams; same distractions, same attractions,
same chances of success in a fraction of the
same subjects. And... the same amount of
time.

This situation will never recur.

As your UG courses progress, the first ela-
tion (in most cases) of being independent
will wane. The first shockwaves of find-

ing out that you are probably not the bee’s
knees will subside. You will start waking up,
bathing, eating meals and studying without
being coaxed (or, just some wishful thinking
from my side). Gradually, each one of you
will find your footing. Then, at some point,
thoughts of choosing an eventual path will
start niggling at you, and you will start look-
ing around for tools to aid you in doing that.
Your co-passengers will start preparing to
leave that one big boat and to move away...
in motorboats, rafts, kayaks...lifeboats.
Some will even prepare to swim. Some will
have to swim.

How does one prepare for the life ahead?

How do you decide if life in science/life in
research is what you want? Your college
will try to prepare you... often by burying
you under relevant and irrelevant informa-
tion. Some teachers might encourage you
to acquaint yourself with life in this field by
reading about it. It’s a fact that once you go
beyond the glamour, research, like anything
else, can be tedious. It can be days and days
of hard work, long hours in the lab, culmi-
nating in a so-called dead-end. It requires
you to pick up the pieces, retrace your steps,
and find a different approach to the same
problem. Along the way, you keep collect-
ing pieces of the jigsaw puzzle that you are
trying to complete. This, my friends, is very
fulfilling at some level, and I can’t imagine
anything more exciting than looking for
those pieces of the puzzle. But... you must
find out if you want to play this game, and
without a doubt the only way to do it is to
give it a try. Take small trips into various
fields of science. Fortunately, as an under-
graduate student of science at IISc today;,
you have at least 3 summers (and as many
winters) for such small explorations.
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Summer-internships may be a requirement
for many of you for the continuation of your
scholarships. For some, they are impressive
additions to their CVs, or opportunities to
meet big-shot scientists and get them on-
board as later recommenders. These are

all good and valid reasons to do a summer
project. Remember though, that these are
also opportunities for you to figure out your
mettle as well as your preferences. After all,
doing research, doing a PhD...it’s a life-style
choice youd be making.

It is important to do a summer project in a
research lab. You may think, ‘Nah! I worked
so hard for my 11th and 12th. Now I've
already got admitted to this fabulous insti-
tute, and I'm going to be here for the next 4
years. I deserve a real vacation this summer.
Fair enough. Places like IISc give you 3 long
months in summer. You can vacation as well
as work. It’s time to start lifting your own
weight in the world. So, start early, check out
web pages of researchers in the vicinity and
start short listing.

To get an internship it is usually a good idea
to first write to the ‘primary investigator’
(PI) of a lab. Try to talk to this person, meet
him/her to discuss the possible opening in
his/her lab. It may happen in a jiffy, or it
may not.... be prepared.
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Here are some common statements/com-
plaints based on the stories I've heard over
the years, and my commentary/suggestions
on those:

| wrote to this professor, but she didn’t
respond. | guess she doesn’t want to
take me.

Now here is a reality check. IISc is one...
just one...of more than a hundred under-
graduate institutes in the country that send
students for summer projects. All the IISER,
IITs and many universities and colleges are
tull of enthusiastic students who are looking
for summer projects. If a professor doesn’t
respond to your email, she doesn't not want
to take you...she is probably just facing a
deluge of applications. So, write again. And
write well. And if you are really keen, then
write once more, reminding him of your
earlier emails. Most experienced professors
will not respond unless you show real in-
tent by writing a couple of times. If they still
don’t respond, move on. There are more labs
and more professors in the sea.

How can | write to Prof B when | am wait-
ing for Prof A to give me her decision?

Easily. You don’t know if Prof A’s decision
will be positive, and you can’t keep waiting
for it. She may not even remember to re-
spond to you. Write to many, and you will
hear back from a fraction. It is always better
to have options.
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There are two professors who have asked
me to come and meet them.... What if
they both offer me a position? | should
NEVER have written to both!

Calm down. And congratulations! If they
both offer you a place, choose the one that
suits you the best. You may like one person’s
work more, like one’s personality more, live
closer to one lab. Any reason is a valid rea-
son. Just: once you have made the decision,
DO NOT forget to politely thank and inform
the other. There is no need to worry that you
have somehow insulted one of them. After
all it was the professor who was doing you a
favor, not you her. And as the corollary goes,
there are also many students in the sea.

| met this professor but he said, “It’s Janu-
ary, talk to me in April”.

Do it. Maybe, while you wait for April, ask
him for a few papers to read. Read the pa-
pers, may be write to him if you have any
questions. Come April he may have forgot-
ten this conversation, but remind him. If

in between you have found a better option,
take it up. Do not stop looking for other op-
tions till you have received a clear and posi-
tive reply for a researcher.

I am going to do a summer project on my
own, and it’s going to be a reading project.

Sure, why not? That is, if you are not doing
this out of laziness. If you really do them sin-
cerely, reading projects can be very useful.
Do go ahead and read, think, write and

even talk. Working on an idea by yourself
can also be very useful, depending on what
questions you are asking. The only warn-
ing I'd like to give here is this: scientific
thinking improves with discussions. It is
important that you sound your ideas off
someone knowledgeable. Do not work in
a vacuum. Always find curious, well-read,
thinking and smart people to talk to about
what you are doing. Make sure your work
is moving... in some direction, and is not
stagnated. Another point to remember:
summer internships in research institutes
bring you in contact with many people
who are known in the scientific
community. These people may later vouch
for you. Interacting with such people is
useful later in life for the practical aspects,
like for getting recommendation letters.

Ma’am, can’t | do a project with you in
our UG lab?

Of course you can, and you are most wel-
come. It might even be a lot of fun, as we
offer a lot of freedom in our undergraduate
teaching labs in IISc. HOWEVER, again I'd
like to warn you not to do it out of lazi-
ness, or because you are unwilling to leave
your comfort zone. Another point to think
about: while you will get a recommenda-
tion letter from me if I feel your time on
the project was well-spent, the letter you
may get from working in a research lab
from a professor well-known in the com-
munity will hold more water. The UG lab
is yours, and you can come and work
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here any time you want, even during the ac-
ademic year. You can even do a side project
while working elsewhere, as many of my
students do every year.

‘éf-" % ‘ if |

Some days ago, while going through some
old drawer I came upon a bunch of papers.
There I found a yellowing sheet titled “BI-
ODATA” in a font called Courier. Written

in double space and a very large font size,
this document tells of my achievements
from secondary school certificate (SSC) all
the way to Master’s degree. It talks about
my extracurricular interests with as much
enthusiasm as the one publication that
resulted from my summer internship. All
this, my life till the age of 23, barely fills two
A4-sized sheets. Pinned to the biodata are
papers with ominous titles like ‘character
certificate] ‘academic transcripts’ and ‘rec-
ommendation letters.

There is one more document, a copy of the
report of my summer-project. I remember
writing it, on a computer mind you, using
the then popular word processor applica-
tion called WordStar. I had done rounds

of three different libraries: JNU, NII and
AIIMS, to collect all the references required
for this report. Spiral bound, graphs made
using some very basic software, not-so-
crisp images taken using a manual camera,
and it is still a piece of work to be proud of.
Why am I going on about this here? Most
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of these documents, save a couple, won't
fetch me even a second glance today. The
writing is casual, formatting is all wrong,
the software used is outdated. All in all, the
content may even be considered sparse. But,
here are a few things that make it different:
One: My biodata (or CV) shows that I have
a publication from my summer internship,
albeit in a journal of veterinary sciences with
a funny name that nobody has heard of. A
paper represents a complete piece of work.
Having a publication in one’s CV is in itself
often enough to ensure being shortlisted for
various interviews.

And second: The recommendation letters.
A good summer internship will provide

you with atleast one researcher vouching
for your scientific capabilities. I have many
good examples of people with low marks

in college and GRE, getting into very good
labs and universities for PhDs purely on the
strength of the recommendation letters.

I believe that often, skills required for scor-
ing well in a conventional exam don’t totally
overlap with those essential for chasing a
scientific problem into a corner. It is pretty
obvious that not every topper makes a good
scientist. S/he may not like to work in a lab.
S/he may not like to put in hours researching
/ debating a concept that is not in the text
books. S/he may have limited range of inter-
ests in other sciences. S/he may not find it
fun to spend time thinking about hen’s teeth
and horse’s toes. This also means that not all
persons with a good head for research are
going to have fabulous CVs.
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How then, can their abilities be assessed?
That has to happen through the letters writ-
ten by those who have worked with them.
Reliable sources, who are able to give their
unbiased judgment. Today, competition is
tough, and a good word about you from a
reliable, respectable source may make a tre-
mendous difference to your career.

I'd like to end by saying that my sole inten-
tion in writing this article was to convey
this: There will be many choices as you
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move ahead. You will make good and bad
decisions... and that’s part of the game.
All paths will have their green pastures
and their demons. It is easy to sit back and
drift, or to let someone else navigate... or
to blame another if you miss a turn.

Taking control of the steering wheel may
be harder, but more satisfying. So, see if
you can guide yourself towards the life you
want. I wish you all the best.

Narmada Khare
(Senior Instructor, Biology,
UG Programme, /1Sc)
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Sabyasachi Basu
UG 2015

It rained today. Like it often does in this god-
forsaken city. In fact, it rains so much that I've
come to associate this place with incessant rain.
You mention Bangalore, and the first image

that comes to my mind is of incessant rain; not
heavy, but unrelenting in its monotonicity. Cal-
cutta used to be home. In comparison, the first
thing that pops up when someone brings that

up is a lazy neighbourhood and cream coloured
houses with the paint worn out to the extent
that red, green, cream have all become shades of
grey. Had I been a few years older, I'd have added
political unrest, but honestly, theyd become very
infrequent by the time I'd left the city.

In Calcutta, the rain is very different. Maybe
that’s why I didn’t like the rain there. It is almost
inevitably confined to a few months of the year,
with a few lates showers making it till December.
And once it begins, God does it pour! And the
city has amazing drainage; consequently, it turns
into one large swimming pool, if you don’t count
the floating canine excreta while youre wading
through knee deep diluted sludge.

I suppose the primary thing I always hated about
the rain was that back ‘home, rains would mean
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everything coming to a standstill, and every tropical
thunderstorm would leave trees uprooted, power
lines down, roads flooded, and the entire city in
disarray. The city lived and breathed as one, spurt-
ing back into life just as suddenly it had slipped
into a slumber. In retrospection, it was amazingly
synchronised. To me, who had always been prone
to catching colds and falling ill at the slightest, the
rains were a reminder of how frail I was when I

was younger. The one time I got drenched, I ended
up with a high fever that lasted the better part of a
week. To me, the rumbling of thunder was ominous;
it meant confinement (not that I had places to be, I
had very few friends and lived nowhere near a park
for the first 10 years of my life), frequent powercuts,
and the prospect of facing sludge when I finally
went out; the last one was exciting when I was very
young, but then I realised what it was composed

of. By the time I was 13 or so, the rain never failed
to get on my nerves. The one thing I did like was
the wind, but it was usually shortlived and would
inevitably give way to unremarkable pouring rain.
The rain, and the city’s extreme humidity in general
meant that everything would need fresh coats of
paint often, and since this almost never happened,
buildings, bridges and everything else made of
concrete looked like theyd been standing for ages,
unattended and dying. This made it more of a dying
city (to me) than the failing economy ever did,
probably because I hadn't seen the city at its lowest.
The rains made the city grey; its parks would be
greener than ever, but Calcutta does not have many
parks, and the large ones are, for some reason, all




gathered around the central part of the city, leaving
most of the remainder with little green.

The things I associate Calcutta with are also what I
associated its rains with. It is a dying city, as some-
one once said, much to the ire of proud Bengalis.
While it might not be dying just yet, it is in a state of
decay. I think someone (probably Shashi Tharoor)
wrote somewhere that Calcutta (after the turn of
the century) taught him that cities aren’t inevita-
bly destined to either grow or die; moving just fast
enough to not be dying. However, in a country that
aspires #Superpower2020, this, followed by decades
of actual decay, would imply being left behind no
matter how much of an improvement it is.

Delhi and Bombay, in contrast, bring very differ-
ent images to my mind. To me, Bombay is the city
Calcutta could have been (standing on the shoul-
ders of Khaled Hosseini for this one); it has most

of the things I like about my hometown, and has
successfully dealt with many of the myriad of things
the ailing Calcutta struggles with every day. And it
has the sea, which never fails to charm me. Delhi, in
contrast, felt very soulless every time I went there.
That is something I find unforgivable in a city.
Bangalore too struck me as a soulless town, at first
glance. It was so cosmopolitan that it failed to have
a unique identity of its own. Most of these modern
metropolises end up being very similar versions of
each other, the original probably being New York
City. Bangalore seemed to have lost its identity in
the race to becoming a megalopolis. It is often in the
news for all the wrong reasons. City being engulfed
by toxic foam: check. City set to become unlivea-

ble in some time: check. City being devastated
by Godzilla as aliens descend from the sky for
the first time anywhere outside the US... yeah
that one hasn’t happened yet. A lot of Bangalore
features innumerable tiny apartments crammed
into a twenty-storied building that is anything
but sleek, which in turn is in a forest of its
brethren that tried very hard to be skyscrapers
but failed miserably. Thankfully, IISc is not in
one of those parts. In fact, one can easily draw
parallels with South Calcutta, which is where

I grew up. Malleshwaram would be Jodhpur
Park, Sadashivnagar would be the posh localities
of Ballygunge, and Yeshwantpur and Gariahat
seems to have been made for each other. Yet this
city is so different. For the most part, it lacks the
squalor and the perpetual cacophony of noises
that define Calcutta; there is a constant hum as
one would expect in a city, but it’s not quite

the same.

I don’t find Bangalore to be like most other In-
dian cities I've been to. For one, I cannot imme-
diately associate something with it; even if I do
have an unfair advantage with Calcutta. Bombay,
Delhi, Chennai, Hyderabad, Ahmedabad... each
has something to its name that others cannot
claim, be it a place of historical importance, or
other attraction. For Bangalore, that is probably
the IT industry. To the slightly more enlightened
or erudite, perhaps HAL, and to some it’s the
weather. It doesn’t even have decent street food,
can you imagine!

I couldn’t quite come to terms with this for a
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long time. I do not know why it bothered me, but it
did. Perhaps it was because of how I looked at a city.
It was Bangalore’s rains that helped me find peace.
Ironic, considering the fact that rain is something
I've almost inevitably failed to find anything but
depressing. Despite my initial aversion to anything
related to rain to the extent that I was probably the
exact opposite of a pluviophile, I find Bangalore’s
rains soothing and comforting. I wouldn’t call them
romance-inducing or anything of that sort, but
they give me solace, in some weird, indescribable
way. Somehow, I would like to believe that the rains
helped me find the Bangalore I had been looking
for, for some time. Unlike Calcutta, the rains sel-
dom make Bangalore come to a standstill. Perhaps
because they’re not torrential downpours. But that
is immaterial; this city defied what I expected, it
showed me that the rain was not something to be
dreaded. Even if some things do come to a stand-
still, the others keep the cogs turning. The city that I
found soulless did not bow into submission. By not
interacting, its fragments also weren't affected by

its neighbours who might have given in. Even at its
grayest, the rains had a tinge of blue.

I was looking for a Bangalore that exists as one. I
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never found it, because Bangalore does not exist as
one. It is an agglomeration. Of techies who spend
their nights in swanky offices, lonely in the midst of
a sea of employees. Of disgruntled natives made to
feel like outsiders in a city they feel has been over-
run by... outsiders. Of executives who made it big,
and yet feel incomplete. Of people who yearn to go
home with all their heart, and yet cannot afford to.
Of teens in their rooms, thinking of how unrequit-
ed love has ruined their lives for the years to come.
And of people who are happy, even though things
might not go their way, because what good will the
alternative do? All these seem to fall in place; maybe
this is how a modern city is supposed to work; and
the city lumbers on, often staggering under the
weight of a burgeoning population, coupled with
the scourges of unprecedented urbanisation, but on
the whole, seemingly undaunted.

Calcutta stopped being home some time ago. Two
years in, I think I finally found home again. I won’t
say that it’s perfect, but yeah, I can live with this
without hating the city every waking moment.






Pravega. Just the word would elicit a
range of reactions: excitement and thrill,
anger and hatred, disinterest and
impassivity. To me, it was another hue which
would add to the undergraduate life’s color
palette. To me, it was a chance to explore
the avenues which do not strictly fall into
the category of academics, but feed from

it. The details behind each Pravega have
always changed with their respective teams,
but the overall idea has remained the same
— that of sharing the thrills of doing science
with the common masses of our age. It is an
ambitious claim, and is certainly not easy to
tulfill, but organising a college fest for the
sake of it didn’t make sense either, at least to
me. Because a fest, in the most literal sense
of the word, is a festival which celebrates the
uniqueness of the community celebrating it,
and our uniqueness lies in doing pure sci-
ence, perhaps we're also the best at it. And
so, it had to be a ‘science fest.

Somehow, still partly ignorant, I as-
sumed the post of Chief Coordinator (unan-
imously, I must add. No one wanted to do
it!) which, even without a written rule, gave
me the authority to give the fest the shape I
saw fit. And, if you believe me, I had a beau-
tiful image in my head where everything fell
into place. When I glanced over all the fests
most people know about, I realized they are
now just a caricature of what a fest should
be, they were more a gala and show of
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money than an exhibition of uniqueness.
Hence, I was proud that ours would be ‘one
of a kind’ That’s pride, not vanity, if I may
remark, but there is only a fine line separat-
ing the two and it’s better to be aware.

I wanted Pravega to exhibit the thrills
in a form that common masses could un-
derstand and appreciate. Another hurdle.
So, you needed a mélange of events which
could attract crowds from across disciplines.
Then, you needed to expose the crowd to the
thrills through events which most people
could understand and hopefully take some-
thing back from, events which picked com-
mon things and revisited them in the light
of science. Importantly, it being a science
fest, it had to have events which appealed to
the ‘nerds of science. (Do realize that nerd
can have positive context, though not popu-
larly used that way). Given this idea, all you
needed was a team which believed in it and
some publicity to promote the fest to people.
Simple?

Slowly, you realized that you couldn’t solve
such a problem with equations of the ideal
kind. Rather they would need more of the
virial kind! That’s where reality set in. Such
a task needed people driven by the idea and
results and not by the rewards, and I tried
my best to follow that and choose a team
which had similar ideas. I managed to do
that to a fair extent. I would remark here
that I was lucky to get such a team.



So, a gross plan with a wide outline
was made for each team and the details

were laid out by the respective teams. Con-
sequently, the progress was to be constantly
monitored and deadlines updated accord-
ingly. So many plans remain ‘just ideas’ with
each missed deadline. I, in my capacity,
needed to stay informed of what each team
did to have the wider perspective of the fest
and keep in touch with the overall shape of
the same. Plans, deadlines, reshaping, plan-
ning again, resetting the deadlines...it was a
vicious cycle. Alas, we all procrastinate and
sometimes I hoped I had a team made of my
clones but then I realized that I'd be disap-
pointed with myself in the end, and who
wants to blame themselves for a mistake,
right?

For all the autonomous structure, the
implementation depended heavily on exter-
nal factors. Then, you needed those strips of
paper/cloth called money to run the show.
It’s frustrating how difficult it is to try and
explain an idea of a slightly different nature
to corporate minds. And you can never trust
them when they say ‘yes’ to a proposal. The
talks go on for days to no avail. Most prom-
ising nods don’t become reality. But luckily,
we did manage to get a good sum of money,
spend it as judiciously as possible, design
decent events, make incredible designs for

online and offline illustrations, and publi-
cize on various platforms. Told you, I had a
great team. Given that we had a decent sum,
we realized that we could get decent per-
forming artists who were sufficiently atten-
tion grabbing and could potentially lead to
better visibility. Sadly, a ‘science fest’ isn’t a
well cheered tagline. So, it had to be mod-
ified to give it the best shape which could
draw people in and then reveal the true,
subtle agenda of the fest.

It may not seem necessary, but paper-
work of fair detail is needed to organize any
event, and we know how paper trail moves
in government organizations. I'm not going
to crib, but it can always be improved. Per-
missions had to be taken for the smallest of
things. Given that the scale of the fest isn’t
that tiny, we could always do with a larger
number of people pitching in, but some-
how, that has always been a difficult thing
to manage. It’s actually amazing how a small
number of people have been managing to do
it each year, since its inception.

Every microscopic detail needs atten-
tion and may not contribute too much in the
overall structure of the event, but the lack
thereof, can have a far-reaching and cascad-
ing effect. Despite careful planning, things
did go wrong, even dire, but were salvaged
in the nick of time... well almost.
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of people, towards the end, put their hands
up and took responsibility which was good
to witness. The result was a Pravega which
was satisfactory in more aspects than it was
not, although not as pretty or complete as it
was in my head ... but I'll take it.

There were a few things I learnt. My
perspective on the need of money and the
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In the end, a lot of things just got done. A lot

extent of trust you can have on someone
underwent a sizeable overhaul. There were
sleepless nights, quite a few of them actually,
and the uncertainty of what could happen;
an urge to shout at the top of my lungs’ ca-
pacity. I did end up spending more time on
Pravega than I would have liked, but I loved
every bit of it. Now, even with the hindsight
of what happened, I'd do it all over again.

For you, a thousand times over.

Pulkit Aditya
UG 2014
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[ISc UG Cliché number 9:

Summer Projects

P. Vasanth
UG 2016

As part of KVPY, most students enrolled in UG at IISc have to carry out a
summer project. In general, everyone is encouraged to carry out a summer
project, not just to renew the scholarship, but for the great learning experi-
ence that it is. In this spirit, over the years, many students have applied for
internships abroad from USA to Germany to many more. It is not possible
(rather it is too tedious) to provide an exhaustive list of all possible pro-
grams. So here is a list of 5 programs that you should consider applying to.

DAAD-WISE DAAD-WISE

or Deutscher Akademischer
Austauschdienst Working Intern-
ships in Science and Engineering (DAAD: German Academic
Exchange Service) is an internship program offered by the German
agency DAAD. It provides funding for research internships for Indian
nationals in public or state-recognized higher education institution or non-university
research institute in Germany:.

Students from all majors can be given funding under DAAD-WISE. The selection crite-
rion is usually academic performance and usually goes to 7 or 8 people with the highest
CGPA in the batch. The minimum requirement for applying is Aggregate marks of 85%

and above or CGPA 8.5 /10 and above. Those interested must first write to a professor
at a University in Germany under whom they would like to work, and then submit
the invitation from the professor along with the application form on the DAAD-WISE
website. In addition, one reference is required from an Indian university professor.
The deadline for application is usually in the first week of November. So, those inter-
ested should apply in their fifth semester. Also you must have a valid passport at the
time of the application. In addition, you cannot avail any other scholarships from any
German organization at the same time. The program offers a monthly scholarship as
well as a travel subsidy. This is given for two to three months in the May to July period
(minimum duration is two months). In general, the money is not a lot, but

it is sufficient if expenses are managed well.
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S. N. Bose Scholars Program

S. N. Bose Scholarship Program, organized by Science & Engi-
neering Board (SERB), Department of Science and Technology
(DST), Govt. of India, the Indo-U.S. Science and Technology Forum
(IUSSTF) and WINStep Forward is a scholarship program aimed at Indian
students doing summer internships in USA. It is named in honour of Satyendra Nath
Bose, an Indian physicist known for his work in quantum mechanics. The students who
are interested in applying for the program must be enrolled in a degree in Atmospheric
and Earth Sciences, Chemical Sciences, Engineering, Mathematical and Computational
Sciences or Physical Sciences. Generally, the top two students in each stream are nomi-
nated by the institution and only they can apply for this program. Normally, third years
at IISc UG apply for this program.

The student is free to get in touch with a professor in US. However, this is not necessary
as each student is given a mentor based upon his/her interests. The program is 10-12
weeks long and is scheduled in the period from May to July. The scholarship includes a
stipend of $2000, roundtrip airfare and health insurance. The application must be filled
and submitted along with two letters of recommendations usually by the end

of October.

Khorana Program for Scholars

The Khorana Program for Scholars is an internship program
organized and funded jointly by The Department of Biotechnol-

ogy (DBT), Govt. of India, Indo-US Science and Technology Forum
(IUSSTF) and WINStep Forward. Named after the biologist and Nobel laureate
Dr. Har Gobind Khorana, the program offers scholarships for Indian students apply-
ing to Universities in USA for internships in the field of biotechnology, and is open for
pre-final year students (third years in IISc UG).
Khorana Program for Scholars is similar to the S. N. Bose program and is also con-
ducted by IUSSTF and WINStep Forward. Those interested in biology can apply for the
Khorana program instead of S. N. Bose.

To avail the program one needs to have a CGPA of 8.0/10 and higher, or a percentage of
80% and higher. In addition, two letters of recommendation are required. The program
runs for a period of 10 weeks during which scholarship money is given for living ex-
penses. The program also funds the tickets. Generally, the top one or two students

in the batch (studying biology) can apply for this program.
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Charpak Research Internship

Program

Charpak Research Internship
Program is a scholarship program managed by Campus-
France India, a French national agency for promoting higher
education. It is named after Nobel laureate and physicist Georges Charpak.
It is aimed at Indian students doing a summer internship in France. The criteria for
selection for the program are the academic performance of the individual and his /her
statement of purpose as part of the application procedure.

The program offers a student visa waiver, a monthly stipend for between two and three
months (in the May-July period), and medical insurance. The student is required to
write to a professor in France in his/her field of interest and attach the letter of invi-
tation along with the application. The deadline for the program is usually in

March.

Amgen Scholars: Japan Program

Amgen Scholars Program is a
program, organized by the Amgen Foundation, to help
undergraduate students from across the globe participate in
cutting edge research in biology. The Amgen Japan Program is a
subsidiary, open to students across the world enrolled in a bachelors
program, which gives scholarships and internship opportunities at University of Tokyo
and Kyoto University, two of the most prestigious universities in Japan. The eligibility
criteria include good academic performance, a good knowledge of English, and an in-
terest in pursuing a PhD. Second years and third at IISc UG are eligible to apply for the
program. It is most relevant to Biology and Chemistry majors.

The program has a separate application procedure to each of the two universities, but a
student who wishes can apply to both. Both institutions provide accommodation and

a stipend to cover airfare, and food and other living expenses. The program runs for a
fixed period of 8-10 weeks in June and July with a flexibility of a week either way. The
application process requires a CV, a statement of purpose and two letters of recommen-
dations. While CGPA is not a big problem, good recommendations are necessary to
have a good chance of getting selected. The deadline for application is generally

in early February.
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What an Internship abroad taught me about
going abroad for higher education

Well, I know that there are people with whose
thoughts this piece of writing will resonate, but
there will be many others with varying opinions.
That doesn’t stop me from projecting my thoughts
to the general public...

4) I think, before one even considers going
abroad, one must realize how independent one
needs to be. You will need to be able to do every
little chore yourself. You should probably never
even have the idea of anyone helping you with an-
ything. Yes, when you are a beginner, you will be
given demonstrations, but that’s it. Everyone will

1) Sometimes, seeing the crowds surrounding expect you tolcarn eI

you, or maybe out of peer pressure, you might
not be very honest about your

actual thoughts. Maybe, deep 5) Well, apart from the
down within you, you are in a above four points, it's not
dilemma as to whether you want as badmas it sounds. The

to devote yourself to something ork envi}mment abroad
for five long years, but it is the / is excellent, you will be
above-mentioned factors which » more than satisfied with
prevent you from deciding for ¢, the resoures available
yourself. = tasoBut one needs to

reahze that werk and lifestyle are two very dif-

- = = Tferent tHpfsYou maybe very enthusiastic about
2) It is perfectly fine for you to fgel tired after a your wprk, but yd®may not be able to accomplish
four-year-long intensive undeggraduate course. things well, because yO might be having a hard
That's perfectly normal. It #an even happen to the life ajd because of the enWronment which
best of students. So, it kes me feel that youcan  you are in. ]
try out something very dlfferent between your UG
and PhD. There are é) many options. For exam- ]

ple, being a lab teghnician, going for a Masters 6) Fln\l one needs tgrealize that one is
programme, doipng an independent internship for  her own. Y%.l akg yaur own emotional sup
a year, or mayb¢ just relaxing and preparing for I emphasise again that leaving behind ev:
something else] you knaw gnd going away for
-
»land is not as eddy as it

\

3) However easy iggnay sound, leav1r£y0ut Z(ﬁe
of comfort and landing 0 iffa dffferent environ-
ment, settling down in that place, adjusting to the
‘culture shock’, people, places, and everything else
takes up a lot of time, sometimes so long it might
lead to a nervous breakdown. The most important
thing to remember is that you are devoting your-
self to an important task for five long years, and
that too in a different environment. This
is no joke!

not stop and makmg
takes time. There wi
all circumstances,
making the decisionS,
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On music:
The maestro speaks

/3‘“ Sambit Banerjee

Dhrupad is one of the most ancient sub-genres of
Hindustani classical music, dating back to the 1400s
or even earlier, and is the root of most of the vari-
eties of Hindustani music still in practice today. It

is an art form known for its intricate technicalities
and the astounding skill displayed by its practition-
ers. The tales of the magnificent and awe-inspiring
dhrupadiyas of yester-years are stuft of legend today,
what with famous Bollywood movies featuring
famous dhrupadiyas like Tansen and Baiju Bawra,
and tales of Tansen’s daughter bringing down the
rain with her miyan-ki-malhar being included in
children’s books. However, dhrupad is almost an
extinct art-form nowadays. It was indeed amazing
that we got to witness the performance of one of the
doyens of the four main dhrupad “vanis” (or styles)
in the opening ceremony of Pravega’l7.
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UG 2015

Ustad Bahauddin Dagar plays the Rudra Veena, the
most regal instrument I have ever seen. “The Indian
bass, as it is often called, it is an instrument whose
tone can captivate any listener, even seasoned ones,
in its charm for hours. Unlike the western bass, it is
a “lead” instrument in itself, that is, a Rudra Veena
performance is a performance on its own and it

is not used as a support instrument. It has stood
witness to the centuries of glory that dhrupad has
gone through, and despite the handful of musicians
choosing to (or being capable enough to) take up
the instrument, it definitely has a seat of honour
among all the Indian instruments.

Ustad Bahauddin Dagar is the prime torchbearer of
the Rudra Veena tradition of the Dagar vani, and is
the disciple of Utd. Zia Mohiuddin Dagar, his father,
a legend whose name is taken in the same breath as



those of Pt. Shamsuddin Faridi Desai, Utd. Asad Ali
Khan etc., musicians who have remained the faces
of the Rudra Veena tradition since the latter half of
the last century. Ustad Bahauddin Dagar is a recip-
ient of several very prestigious awards including the
Sangeet Natak Akademi Award, the highest recogni-
tion given to any performing artist in India.

The following interview with him was an impromp-
tu one. Yet, his reply to our questions provide a lot
of insight into how someone of that stature thinks
about music. A lot of what he said is quite relevant
to the numerous practitioners and enthusiasts of
music among the UGs and in the IISc community.

SB: Undergraduates in IISc are pursuing the Bache-
lor of Science (Research) course where we major in
one of the science subjects and a majority pursues
research thereafter. In the midst of all the pressure
from coursework, projects, exams, assignments, etc.,
how and why should one start or continue with the
riyaz (practice) in classical music?

It is a matter of choice. You should be the one
to choose what not to do. Cut down on movies,
Facebook, texting friends and all these things and
I'm sure you’ll get 2-3 hours very easily. Just sit
(down) and do your riyaz. That’s enough to refresh
you. Riyaz should be regular. One and half hours
every day will make you ready for your hectic day.
The first thing to do is get up early enough in the
morning; the first thing you should do is your riyaz.
Then you do everything else. If this is regular, I'm
sure it will help out. It will calm your mind and
relieve you of all stress.

SB: Given the current scenario, very few people
take music seriously, especially classical music, and
think of pursuing it in the future. From the stand-
point of a student who has been told that studies
are everything and has worked very hard to be in

a place like IISc, what would be the inspiration to
pursue classical music?

Say you love a girl. Do you really look at her
caste and such things? If you are brave enough, you
just go talk to her straightaway. That’s how it is for
music. If you have to do music, forget about what
you have done till that day. Just cross the line and
go to the other side. Don’t think about the scenario
and all. The scenario will always be worse, worst and
even worse than that. You never look at the sce-
nario and do anything in life. If you are thirsty, you
will not wait for a glass to drink water. You have a
waterfall, you’ll drink from there, or you have a lake,
you'll drink from there. If you want to do music,
from your heart, just cross the bridge. A dog’s tail
will always be bent, no matter how hard you try to
straighten it. That doesn’t mean you stop trying to
make it straight. “Scenario” is like that. If you try
hard enough you can do anything. You need to give
it time.

CC
[he scenarie will always be
wonse;, wonst and even wonrse
than thal. Ysw never losk ot The
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I don’t understand. People are willing to work for

25 years to get a PhD after their studies, but they
are not ready to give 10 years to becoming a mu-
sician. Whats the logic in this? Maybe after a PhD
you have a guarantee that you will get a job for this
many lakhs, that is not there in music. If you want
to do it from your heart, nothing can stop you from
having a good career in music. Education is im-
portant. But after a point you should know what to
do with your education. A decision has to be made
much earlier on in life, but even if that doesn’t hap-
pen, that’s fine.

When I was 16, I decided I would become a musi-
cian (Usually, classical musicians start training very
hard from below 10 years of age). My father laughed
it off. He was like, “How will you become one? You
don’t do riyaz, nothing; aise nahi hota (you can't do
it like this).” But I was determined. “Woh bhi karun-
ga (I will do riyaz as well)”

The day my father passed away, I was in second year
BA. I'said, “This is it. This much of education is
enough for me. I know what I like to read, in what
context I like to read, which authors’ works I like -

I like history, ancient Indian literature, and culture.
College life has taught me to keep myself updated
about things, how to use my language to talk to
people, how to educate myself on my own; now I'm
going to do music”

My friends said, “Tu toh bhukha marega.”(You will
die a hungry man). I said, “Fine. I will die of hun-
ger. I have decided.” I stopped my education there.

I was scolded quite badly by my mother. But I said,
“This is what I'm doing now. The amount of time I'll
spend in BA, MA, PhD, I'll spend in music”. Panch
ghante ka riyaz ke baad dekho kaise nahi hota hai
(See how it doesn’t work out after practicing music
for five hours every day).
Why won't it happen?
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SB: Nowadays very few people listen to classical
music and even fewer people listen to dhrupad.
Why do you think this change is there and how can
one popularize classical music?

I think it was always like this. When musicians
used to perform in the courts of kings, they had a
different level of prestige. Even then, just around 25-
30 people used to listen to the music in the Diwan-
e-khaas. Even I used to think, “Oh, this is in such a
bad condition”

It was always this much (in terms of popularity).
How many people can buy a Rolls Royce? It is like
that. Classical music has been for the classes, nev-
er for the masses. When does art come? Look at
Shivaji Maharaj in Maharashtra. Did he have artists?
Painters? No. Why not? Because he was fighting

all the time. Who had artists? Akbar. Here, there,
everything has been conquered, now he is spending
his days in luxury and listening to music. There was
no point increasing military strength anymore, so
he got interested in the arts. Art is a thing of leisure.
You should approach music like that. If you want to
hurry up and eat it or drink it or even understand it,
you can’t do that. You have to spend time with it.
And today people don't like to spend time. So you
might think the popularity of classical music is
decreasing. But the population has increased a lot.
Whatever is there, that is four times what used to be
there during my father’s times (in terms of number
of people practicing dhrupad). Definitely. Forty per-
cent more people are doing music. Even dhrupad.
But the rest of the population is so numerous, and
pop-culture is so prevalent, we don’t get wind of it.

I wouldn’'t worry about it so much. Classical music,
especially dhrupad, still has enough p



bemused Aristotle looks on (circa 369 BC, colorised)
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was our physics
instructor in the first and second semesters.
He is one of those people who personify the
stereotypical scientist, and his fascination with
everything in this world is inextinguishable.

Our first year of physics lab was an amazing
experience, made memorable by
Dr. Anish. Sadly, he will be
leaving this year, so it is high
time that we print that long
overdue interview with him.
And so, presenting,

. You will be leaving the pro-
Q « gram soon right? Did you find
another job or do you have any
plans?

A . Yeah, Ihave to leave in the be-
o ginning of September. I am
meeting people and have got
a few offers, but I want to
work broadly in the field of sci-
ence education, with school chil-
dren, and I am hoping to continue
doing something with undergradu-
ates as well. But I have not decided where
to go. I am actually looking forward to it
because I want to work with school
children too.

. What do you do in your spare
Q « time? Do you have any hobbies?
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A.

I would like todisten to music, but I
don’t get the time. I am so outdated
about music. I'also bought a uku-
lele and I am trying to learn to play it. I also
play the flute. 5 years back I came to Coim-
batore— my wife had a job there — and I was
at home for 3-4 months, so I learnt to play
the Hindustani flute.

What else ..« 1 write.some haiku.

- >
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. Do you have any haiku youd like
Q to share?

A. Bangalore morning —
dustbins overflow
with fallen flowers i

. What do you think
Q « about the 80% at-

tendance policy?

A . Yeah, they shouldn’t have imposed
e the minimum attendance. That was
really painful actually, especially [ went to IIT be
when the biometric data was not get good professors there. I took physics
reliable. I know it was not reliable. It doesn’t ~ because I didn't know what engineering
append the data sometimes; it just overwrites Was. I thought I'liked physics. I got some

the data ... something like this happens. good professors. And again we had sim-
Based on such quality of data, calling the ilar timings as you guys. The structure
student’s parents is too much. was similar. It was pretty awful to begin

with. Almost like a straitjacket. We also
had courses similar to your Humanities.

I liked sociology. We had many choices,
not as much as this place though. I also
did summer projects. One summer pro-
ject I did in IUCAA, the Inter-University
Centre for Astronomy and Astrophysics,
in Pune. It was wonderful because that
place had a wonderful work culture. I was
working under this person called Ranjeev
Misra. It was very different from my reg-
ular routine. I was working on radio jets,
these high speed jets that come out of the
centre of a galaxy, a black hole, right.

. Howdid you decide to study and
Q «  teach physics?

A . Maybe I should tell you from the

o  start. When I was an undergradu-
ate in IIT Bombay I did this engi-
neering physics course. After 12th,

basically, I was clueless. I don't know why.

Many of my friends were very clear about

what to do. In my time it was computer sci-

ence, everyone was taking that. After 12th,
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Anyway, it was very nice. I would go to
my adviser and I would show him what

I tried the previous day. Then he would
suggest something, maybe to approach it
in a different way. And then I would go to
the library. You know, it was very nice. [It
was] very different from the usual grind
of classes.

. Sohow did you come to like
Q « education?

A . Even up until my final year pro-
o jectIreally loved the course, but
still, at the end of it, I was not
sure what to do. Because of the
experience of being kind of frustrated in
a way with the course structure, I want-
ed to work on this [education]. So I was
kind of interested in education. And, I
had this professor, S. H. Patil. I'd show
him all the books I read and tell him I
was interested in science education and
so on. So he suggested that I should study
further and maybe go for a PhD. An
experience of research might give a dif-
ferent perspective about science itself and
science education. I thought at that time
that it made sense. So I decided to do a
PhD or at least a masters. So I applied to
many places. I didn’t apply anywhere in
the US for some reason, some random
reason. Anyway, I applied to Sweden and
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Germany and I had gotten into two universi-
ties. I was almost sure about going to Swe-
den. At that time, my friend was in Boston at
Northeastern University. He told me to apply
there. It was past the deadline, but he spoke
to the department and they let me apply. I
got in, and I got a stipend, so I went there.
And there it was a different atmosphere. It
was more democratic in a sense. Since I was
no longer an undergraduate, I had a more
focused field. The number of courses was
less, the lectures were scattered around the
week, and the professors were really good.
So those one and a half years of course-work
were really good. I cherish it, actually. I still
have my notebooks. I had then decided to
work in Biophysics. I worked with this pro-
fessor and did some theoretical work and
some experiments. Then I began to feel that
people from Chemistry would have a bet-
ter background to do this. The physics was

a bit fuzzy in a sense, in my opinion. So I
switched to a professor who was working in
‘physics’ physics — condensed matter phys-
ics. Low temperature experiments looking at
quantum phase transitions ... in 2D electron
systems. Like every PhD, it had its ups and
downs and a lot of struggles. But in the end
it was a good experience.




*
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How did you end up at IISc then?

A , After my PhD, I was clear I didn't
o want to do a post-doc. I wanted to
work in education. And I wanted
to work in India, because it was
where my context was. This is what trig-
gered my interest in science education. So I
defended my thesis in December 2011 and
I came back to Coimbatore where my wife
had a job. There I worked in a school. It was
a nice experience. Then someone told me
about the UG program in IISc, started the
previous year. I thought something new was
going on here and I came here. And then
yeah, I got a job here.

Q:
A:

How does IISc compare to IIT in
terms of science program?

My course was engineering phys-
ics. It was mainly physics, and we
were doing most of our classes at
least in 3rd and 4th year with 1st
and 2nd years of integrated PhD. We also
had at least one electrical engineering course
per semester. And there were other elec-
tives. But there was a lot of physics. In IISc,
I think, most of the teachers teach you with
more interest than in II'T. I had wonderful
professors there, but the ratio of good teach-
ers to bad teachers is better here than there.
That is what I feel. This is in physics only.
Then there is the point of the undeclared
minor. Undeclared minor is one of the most
attractive things. In a way your seniors have

! A

»

paved a way for you to explore all possi-
ble combinations that are possible and,
you know, how you can really pursue
your interests. The option of having an
informed decision after third semester
is also a wonderful idea though I think
it's not working out, especially in phys-
ics. Some people are not taking physics
because it has three labs. I think it’s fine
though, because there are already so
many people. Also, the kind of research
ecosystem found here is not found any-
where else in the country. And so many
wonderful talks happen here, in faculty
hall. So I think you should grab all

the opportunities available.

Q:

How can one tell if he/she is
interested in science education?
Myself, I don’'t know anything
about the topic, so how can I
find out more about it?

If someone wants to understand
science education, then there are
these beautiful books and there
is this whole body of literature.
Recently I have been reading about the
work of this lady called Eleanor Duck-
worth. She worked with this very famous
psychologist or cognitive scientist, Jean
Piaget. He is a very influential person. He
is no longer alive, but he worked in the
early 20th century. So most people who
study education in the conventional way,
you know, BEd or MEd, would learn the

A:
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work of Jean Piaget. So this lady, Eleanor
Duckworth, she worked with Jean Piaget,
and then came to USA and worked on
the primary school science curriculum.
She has a TED talk. It is very interesting.
There are many books being written.
There is this book called Totto-Chan by
Tetsuko Kuroyanagi. Her nickname was
Totto-chan. When she was a child, she
had to change schools often because she
would be distracted, she would be look-
ing out of the window. You know small
children, they would be interested in
everything in the world, not just what is
going on in class. So she had to change
schools. And then, finally, her mother put
her in a school that was run in an aban-
doned railway carriage. It was a beautiful
experience for her. Then she became a
very popular TV actress in Japan. It is a
small book about her experience of going
to that school. Then there is this ‘Sum-
merhill’ by A. S. Neill, there is ‘School is
Dead’ by Everett Reimer, and then there
is ‘Deschooling Society’ by Ivan Illich. I
don’t think anyone can force it upon him-
self or herself. If someone is interested in

these questions, they should pursue them.

That is what I feel.

Do you think anything can be
improved in the course?

Q:

QUARKS | Volume 6 | 2017

I think the course structure is a

A:

problem. I have said this before,
suppose all the teachers teaching
you are the best in the country.
Not just the best scientists but even the best
teachers. Consider this hypothetical situa-
tion. And this you sit in the lectures from
8:30 to 1 oclock, and then coming to the labs
from 2-5. Suppose we also do a great job,
the best labs ever designed in the country
and so on. Even if everyone does a great job,
the very schedule itself defeats everything, I
think. It is like this analogy. Say you like my-
sorepak, rasgulla or some dish. If you have
everything that you really like, this platter of
great food on the table, but you are forced to
eat it all. So the course structure is like that,
having to eat all of this rich food. You are
not able to digest it, basically. The thing is
that, many people who teach you admit that
there is a problem, but they fall back on this
very flawed argument that this person got 4
out of 50, but this other guy got 49 out of
50. They say if this other guy can do it, why
not this guy. If one guy can cope, why can’t
the other lazy people cope as well? But the
whole thing about coping, having this kind
of schedule, packed with 6-7 courses every
semester, it probably goes against all the
research that has been done for the past 20
to 30 years in cognitive science, in under-
standing how human beings learn. It goes
counter to everything. It is like you are
trying to teach science, but you are not sci-
entific about it. You know, no one realizes it.
Is it lack of empathy? Or they don't just care
about it? I don’t understand this, the resist-



>

ance to changing the course structure and
getting feedback. That is one thing I would
like to work on.

Is there any advice you would like
to give to us [students] in general?

I see that in your batch and your
seniors’ batch, the number of psy-
chological issues and pressure etc.
has been too much. Part of it could
be because of this attendance policy. But
once I saw one of your classmates walking
down the road with his head down. He is
normally ver cheerful and trying to do new
things. So I asked him what happened. [He
said] I didn’t do well in the midterm. I think
it was the first exam of the first semester, of
the first year here, and I feel it is too early to
think of these things. I don't think anyone
cares whether you gota Cora D or an A.
What matters is what stays with you after
you finish the course. No, grades do mat-
ter, but what matters more is your learning
process. Are you evolving as a researcher,
are you asking questions? Do you ask, Okay,
what if I look at this question in this way?
Are your questions getting better? Are you
able to brainstorm with your peers or pro-
fessors? Are you able to ask good questions?
These things matter more than a B or an A.
And it is unreasonable to expect all 100

of you to go for research. You can also go
for a job. But whatever you do, this way of
thinking and analyzing will always help you.
And you have to nurture it yourself.

Also, you guys should either swim or play
or do something. It will really help with
the stress. Go with your seniors and play
football. You know, some exercise.

How was your experience teach-
ing here, any nice experience
youd like to share?

There are so many things that I
remember. OK, there is this one
incident. That is when this Sub-
hayan Sahu of the 2013 batch
made this caricature of me. It was there
for the UG talent show. In lab I used to
tell people that if you get a result that you
are not expecting, you should look at why
you got that result. Maybe there is some-
thing interesting there. Maybe something
silly, but it is a new result. So, he was
wearing this shirt, a checked shirt with
rolled up sleeves, like I used to wear back
then. And then I was standing or some-
thing and something happens and some-
one comes running to me and says, “The
lab is on fire! The lab is on fire!” And
then I say, “Oh! It’s a new result! You
should investigate it” or something like
that.

P. Vasanth
UG 2016

Note: This is a greatly shortened version of the interview
fit for publishing. Those who are interested in the original
recording and/or transcript can contact me.
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Sabyasachi: Hello Mike.
Mike: Hello Basu

S: This is for our annual magazine Quarks, so I'll

be asking you a few questions just to know how
your stay was. How did your trip to India come
to happen, and is this your first trip to this part
of the world?

M: Yes. This is my first time in Asia. I always
knew that for a part of my cultural experience, I
wanted to go abroad for a semester, that’s what a
lot of American students do. And Brandeis has
this unique exchange programme, specifically in
India with IISc. I thought this programme would
be good for me, and I would be able to see this
part of the world that I was always interested in
seeing, get some new perspectives, and also get a
chance to take some really challenging courses.

S: What exactly did you expect India to be like
and what moulded your expectations...like pop
culture or something?

M: (Laughs) You know, I tried coming here with
no expectations, I wanted a fresh view of India.

I have family members who have travelled here,
they’ve been to some tourist spots and have told
me things and have tried to give me warnings
about how crowded India is, I tried not to listen
to them! I feel they were wrong in lot of ways,
and for the most part, I didn’t find India to be
that way at all.
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S: How different would you say your stay in India
was from what you are accustomed to in the US in
terms of amenities, weather... must be

very different!

M: Yeah, yeah. Almost everything is different in
one way or another. In terms of campus life it’s
different. Student life here is entirely different from
student life in the US. In the US, colleges try to give
the students the best and most expensive amenities
possible, so living in hostels, we call them dorms
there, is a luxury. There is WiFi in every room,
rooms and halls are cleaned twice a day. It's ex-
pensive. But I feel like the student life here is more
focussed on studying, kind of like being a student,
not living in a resort or something.



S: In general, apart from student life, how would
you describe the difference between the countries,
which are very different in terms of development,
and such things?

M: From my exploration of India, I found that
things are done in a very haphazard way here, may-
be some structure is lacking. Projects are generally
very relaxed here, though, compared to the US,
where things are done faster. Things are little bit
more relaxed here.

S: How helpful did you find the administration
with getting things settled and choosing the courses
and everything?

M: I actually found them to be very helpful. I came
over here and had an orientation with a resource
person from Brandeis, so she was here to help me
with getting things done. Prof. Anil Kumar was
very approachable and relatively easy to reach at
any“tiffie' T had any issues; T registered for cotirses
through him.

S: I suppose you chose your own courses?

M: Yeah.

S: How did you decide to what coursés to choose?

M: One of the courses that T was really looking for-
ward to take here was the 2nd sem undergraduate
engineering course in electronics.What motivated
me to gravitate towards that class was'that there
were no engineering courses in Brandeis, so I did
want to get a taste of what it is like to Be an engi-
neering student. I enjoyed the lab parf|of that class a
lot. While I was in school, I thought about pursuing
engineering but I wasn’t really interested.

I took cryptography because the dass$eemed to in-
teresting. When I was a sophomore, a§ in in my 2nd
year, I took.a discrete math course and the teacher

talked little bit about RSA and the number theo-
ry behind that. It was really interesting, and I was
originally going to register for the 4th semester
math course on number theory, but after the first
couple of weeks I realised that I had already kind
of learned most of the things the professor was
talking about. So I spoke to the him and he rec-
ommended that I take the combinatorics class.

S: In Brandeis, you are majoring in Math and
Computer Science. How different is the course
structure there in terms of subject taught and
availability of choosing courses?

M: It seems that in Brandeis, things are a lot
more flexible, and for that reason, the majors are
less intense. You need less classes to complete a
major, and also, classes here are more thorough.
In Brandeis there is a sense of encouraging stu-
dents to take classes in a wide variety of subjects,
not just in sciences but also in history, literature
and arts. But here it seems more streamlined
and more focussed on specific things.

S:In terms of difficulty’, how different would
you say the courses are, and how'hectic was your
schedule overall?

M: My sehedule wasn’t too hectic ‘cause I was
only in 3 ¢ourses. But the difficulty level here is
much higher than what I was used tojand it was
hard to adjust. Students here are' more, like, left
to their own devices to learn the material; in
Brandeis, agsignments were done every week,
but here, thére was much less of that.|
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S: How enjoyable did you find the courses in
general and was there any course in particular
that you liked?

M: T actually enjoyed all my courses, I struggled
with them, especially with Cryptography and
Combinatorics. They were really challenging,
but I enjoyed the classes by the professors I had,
especially Prof. Arvind Ayyer for Combinatorics,
it was a unique class.

S: What non-academic activities were you able
to find time for?

M: On campus, I met with Philip and we both
played guitar. Just last week, we were able to
actually go to the music room and jam. Looking
back, I would have really liked to do more of
music with the other students here, perhaps I
could have joined Rhythmica. Then, I did a lot of
travelling in my spare time.

S: Did you like the IISc campus?

M: 1 really liked the campus; the size of it, it’s
incredible. I don't think I have seen every inch
of this campus. It was nice to go for a walk, or
jogging. Especially now that things are starting
to bloom, it’s really beautiful.

S: Did you find time to explore the city? How
did you find Bangalore in general?

M: Yeah, yeah. I really like Bangalore. I kind of
felt like it was merger of Eastern and Western
ideas. There are parts of Bangalore that could fit
into a European or American city and there were
other parts that are definitely Indian.
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S: You said that you went to some places during
weekends. What places did you visit?

M: 1 visited Varanasi, Mysore, Pondicherry, Delhi,
Agra and Kochi.

S: That's a lot of places! Was there anything that
struck you the most about any place that
you visited?

M: 1t’s interesting ... when I was in Varanasi, my
uncle and I took a tour guide and he explained the
history of the city and importance of everything.
That seemed like the most unique place to me. Be-
ing on the river and with all the different Gods, you
could just tell how each part of the city is different
from the other. When I explored the other cities,

I was left on my own, and they didn't strike me as
unique ‘cause I didn't know what I was looking for.
But I enjoyed everything that I saw.

S: India is commonly portrayed as a country of
saints and spirituality. To what extent did you find
this to be true?

M: 1 found this to be very true in Varanasi. The city
is religious and it had lot of religious connotations.
In Bangalore and on campus I didn’t find it to

be true.



VAPANAS

S: What do you like the most about your stay?
Would you consider visiting India again any time
soon?

M: Yeah, I'll definitely consider visiting India again,
I had a really good time. I liked the challenges that
I faced here, it was something I wasn't expecting.....
I don’t know why I wasn't expecting it. I feel like
my education in the US is not necessarily of a lesser
quality, but there are fewer challenges there and
fewer times where I felt like I really needed to step
up ... but here, it’s really important to do work and
work hard in order to succeed. I learned a lot about
myself and that I can change to be a better person.

S: You are in your 3rd year of college, you'll be
graduating in an another year. What are your plans
after graduation?

M: After graduation, my plan has been to get a job.
When I first started university, I didn’t know what I
wanted to do, not even what to choose as my major.
A majority students at Brandeis get a job after their
graduation, most of them don’t go on to pursue a
Masters or Ph.D, I am surrounded by those people.
So that’s kind of my idea.

S: You are leaving on May 1st. I hope you had a
good time here...!

M: I did.

S: Anything else youd like to say before
we finish?

M: I just want to say Thank you to all people
who helped me in any way or talked to me. I
found the people to be very friendly, and I'll
remember them for a long time. It's hard to be
alone and I did feel alone a lot of times, but
living in a hostel was helpful in a way and all the
students were very kind.

S: That’s about it. Thanks Mike.

Interviewed by -
Sabyasachi Basu
UG 2015
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Peeping into the

o’z/a,/o p/zotog’z p/ay

-Abhiruk Lahiri (PhD, CSA)
Photography is one of the processes that depicts Edited by Manuj MUkherjee

our three-dimensional world on a two-dimen- (Ph D, EC E)
sional plane, which could be a piece of paper or
a canvas or an illuminated screen. One of the Kishore’s original caption that the Bangladeshis
unique features of this process is that the rep- depicted in the photographs were involved in
resentation is realiStic to an extent that is beyond  espionage. There have been numerous such in-
the reach of other handmade pictures®. Thisis the cidents. Also, on several occasions, these pho-
primary reason behind its widespread use inev-  tographs have been used to invoke some propa-
idential purposes. However, a viewer of a photo-  ganda by exploiting their immediacy and realism.
graph should ke mind that every photograph  Secondly, photographs often fa

lity, not the whole truth. distort spatial relationship




tinge to the image produced?. Another common
misconception is that a straight image from a
digital camera is un-manipulated. The embedded
software inside a digital camera is capable of per-
forming a significant number of the editing tasks
which one usually reserves for the computer.
Therefore, a photograph is not significantly more
authoritative than a written record, even though
we have our biases towards the photographic
medium. While there is no dearth of articles on
the limitation and the scope of the photographic
medium by eminent critics like Susan Sontag and
John Berger, these texts are scarcely read. Also,
these are not included in our basic educational
curriculum. As a result, exposure to such litera-
ture and the art of viewing photographs remains
limited to a niche of our society.

The reality and the photographer’s interpretation
are thus not necessarily in congruence. So how
should a photograph be viewed? Should impor-
tance be given to how accurately it depicts the
reality, or how it narrates an interpretation of a
possible reality®? The answer lies in the purpose
of the photograph. As an example, the purpose
of a photograph in an advertisement is to attract
viewers’ attention. We are not bothered about the
truthfulness of those images. Nobody questions
a billboard showing a view from the window of a
yet to be established high rise apartment. But a
constructed image is completely unacceptable in
the case of newspaper reporting.

In the field of documentary photography where
truth is of utmost importance, the correct rep-
resentation of information is a necessity for a
good photograph. The amount of information
conveyed is the measure of the value of such pho-
tographs, irrespective of lapses in aesthetics. For
example, the photographs of Mahatma Gandhi

taken by Kanu Gandhi are not well captured, as
many of them are blurred or affected by shakes.
Yet those photographs are of immense value as
Kanu Gandhi was the only person who had the
authority to shoot Mahatma in his private space.
No other documentation is available on Gandhi
which describes him so intimately. The value of
information conveyed in a photograph is not
temporally invariant, but rather decays over time.
So, while the portrait of Jannu (a mountain peak
in Sikkim) by Vittoria Sella, or the series of photo-
graphs tracking the movement of a horse by Ea-
dweard Muybridge are treasured in the archives
of photography, a similar shot taken today will
bear no such value. Similarly, if somebody can
reproduce the recent work by photographer Alan
McFadyen, where he was finally able to capture

a kingfisher making a perfect dive into the water,
that won’t create so much buzz anymore.

Apart from the content, photographer’s conscious
adaptation of a visual style brings meaning to
the photograph. A photograph created solely on
aesthetics can also be acclaimed. The develop-
ment of photographic aesthetics took a different
route than painting aesthetics. While paintings
developed under the patronage of courts or other
centres of power, and hence closely adhering

to certain stylistic templates, the photographic
practice came into being in a mechanical and
mindless way. In the early days, most of the
photographers shared no common tradition and
training and practised the medium in their own
way. Often, they were unaware of each other’s
work. The inventors of photography were

mostly scientists and painters, but practition-
ers came from a wide array of professions. As a
result, their subjects of interest were all different
along with their styles.

A more detailed read on this matter and controversies arising from it can be found in the article titled Colour film was built for
white people: Here’s what it did to dark skin by Estelle Caswell appeared in Vox on September 18, 2015.
’A good example of how the same reality can be narrated and represented in different ways is found in Akira Kurosawas film

Rashomon (1950).

QUARKS | Volume 6 | 2017

67



So, it was not an easy task to recognise a univer-
sal photographic language. The earliest attempts
at formalizing the vocabulary of photographic
aesthetics came from curators and art histori-
ans like John Szarkowski and were later further
refined by photographers like Stephen Shore.
Historically, the development of photography and
the realism art movement in painting happened in
similar time periods. Many aesthetical similarities
can be observed among them. However, there

is always an inherent difference, as the photo-
graph requires actual objects to be framed where-
as the painting doesn’t. Still, the end product
can be equally realistic in both the mediums.
American painter Chuck Close’s famous self-por-
trait is one of the greatest examples of hyper-re-
alistic painting, which even exhibits the small
blemishes that are typically caused by a camera.
Later, photographers also started adopting visual
styles which blur the boundary between a paint-
ing and a photograph. Visual artist Man Ray was
one of the early pioneers who mastered surreal
photography. Notably, in the recent past, pho-
tographers like Gregory Colbert and Nick Brandt
have adopted and mastered surrealism in the
field of wildlife photography, through which they
created tremendous awareness worldwide about
the disappearing wildlife and the loss of natural
habitats.

The formalization of aesthetics, as well as a grad-
ual move towards creation and reinterpretation
(as opposed to representation) of reality, has
shaped the modern-day practitioners. The tech-
nological advancement leading to smarter de-
vices has also played its hand in influencing the
modern-day photographer. The photographic
process which was a chemical process in the
beginning nowadays relies mostly upon semicon-
ductor devices. The democratization of the me-
dium which was there from the beginning is now
in its second wave. The change in shooting style
drastically changed the craft of the photogra-
pher. The technicality of the process gradually
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lost its importance. Many of the techniques have
now been automated, and are taken care of by
the camera itself. Long and tedious pre and post
production processes have now been reduced to
few simple clicks of buttons on the camera or the
computer. These simplifications opened up newer
avenues for the photographer to explore. The
modern photographer is thus expected to have

a more nuanced understanding of the subject of
documentation, or develop a distinct and refined
visual style to narrate or to reinterpret reality.
They are often good explorers or researchers of
the stories and are able to articulate it through
images. The craft of depicting a story through

a single image has now changed into multiple
frame based photo-stories in order to emphasise
the photographer’s interpretation. A mere collec-
tion of images is no longer considered enough
for the purpose of storytelling. The photographer
is expected to narrate and articulate his views
through a sequence of images. In today’s world, a
photographer is a person who can create images;
explore, analyse and interpret the world around
us in order to articulate a particular view of the
world.

Further Reading

1. A History of Photography. From 1839 to the present by
Steven Heller

2. Camera Lucida by Roland Barthes

3. How to Read a Photograph by Ian Jeffrey

4. On Photography by Susan Sontag

5. The Nature of Photographs by Stephen Shore

6. The Photographer’s Eye by John Szarkowski

7. Ways of Seeing by John Berger
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Globetrotter

here and there
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Minimalia
peauty & simplicity
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LAGAAN DANGAL

- A TRYST WITH SPORTS, PATRIOTISM AND AAMIR KHAN

A R A R AR R BN R R R R R RN RN BN BN
I watched my first cricket match way
back in 2001. Not on TV, not even in

a stadium but in a movie theatre
playing Aamir Khan’s ‘Lagaan’ I do
not have the entire recollection of
the events but my mother describes
how, her barely three-year old son
did not budge from her lap for the
entire duration of the movie, clap-
ping andcheering for Team Cham-
paner as they played against the
mighty British.

Coming back to the winter of 2016.
Cinema halls across the country
turned into wrestling akhadas as a
girl from a Haryanayillage fought
her way against the 0dds into the
hall-of-fame of wrestling.

Both these movies bring a flood of
emotions from the people — from
despair to jubilation. Where they
both strike a chord'with the au-
dience, is the fact they make you
feel proud as an Indian. This pride
comes so naturallyand spontane-
e NS P . PSS A A s O PR s BN ously; even more than when you
5, 92 NEL_INME stand for the customary rendition
of the national anthem before the
3 it start of the movie, with the tricolour
waving on the screen.
hogat, a national wrestling champion who wants his dream of
o be fulfilled by the son he doesn’'t have. Despite
(0 have a son, and become the parents of three
| b their neigh-

dt 0 action with

o be the perfect-
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ian father because of the strict regimen he was enforcing, Mahavir remains firm. (

Geeta starts defeating older boys at dangals does she realise that her perception of

as ‘sehat ke liye hanikarak’ is so wrong. As success in the Junior Nationals and the N
come by, Geeta literally becomes the poster-girl of her village. People who had oppos
becoming a wrestler are won over. But a bigger challenge awaits her at the National'SPOrts
Academy in Patiala.

Her coach tells her to unlearn everything Mahavir had taught her and focus more on
nique. Geeta not only abandons her father’s style but also most of his principles about'dise
pline - junk food was no longer a no-no and movies and nights out become a regulars
But disastrous performances in one international tournament after the other put herte
firmly on the ground and make her turn to her father for succour. Setting aside all dists
tions, she returns to her track that propels the film to the final act.

Aamir is again at his very best, reaffirming the truth of his title of ‘Mr. Perfectionist: Heung
fails to surprise us, metamorphosing into every role with ease. He acquired a thick'Has
accent and put on 22 kg weight in a few months to play the older Mahavir. The new=com=s
ers — Zaira Wasim and Suhani Bhatnagar as the younger Geeta and Babita respectively; e
groomed for several months by Mr. Khan himself, and no wonder they put up such'a'st
dous performance. Fatima Sheikh and Sanya Malhotra who played the older versionsofth
sisters were equally brilliant. The character of the ‘close cousin’ provides the necessaryce
relief and is enacted by Aparshakti Khurana, Ayushmann Khurana's brother.

P

A recurrent theme in the movie is the ever-important issue of women empowerment:"Ihg

i
movie stirs the conscience of the male chauvinist and forces him to think differently: Al

|

:
is achieved without being remotely preachy at any point. The father-daughter relationships
has also been portrayed beautifully. The movie also underscores the administrative apath \‘
womens sports and the vindictive politics at the highest levels. =
At the finishing stages of the movie, many had expected Geeta’s coach to get a bashing at't
hands of Aamir Khan, but his predicament was worse — shamed in front of the whole er¢
at the stadium he hung his head low, while the world discovered Mahavir Singh Phogat
again.

The national anthem plays for the second time in the movie when Geeta is presente
medal on the podium. And it is the second time you stand the tallest and fee

Lagaan didnt, but Dangal could very well be the first Indian movie

Aishik Panja
UG 2016
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Reviewing some forgotten

O1ss Om 1§
a

When you think of Indian films, one first recalls Bollywood. We often tend to
forget the regional movies. The biggest problem that we face while watching
a regional movie is the language. Therefore, several good movies are left un-
noticed until we are later served with a Hindi remake with Bollywood stars.
This way, we miss the original and the applause goes to the banal Bollywood
remake. Here, I shall name some masterful works that I consider to be among
the finest movies in India. There is no particular order to the list:

Pesum Padam(1987, silent) :

The meaning of the Tamil word, Pesum Padam &S € ’c & &a a O
is ‘the picture that talks’ This silent, dark comedy @ ﬂ -’

set in the pre-liberalization era depicts a colourful <>/

story on dreams and ambitions. The most notable

feature of the movie is the non-verbal communication through expressions and body language. This
movie is an apt example of the brilliance of Kamal Hassan.

Egaro(2011, Bengali) :

Based on a true story, Egaro is a classic mix of football and nation-
alism. Debutant director Arun Roy recreates the scenes of 1911 IFA
shield win of Mohun Bagan over East Yorkshire Regiment and spirit
of the Indian struggle within football grounds. On one hand, it de-
' picts the tyranny of the British and on the other, it shows the resist-
ance of Indian players. There is a point when a young journalist also
- points out to his boss that printing news about Mohun Bagan reach-

ing the finals of the IFA Shield is not just ‘binodon’ (entertainment):
un Roy has rightly captured a game which truly embodies the statemen

The director,




e
Natsamrat(2016, Marathi) :
Al

It yaare a theatre-loving person, then this
is the movie you are looking for. Based on a
play 'Natsamrat’ written by V.V.Shirwadkar,
this film showcases a celebrated actor’s life
which turns miserable after his retirement
from the theatre, and getting disowned by
his ungrateful children. The monologues,
although cleverly used by the writer, are
a little dense in some places. However
Nana Patekar and Vikram Gokhale have
brought the film to life with their stellar
performances.

Sankarabharanam(1979, Telugu) : - )

A 1979 telugu movie directed by K. Viswanath, Sankarab-

haranam is a musical drama film that depicts the forbidden

bonding between a master of classical music and a girl from

a prostitute family. The essence of music in this movie is

peerless. s —

- Anhey Ghorey Da Daan(2011, Punjabi) :
|

Produced by National Fil pment Corporationfof India, Anhey Ghorey Da Daan is based upon

the social ¢ ts between la 1d villagers. It vcases differ arts of Punjab and presents

a view that is dif] H ywood-y projectie , o realistically thatiyou can

| litera rustration and helplessness of the protago ists S our mind and engulfyou like
r mustard fields. Mest actors in the fil essionals, but village cked

play their parts. A Da Daan ismot 2 eneral ¢ med-

erse o ;i’ 3 g
Sannibha Das

y \
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Two short reads for the semester

OO OO OO

1. We Have Always Lived in the Castle
— Shirley Jackson

SHIRLEY JACKSON

WAVE A
‘2‘ 1.5
W\\‘s THIQ_, Q""ﬁ&?

Ly Ay

«\D
&4/,{5’

of the invalid uncle, the reader finds out that six
years prior, the entire Blackwood family, includ-
ing Merricat’s and Constance’s parents, and their
aunt and uncle, had been poisoned over dinner.
The only survivors were Merricat, who had been
sent to her bedroom as punishment, Constance,
who did not eat the poisoned blackberries, and
the uncle Julian, who was crippled but not killed
by the berries. The police arrested Constance on
the grounds of murder, but had to later let go of
her for the lack of evidence. The residents of the
town, however, still maintain that Constance is
the murderess, and consequently have ostracized

the remaining members of the family ever since.
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Sayantan Khan

There are (at least) two kinds of fear - the first
kind is the one that springs out at you when you
least expect it: it is equally swift in its departure. The
second kind is rather more subtle: it starts off as a
small nagging worry in the inner recesses of your
mind. One is quick to dismiss such thoughts, but
occasionally one such doubt takes hold. And slowly,
but steadily, like a parasite, it takes over the mind,
until one is consumed by fear and dread, but yet
unwary of what one is afraid of.

It takes a great deal of skill for the writer of a story
to induce a fear of the latter sort in the reader. But
Shirley Jackson masterfully manages to pull it off
in We Have Always Lived in the Castle. Set in a
small town in New England, it follows the narra-
tor Merricat Blackwood, who lives with her sister
Constance, and an invalid uncle in a manor on the
outskirts of the town. The people of the village treat

Merricat like an outcast, and through the memoirs




The story deals with many themes, and social os-
tracization is just one of them, but the most prom-
inent theme is in the subtext. It is the aura of ever
growing madness you perceive from Merricat, and
to some extent, from Constance. The kind of mad-
ness that comes from isolation, and how that brews
into resentment, and anger. And at some point, a
dread takes over you; you're not quite sure what it
is, but you know that every page you read, you inch
closer to finding out what you're afraid is true. And
once you've finished the book, the fear stays with
you. And therein lies the beauty of the book. And
to conclude, consider the opening sentence of the
novel; it is the hook by which Shirley Jackson pulls

you into the novel.

My name is Mary Katherine Blackwood. I
am eighteen years old, and I live with my
sister Constance. I have often thought that
with any luck at all, I could have been born
a werewolf, because the two middle fingers
on both my hands are the same length, but
I have had to be content with what I had. I
dislike washing myself, and dogs, and noise.
I like my sister Constance, and Richard
Plantagenet, and Amanita phalloides, the
death-cup mushroom. Everyone else in our
tamily is dead.

__88888_>

2. Stories of Your Life and Others

OF YOUR LIFE

(HERS [od Ciang

Tio-tee Heba Awesd Wintee
“Eiwesal. You woo't know ST
if you dea't read Yod Chiarg,”

GREC BEAR

The mistake most novice (and even some vet-
eran) science fiction authors make is to write
stories that blatantly scream out to the reader
that this is science fiction. There is long winded
exposition, fancy name dropping, and plenty of
“futuristic” technology abound. Almost invaria-
bly, they are set in the future, where the author is
not bound by current limitations on the under-
standing of science. Michael Crichton is one of
the worst offenders in that regard, especially so
because of the long winding and patronizing
expositions in almost all his novels. Coming

from there, Ted Chiang is a welcome change. Al-
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{ smaﬂ number of stories over the years he has

o o been active. And most of them have equally
"good, or better than the titular story.

\ Ted Chiang’s stories have varied settings, rang-
ing from biblical Babylon (Tower of Babylon),
to a world which has a real Old Testament style
god and angels (Hell Is the Absence of God),

to a Victorian era England, but equipped with

piece of paper), based on Jewish folklore (Sev-
enty-Two Letters). The stories are qu1te 1nv1t1ng,
exposition. And in most of the storles, Teji‘

3y

Chiang shows a competent unders’fa,g ng
science at work. Some of the’; st‘o‘f;’i’f@

particular are the followmg ‘(st‘ t Lﬁ ¥ i
ones I liked the most)

» Hell Is the Absence of God - Set in a world
where a vengeful Old Testament style god
exists, along with visitations from angels,
and people go to hell or heaven when they
die, one of the protagonists, Niel suffers a
existential crisis when his religious wife dies
during an angel’s visitation, and ascends to
heaven. Niel, who had never been religious
himself, and had been sure hed go to hell
after he dies, now realizes that if he does go
to hell, hed forever be separated from his
wife. Thus begins his quest to love god, and

ensure that he goes to heaven. But the para-
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Golems (clay statues which can be animated by a

dox that befuddles him is that how can one love

someone if one is forced to love that someone.

+ Exhalation - Set in a world inhabited by people
who constantly (seemingly) need to consume air as a
source of energy, this story describes the experiences
of one of them, a surgeon/scientist who investigates
what really powers these people’s brains and bodies,
and links it to the apparent slowing down of time
in various parts of their world. The most intriguing
part of this story is that it applies just as well to hu-

mans in real life, although at a much slower rate.

» Tower of Babylon - This story follows starts
almost at the end of the mythical construction
of the Tower of Babylon, when the tower has
almost reached the ceiling of the world. The
story follows a worker from Egypt, who is hired
to dig through the roof of the earth to see what’s
beyond. The story has a nice twist near the end,

and is quite consistently told

o
45 robots would be like. Set in Victorian era Eng-

«What hke an 11th century imagining of what

land, where the science of Golem programming
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h The Crows and
' other birds

-"'v




e Crows and
her birds

- The Last Rhyme — — Pg120

We




Country Lane

- P. Vasanth

UG 2016

An empty can fell at the side of the road
And a tired cloud sighed as it faded away;, :
People sped past, each weighed down by his load,
Too busy to care for this grey display. |

v A uff of black smoke from a factor @!em&e., .' | 4“, _
rrived tc to”replace the martyr faﬁe .

As the factory churned on on both tu’n'ber and h1de ) h
' ' ) @Hl nlng pr new scenes to sate the crowd el 20 ‘g
5 iah T
c ‘L ' i&ryogng tree fell in the silent old forest, M" ’
V}hth people to listen to its fall, final sound, | N
. But no one would care, would show any interest :
With the wail of saws, blaring all around. s
And just as it seemed that it won't survive,
The black curtain parted revealing the sky,
Nature seemed to safely have made it out alive
As another empty can just came tumbling by.



me rarely.
scrape through them

Every time you get into
my memory strings
ant to tell you this.
verytime [ see you,

I want to break open,

But every time you speak
I die a little.

Dear Dad,

I will tell you one day

Of the storm in my mind
That I survived.
Seeded by the world,
Making me what I am.
Breaking
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She labours for us day-and night— \

While I watch TV till late‘at nig
She never asks for-help;oni
then,

To be unable to hea

Family is her happ

Family,is her b

She loves he

But we ¢




vie and mvself

7/ Now I've been in this place for
many years,
yet I don't feel close to anyone
and sometimes I fear that people
talk behind my back,

or is it just my imagination.

Do they think I'm crazy, do
they think I'm mad?

I don't talk too much,
or make sense enough.

- talk with myself now and then, \
do they find all that strange?% -
Sometimes I feel that they think
I'm stupid,
and that I'm socially, irreparably
retarded;
or is it just my imagination

——

hat do they think of me?
What do I think of me?

~x
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There was once a land of birds.
So beautiful, that even words
Would fail to describe completely
The land’s glory minutely.

So once it happened that the King
Was from an illness suffering.

All birds from ‘far came to see
Their Eagle King who would be
In a few days perhaps lying dead.
Well, that’s what the doctor said.

—

A lowly crow did himself bring

To check on the Mighty king.
“Shoo!” the royal doctor said,

“You piece of filth! Stay out instead!
Don’t you know that all kind of dirt
Must the king now avert?”

\Y.
o
)
C

5

%

The poor crow soon went away.
The king asked, “Oh doctor, say-
Which disease is killing me.

Oh I want to healthy be”

The doctor said, and the King heard

“My Lord, it is because of dirt.

They spread it, just so you know,

The dirty Crows like him.” So

The King consulted the wise Owl

And planned to cleanse the land now foul.

The day next all crows were brought
To court and they were boldly taught
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“Your eggs,
friends, fam’ly
unclean

You beings of filth,
on dirt you glean.
Look, the Cuckoos

can sweetly sing,

The Peacocks’ shades
joy do bring.

Sparrows can fly like

an arrow,

The Cocks herald

every morrow.

The Penguins withstand
extreme cold,

But you folk do no virtues
hold.

The water you drink, the air
you breathe

You pollute them, them with dirt you
wreathe.

You dirty folk, disgusting, black,




/ ~
In a week all crows were in prison, The King asked, “Doctor, are you sure
Subjected to insult, and without reason That dirt had indeed worsened my health?
Many were taken, their wings were chopped O find me cure, I promise you wealth”
Despite prayers. They finally stopped
When they had bled all the Crows,
And killed them all, I suppose.

“It hasn’t gone, my Lord, the dirt,
For recently, I have heard
That the Sparrows are cleaning the land
Once a Sparrow dared to speak: And thus on filthy dirt they stand”
“My Lord, it has been a week
The Crows are gone and yet we stand Thus after the Crows, for their social state
Among the dirt and dead of the land” The Sparrows met with the same fate.
“So clean the dirt, you Sparrows now, Then came the Cuckoos and the Cocks
And get rid of the dead somehow” Then the Peacocks, orthodox.
That was the order of the State Thus every level of the society
But Sparrows accepted it with Was washed oft by the Noble and Mighty.

hate. Finally the doctor of the king

Took the dirty disease’s sting.
A few weeks had passed Everywhere was death and death

by, And foul fragrance in every breath.
The king was alive, Everywhere birds lay dead
he didn’t die. And hence did the disease spread.

Yet the doctor
couldn’t The royal family was taken ill,
find a The disease did everyone kill.

cure The Eagle King on his deathbed laid

“Perhaps I was dirty;” to himself he said.

He realized that it was too late,

To get out of his moribund state.

Weak and pale, he murmured, “The Crows...”
Regret perhaps, who knows?

But th’ illness was on a killing spree

And it set his soul from his body free.

Ratul Biswas
UG 2015
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Tick-tock, tick-tock,
Life seconds go by,
Floating down the

stream.

Twist-tie, twist-tie,
Bent rope noosed by,
Tighting up the knot.

Tip-tap, tip-tap,
Unheard, unseen,
Footsteps pass by.

Snip-snap, snip-snap,
Loose threads cut off,
From the hanging
fringe. Tick-tock, tick-tock,
Life seconds no more,
Tick-tock, tick-tock,

Yet the clock chimes on.

Squeak-scratch,
squeak-scratch,
Old desk drags on,
Upon the wooden
floors.

-Jadeera
UG 2013
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We

Might stay or not Tomorrow, anymore.

Memories,
Which were drenched in a well of Love.

Fly,
Like we did Together, yesterday.

Sunset,

Embrace the te of its Colors.

Vibrance,
Frame the Life with abundance of it.

Grief,

Hinder it from manhandling You.

Delight, -

Is to dance together in the Rain.

Pain,
Was felt, when We fell apart.

“1t’s like the freedom of a

Tomorrow,
Would reminisce about Memories, for sure.

Love,

Together,

et’s kiss the enchanting Sunset, being gay.

Colors,
Ensure the Vibrance in our slumber.

Life,

Is short; so, try to abjure Grief.

You,
Grab a seed of Delight, to sow.

Y

Rain,
In it, shed off all your Pain.

We,
Should begin afresh, with a new Start.

Pragyadeep Roy
UG 2015

QUARKS | Volume 6 | 2017




1
One day, while lying on the bed O
I heard a sound emanating from the floor.
Knock ! Knock! Knock ! it followed W
like an uninvited guest on a lonely door. Quite normal for a ghost of night
In the midst of the night, Yet
it indeed scared me. Quite strange by human standards.

Yet, But he was biologically human alright.
outside the window, the moon With a gait that made me recall, the
shone brightly and was quite a sight to see. troglodyte on “The Descent of Man” illustration.

Knock'! It was quite a challenge to find a seat for him
Quite a commotion in my unfinished sleep,
in a night devoid of motion. and hence the frustration.

And still, 2

my curious mind could not recall At this point the reader may remark

why I decided to remove the floorboard where were my host’s manners.

and welcome that guest ‘Cause I stopped him, before he moved
out of my gﬁ%é‘igﬁ into the des- and told him to sleep right there,
on the cold floor.
The reply to this inhumanely request was,

strangely quite human

QUARKS Volume 6 2017




for
while he spoke
no language, his

sign language was not a
thing to miss.

He gestured me to go and
sleep

and I was quite startled by
this realization

that he had more humanity,

than any human could wish to
keep.

For hours he slept,
eight hours- no less, no more
on the wooden floor.
It was a Sunday and so I felt
a part of me still in the bed
waiting with my body under the sun,
to melt
away from the room toward the guest
only to be blocked by the floorboard
displaced from its place
between the aforementioned floor.
3
As tulips in a steady wind

on a carpet of black grass

under my legs

stretched infinities of
space and time

in an infinitely tangled mess.
But it was no dream

just a void where the floor

was present before.
Stars filled my horizon
from shore to shore.

I blinked, swept my eyes away
toward the roof and gently
placed the floorboard on its

universe in a hole.

As neurons in my brain fired

and my consciousness aptly inquired
whether this was an old friend
taking a joke to lengths
where boundaries of mental stability end.
Or whether,
it was something I have consumed
the night before and
so my senses were still doomed.

Yes, it was real, it was true

The guest was nfot from below my
eet

but from a place far away

where winds of plasma and hydrogen
blew.

Bhaskar Kumawat
UG 2016
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This_is not o
love song

-Naga T

UG 2013

I didn't meet her in a story or a tale

But in my heart she resides.

Now, | have to decide to kill her or to make her mine.
To face His wrath or to let love lose to fear.
Now I wonder why? She's special

Even after many 1 have taken to Him.

Why had love hit me now

When I'm under a vow.

ions and reinterpretations I have put across what this poem(if it is.) is
e refers to “death”.
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Some Reflections on Mathematics
g fts Relationship to that thing outside my window

{ was a bit apprehensive when asked to
write an article for the Quarks. Having
fondly read every article (at least those in
English and Kannada) in all the past issues,
I know that I cannot match the writing skills
that our students have. But it is a very un-
usual academic who passes up a chance to
pontificate simply because he or she should.
Anyway;, I asked for advise on what I should
write about and was told that something-
along the lines of a lecture I had given some
months ago in the UG biology seminar
would be suitable. That talk was on math-
ematics and its connection to that thing
outside my office window (the real world, to
use technical jargon). Many of you have tak-
en mathematics classes in IISc or elsewhere.
It is usually presented sequentially as a train
of definitions, theorems and proofs. Proofs
usually are considered to be the main thing
(may be because they bother students the
most!). However many
mathematicians

cherish good definit-

ions more than

anything else.

Volume 62017

Let us take an example. Prime numbers are
the list 2, 3, 5, . . . of numbers not divisible
by numbers other than themselves and by 1.
Most people have seen one or more proofs,
often quoted as an exemplary piece of math-
ematical reasoning. But quite interesting is
the definition itself, something one does not
necessarily think about. Is it inevitable that
prime numbers must be defined? Greeks did
define and study them, but there is no men-
tion of a prime number in any ancient Indi-
an mathematics text, suggesting that perhaps
it is not obvious that they must be defined.
To give a contrary view, we recall a story
narrated by Oliver Sacks of two severely
autistic twins who used to play a game of
numbers where one would tell a large num-
ber and the other would reply with a larger
number and so on. Sacks eavesdropped,
noted down the numbers and later checked
that they were all prime numbers! How is it
that the concept of prime numbers could es-
cape a rather advanced mathematics culture,
but came naturally to the minds of these
untrained autistic twins? It is a mystery that
neuroscience will someday solve.

In general, the nature of mathematical
thinking is fun to speculate about. My col-
league Siddhartha Gadgil pointed out a
blog where it was observed (and it appears
to have nontrivial truth value) that analysts
and algebraists (two sub-species of math-
ematicians that think differently, but can
sometimes interbreed and produce fertile
offsprings) may be differentiated from each
other by observing the distinct ways in



which they eat corn! The reason behind such
weird correlates is unknown. What may be
uncontroversial is that mathematical reason-
ing is an accidental byproduct of disparate,
more direct, products of evolution, such as
linguistic reasoning and spatial sense. For
me, the way mathematics is wired in the
brain is also an aspect of the connection
between the real world and mathematics.
However, as it appears to be a total mystery
as yet, I move to more common relation-
ships between mathematics and science.

The strongest surprise that mathematics
evokes is the way it seems to explain various
phenomena in the real world. To take a con-
crete example, we have all seen insects that
seem fatally attracted to street lamps. Why
do they do that? Long ago I was thrilled to
hear a purely mathematical explanation to
this: Insects travel straight by maintaining a
constant angle to sun rays or moon rays (by
sensing the heat or light on one side of their
body). When light rays are parallel, this is

a good strategy and the insect travels in a
straight line. But with a point source

of light, the trajectories are easily computed
to be inward or outward bound spirals, lead-
ing the poor thing into the light source even-
tually. To be honest, I have never checked

if this explanation is empirically verified
(although I don't subscribe to that view, I
am reminded of Godel’s " statement “I don’t
believe in empirical science, only

"a priori truths™).

When one thinks of mathematics explaining
the real world, the image that comes to
mind is of a complicated model which man-
ages to explain some observation to seven
decimal places or something like that. How-
ever, there are other ways in which mathe-
matics can add value - by providing qualita-
tive understanding of situations

or by giving definitions that illuminate.

Let me give an example from the field of
probability.

In my readings of countless popular physics
books, I have learned that a layman’s under-
standing of probability comes from only one
source - by watching monkeys typing on
typewriters, often to produce the Hamlet.
Let us summon these monkeys and provide
them with typewriters and commission
them to type either the Ramayana or the
Mahabharata in full. The wait may be long,
but when a success comes, it is by some
monkey typing out the Ramayana. In

fact, the first hundred thousand million bil-
lion successes will all come about by typing
the Ramayana. It is not because this epic has
more relatable characters, but because it is
shorter than the Mahabharata by a factor of
4 or 5. Although the chance of typing either
epic is tiny on any trial, one is ridiculous-

ly small compared to the other, hence the
result.

What is the point of this? Whenever an un-

likely thing happens for the first time, it hap-
pens in the least unlikely way (this is part of
what is called the theory of large deviations).
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If many frogs try to climb out of a deep pit,
the first one to succeed will be seen to have
taken a straight path out, as if it knew where
it was going. This should be applicable to
many things that are products of evolu-
tion - although forward trajectories are like
random walks (hence unlikely to reach any
"‘:E' fixed goal), the past trajectory of a well
developed organ will look like a straight
- path moving with purpose from the start to
h. One can give other such qualitative
explanations and I did give a couple more in
my talk. But here I end with another point
often raised with amazement in connection
with the effectiveness of mathematics. It is
that the same objects
(eg., the same differential equations) arise
in apparently unrelated contexts. Some
examples given are the appearance of Bessel
functions in many physics problems or to
take a simpler and more well-known one,
the appearance of ellipses in Kepler’s work
on orbits of planets, or the Normal distribu-
tion in statistics, etc.

May be, the mystery is somewhat spurious.
After all, ellipses don't appear as trajectories
in all problems of gravitation, only when
there is sufficient symmetry such as a single
heavy point mass. Similarly, Bessel functions
arise, whether it be in electrostatics or the
study of heat, but only when there is some
circular symmetry. In other words, these
mathematical objects are not connected to
the physical phenomena being considered,
but to the underlying symmetry itself.
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Which is why, the appearance of Bessel
functions in the representations of the rota-
tion group is more fundamental than their
appearance in specific problems of heat or
light. If one accepts this, then the mystery is
partly resolved, for there are not too many
symmetries (or groups, to use the technical
term). Mathematicians have almost classi-
fied all possible symmetries.

It is not that the real world is simple, it is
that our mind can only think of (or appre-
ciate) simple things. That often leads us to
reach out for some symmetry that turns out
to have been studied earlier in some other
context.

- Dr. MANJUNATH KRISHNAPUR

Assistant Professor
Dept. of Mathematics



Freedom

Authority and freedom seldom go in synchrony. Adding further complexity
to this issue of conflict are those situations when the freedom promised to us
amounts to nothing. Every so often we walk into a problem we have come across
several times before- that of enforcing compulsory attendance (up to 80% for all
classes), when students instead wanted the freedom of choice to attend the classes.
When the authorities (UG office) were enquired about the new attendance policy we
got two answers: the first one stating that there was a ‘correlation’ between low grades
and low attendance, and the second being that parents have requested that this rule be
enforced. This is ridiculous, considering the fact that we are supposed to know how to

choose the representatives of our country but need parents’ permission on whether or not

to attend specific classes. The even more surprising thing about this policy was that the stu-
dents with low attendance were being penalized by deducting a fraction of their marks from
examinations.

It must be considered that this step didn’t come even close to working. There were irregular-
ities in the attendance process, there were several proxies, null attendances, lost attendance
sheets and many other problems. And the system effectively punished or warned the ‘guilty’ stu-
dents off from using their freedom. Yet another case of the administration’s interference would
be that of not allowing food into lecture halls: though this has not been investigated thoroughly
I can be sure that this, too, wouldn't have worked. On asking for the reason for enforcing such a
rule the reply seems to be that students are not disposing their waste into dustbins.

Dragging the problems on won't solve them. So, going back to the problem of low class strength,
surprise tests can be introduced which would contribute to bonus marks. (Of course, professors
may use their own freedom and choose not to heed such a request.) And the obvious solution to
the seeming second problem could be to enforce a fine on people who fail to dispose their trash in
the bin.

As freedom is taken away there is always unrest. People might say that giving more freedom

would not improve the situation. I disagree with them. Recently we were introduced to our

specializations in departmental courses (as opposed to pure UG courses) where open book tests
are quite common. But Prof E.D. Jemmis, teaching Inorganic Chemistry, took it to another level:

he made all the tests unlimited (some of our classmates have taken up to six hours!) and he also
allowed food into the exam room. This made the students more and more comfortable with the

exams and the students seem to have learnt how to think rather than just run across the corri-

dors memorizing formulae the night before. I totally agree with the fact that making a question

paper for open book tests is a challenging task for the professor too. However, it is in some
sense a necessary evil for the professors that some of them need to be ready to take up

the challenge of making us learn the course rather than just pass it.
Freedom is not simply important: it is essential.

Naga Teja
UG 2013
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so popular?

For those who are not entirely famil-
iar with what it is, stand-up comedy,
commonly known as stand-up, is a
type of comedy in which the performer
typically stands on a stage and enter-
tains a live audience by directly speak-
ing to them. The skill set required for
stand-up comedy is quite different
from that required to perform a re-
hearsed piece of comedy in a film or a
play because in the former, the artist
needs to improvise instantly depend-
ing on how the audience reacts. Thus,
stand-up comedians are required to be
spontaneous. They need to be able to
respond to varied reactions and still
deliver their jokes coherently.

Going back to stand-up comedy be-
coming the new cool thing in India, it
must be mentioned that Bengaluru is
one of the hubs of stand-up in India.
This is largely because of the massive
viewership for stand-up in the me-
tropolis. Many cafeterias in Bengaluru
provide live artists with open-mics
where they get to try out their material
before a small audience before touring
the country with it.
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a stand-up comedian, as a part of its pro-nites.
Biswa Kalyan Rath is just one name among the

huge number of rising stars of stand-up comedy
in India. But how and why is stand-up becoming

G Jyotsna
UG 2015

eir content, stand-up comedians are distributing
their content on the internet. This has been a bril-
liant move because their popularity has seen a huge
rise. In this process, many of them have become
“Youtube celebrities’- Kanan Gill, Biswa Kalyan
Rath, Kenny Sebastian and Zakir Khan to name a

few. This process has also brought about
collaborations wherein many comics
come together to form comedy groups.
The comedy groups then release videos
of comedy sketches, stand-up clips, par-
odies and podcasts on their channels on
the internet. Some of the most popular
such sketch comedy groups in India

are All India Bakchod (AIB), The Viral
Fever (TVF), Schitzengiggles Comedy
(SnG Comedy) and East India Comedy
(EIC).

There are many platforms opening

up for stand-up comedians other than
open mics, public shows and Youtube.
They are being invited to perform at
corporate events like business meetings
or conferences, in TV shows, at cultural
fests of colleges and at holiday parties.
The comics are also trying out different
formats to entertain the audience and
‘improv’ is one of them. Improv is short
for improvisational theatre where the
content of the comedy is improvised or
made up on the spot unlike stand-up
comedy which is scripted. This format
has gained a lot of popularity and im-
prov workshops are coming up in many
parts of the country.



due to admiration, it is also because the comedians
display a sense of impartiality. They come across as
people who are not easily influenced and who will
not hesitate to question a wrongdoer or stand up
for a cause they strongly believe in. Owing to their
popularity, stand-up comedians are also sought
after by brands for brand endorsement in return for
sponsorship. Product placement has become very
common in the content distributed by the comics.
Stand-up comedians like Biswa and Kenny say that
the advantage that brands get through this is that
they get the metrics for gauging popularity right,

for instance through the number of views that a
Youtube video gets or the number of ‘likes’ a post on
social media gets.

But why is stand-up comedy becoming so popu-
lar? Upon closely examining the content of stand-
up comedy I feel that it consists majorly of funny
narratives sometimes overdramatised, lampoon and
enactments of some unrealistic what-if situations.
The directness with which the comedians make fun
of people or situations around them or sometimes
even themselves is what first establishes their con-
nection with the audience.

An article in the journal ‘Frontiers in Psychology,
titled ‘Robot Comedy Lab: experimenting with the
social dynamics of live performance’ describes how
a performer is able to “work” an audience. The arti-
cle says that the feedback from the audience affects
the performer and that signs of boredom from the
audience tend to disrupt the performer’s fluency.

So we can see that in the industry of stand-up com-
edy, there is a symbiotic relationship between the
comedian and the audience. The comedian enter-

So we can see that in the industry of
stand-up comedy, there is a symbiot-
ic relationship between the comedi-
n and the audience.

The comedian entertains the audi-
ence and support from the audience
helps the comedian establish him-
self.

tains the audience and support from the audi-
ence helps the comedian establish himself. This
relationship is one reason why stand-up comedy
is becoming popular. The audience or the fan
base feels a great connection with the artist and
this connection is quite different from what they
feel with their favourite actor or favourite writer,
where the feedback is not instant and has no
immediate response from the artist.

I also believe that another reason why stand-up
is gaining popularity is because of how relatable
the content is. Though the stories are inter-
twined with exaggeration and dramatization to
amuse the audience, the underlying feelings of
exasperation, liking or surprise are what keep
the audience hooked. The vulnerability of the
comedians makes them very relatable to the
audience.

However, for a very long time, the audience did
not have a very clear idea of what it was like to
be a stand-up comedian and how things worked
in the industry. We did not know how the artists
managed shows, what reactions they got from
their friends and family, from where they got
ideas for producing fresh content and so on.
This is changing now because of their activity on
social media.
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Biswa
Ral jory

The celebrity status of the comedians has led to
them speaking about the industry in interviews
and has given us an insight into how they go
about looking for content. Most comedians say
that they get ideas from people or occurrences
around them. They pick up jokes from everyday
conversations. They also say that they try out
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A1K
and their work routine. For those of you who lik
stand-up comedy or are interested in it because of
this article (hoping I have managed to kindle in-
terest in at least a few of you!) and haven’t watched
this series yet, I recommend it. It makes for a great
watch with its interesting storyline and great jokes.

0 e lives of comics, the problems they face

In conclusion I would like to say that stand-up
comedy is a relatively recent phenomenon in India.
Speaking of its history, it has Greek roots and flour-
ished in the United States and the United Kingdom.
Many of today’s Indian stand-up comedians say
that they are fans of English comedians like Eddie
Izzard and Russell Brand and American comedians
like George Carlin and Jerry Seinfeld. Also, it is not
that there are no traces of spontaneous comedy in
Indian history. In performances of well established
Indian art forms like the Avadhanam and the Hari-
katha, improvised comedy is an integral and essen-
tial component. Stand-up performances too, have
been around in India for about three decades. But
they were not very well recognised except for a few
by people like Johnny Lever.

But now, stand-up comedy is taking shape and
gaining recognition in India. Only now is it actually
being accepted as a viable career option. There is
now a huge network of stand-up comedians who are
supporting one another, appreciating each other’s
work and making room for fresh and good quality
content in the industry of comedy. So folks, let us
sit back and enjoy stand-up. More importantly, let
us start taking our humour seriously and encourage
free thought, the need of the hour.



SOMETHING SILLY v

UG 2015

So, | started writing this article. | had already typed oot the first line before | realised | hadn't the slight-
estidea as to what | was on about. So | decided | wovld delete the whole thing and start again. After all,
if you fail at first, you should try again. So, | started again and had managed o few more lines before ron-
ning into another impasse. Then | realised | shovldn't be beating my head against a stone wall. That really
put me in a bad mood, and | gave vp on writing the article all over again. | assumed that if it is out of sight,
it is out of mind. Bot, it torns out | was wrong. Apparently, absence makes the heart grow fonder.

So, | started working on the article for the third time. | had hopes. After all,the third time's the charm.
Bot | was wrong again. | had been unaware of the fact that bad things happen in threes. | wos completely
demoralised, and | didn't know what to do. At this point, | figured that if it is true that well begon is half
done, then | was nowhere close to being done. But then, it dawned on me that all is well that ends well.
So, if 1 could somehow end this article well, all will be forgiven. Bot to do that, | needed to go through
the boring middle first. Except, [ figured, | didn't really have to. So, | decided to delete the next covple

of paragraphs, that | never typed in the first place, and skip the middle to jump straight to the end. Hey,
fortune favours the bold after all. It was only then, that it strock me, that if | deleted those paragraphs
(that | had never typed in the first place), then | wooldn't have moch of an article. Look before you leap
suddenly made some sense. .

So, | decided to ask a friend for some help. That is when | learnt that great minds think alike, becavse he
didn't have any ideas either. Of course, we could both just be a covple of fools, becavse fools seldom dif-
fer. Bot, | am more of a cop—half-foll sort of person. My friend then suggested that maybe | shovld rope
in more people to help. | was suspiciovs at first, since too many cooks spoil the broth. Bot my scepticism
torned out to be misplaced, becavse sometimes, the more the merrier.

One of them suggested that | shoold take my time and really think it ovt. After all, slow and steady wins
the race. On the other hand, time and tide wait for none, and | really had to finish the article intime.
Then, someone finally suggested that I 'try to pass off this gibberish that yov are reading, as the article.
That was of course, my plan from the very beginning. Bot it sounded really loony, especially when | heard
someone else say it, and it is better to be safe than sorry. However, nothing ventored, nothing gained.
So, | decided to ron with it. .

Right then, one of those people who had helped me write this article wanted my help with something
else. That seemed fair. As some wise person probably once said, do vnto others what yov would have
others do vnto you. But, some other wise person also said, nice guys finish last. So, | asked my friend

to go away. | was more or less done with my article. Bot, | still needed a title. Of course, | knew that |
needed a killer title for the article, since clothes make the man. Bot as you can probably tell, | am not
very imaginative, and | was stock for guite a while. Then [ figured | might as well go for something silly,
and hope that people do not judge the book by its cover.

| was pretty pleased with my work, so far. [ figured | coold fit in a few more silly proverbs somewhere, bot
it was getting really contrived at fhis point. So | decided to quit while | was ahead, and end the arﬁcle

Of course, as we all know, winners never quit. But by then, | had realized jost hou) meaningless, pointless
and vtterly worthless these proverbs are. So, | decided to end it anyway.
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December 11, 2016

M\{ roommafe knocked the door. Otthough I was p\ RI p O

as'eep, ].coultj ]near 'Hne knocks. Pf seconcj .s)nowe(‘ of

knocks followed. fbandoning the comfort of my warm TH E M ESS

Ioecl, ]. wa"‘ecj ‘I'Lr‘ouq‘n 'Hne wet c|o‘Hhes )nanqinq Iike

cleacl on fhe line anJ Jr‘ew the Iooﬂs open. (1 JiJn‘l’ R O:tu',
pr‘efer‘ Lanqinq clothes in the ferrace because of'llne B'AWM

[<V]

VV\oY\ke\’s]) TR— ——
]nur‘leJ a‘f ].—Jon,'f-knoW'wLa‘t Pr‘oLaH\f 'Hhe .suL)ec'l', ‘Hne
M\{ r‘oomma‘fe *appetj me ‘fwice. “].,m oﬁ'fo 'Hne ].nsﬁu'i’e, ‘Hhe p|ane,‘f or |ife Tl'serf, w]nic}n Lowever !Y\\f ears

mess”, ‘Hna‘l' s wLa‘l’ ‘ne Tou me w]nen ‘l’r‘ansla‘l’eJ J(.r‘om were anyway won'f'fo.

Hind. Bndhen be left Topped-he. screen of my

mobile fuice. 04237 tflashed in whie sqainstthe  Nah, I should get up now.” Witk this resolition L fung
red-black background. Yes, Hhey were big enoughto  the warm sheets away, which was justthe “achivafion

be defected by my hlf apered eyes. everay” nesessary for me get e bed. T dressed

I recededfothe warm bed and closed my eyes. In - and then werit o the washroom fo splash some cold wafer
my hafl shumber, I heardhat my neighbours were orfo my sleep. - Was my hair locking opod? Fine, I don t
<hudying for the Maferials exam, scheduled tomorrow,  bather though.

Bnd indeed they were stidying quite peacefully (1),

excep‘hnq 'tLe anr‘eclic'l'ecl antj unwan‘fetj eXple‘hve.s ]_n ‘Hne Ves'hlou|e were some of M\i fr‘iean c}na'ﬁ'mq aloou’t

. BN BN BN BN BN BN BN BN BN BN

some qu’know.s'w]na'Hopic, pr‘oLaLl\l .s't'r‘inq'ﬂ\eor‘\’,
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‘ma\’l;e some r‘a‘honal'ﬂwinqs aLou‘l’ w]na'f'fo major‘ in‘.

pm\fwa\’, Lar‘eh g minu‘l’es wp fr‘om s|eep, my ]neaJ was

‘ m a mooJ To a‘i‘l’enJ fo 'ﬂnem. For‘ once 1):13(] 'Hne 'ﬂ\ouql-ﬂ'

of summoning a frie.ntj w)no )nasn)'f Leen Yo 'ﬁne mess \fe'f,

c‘ lnaJ as we" wa|kecj a few s'teps 'fowar‘Js lnis room.
].re'freaTeJ, Lecause ].wan'l'eJ TO wa||< alone.

‘limlgea Jownthe <fairs and spproachedthe ext,
sharp Uturn fo the road leading o the Health Cenitre is
e path L chose. The tradtional path. The sun was red

‘Hﬁ slarted rays fitering through the. canopy cast a
beaitful gow onthe ground. I was so mesmerised that

‘Lserﬂ'—mmger“\’ s‘feppeJ ovifo the road fr‘om the ]niq]n

sidewalk, and almost fell down. T should be carefl.” T

J m\’se“:. -nnen a riq]n'f'fur‘n 'Hhr‘ouqln 3 qa‘fe antJ wa"(inq
s'f'Hne q'ass winJows of'ﬂne mess, wlnic]n r‘eﬂec'fetl
L\ow uql\f M\i Lair was, ].co”ec'fetJ mqseﬂ: a'i"i'Le. mess

‘rance.

ree or fowr of my friends atthe mess had almost
rfer of‘llneir‘ mea| Ieﬁ w]nen ]._)o'metj 'Hnem.

b

<C »
. . has the dean confirmed fomerron = exam?

»
‘o, nat a mail from him qe'l'.

Bu‘f somel)oc‘\i a'l"l"ne oﬁice saiJ 'Hna'f ﬂ')s qo'mq'fo [oe,

»

mor'row.
ow are a moron To loelieve n wLa‘l"Hne peop'e a'i"fLe.

»
ollice say.

“\Afe s‘na" ]nave fo rng up 'Hhe Jean. ]f'ﬂ\e exam is
pos‘l’poneJ,‘lLen 1)" c]ni” ouTToJa\f.))

p[ Lr‘ief si|ence fo“owetj.

“So you Il be. goingfothe Service foday.”

“What s the discussion shoif® 1 inquired.
“Well, he is faking aboutthe Sunday Service.”
“Where i © Oh, is #Hhe church which is visible
from the Fhysics Building ” asked a member athe
fable.

< »
Yes.

Silence, w‘nic‘n was Lr‘oken L\f a J(-ew sips of coﬁee anJ

'Hne conversa'hon resuming.

“]. )naJ never seen you go 'Hnere.” incluireJ ano'ﬂner.
“T oo there every S\mJa\i.”

“Which lanouage do 'Hne\, insfruct in.?”

“Ma|a\,a|am, bitthere are sther churches who
instruct in Kannada and Enqlis)n.”

“What does Fhe cross siqnif\,.?” athird person
asked.

“Bumjen, a sign o\c'i'or‘fure.”

«
No a [our‘Jen wouH Le 3 more appr‘opr‘ia'i'e mean—
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»

ng.
“pfn\’wa\i, so isn,'i"ﬂner‘e an\’LOJ\, from our La'tc)n

»
qoinq.?

« No.”
((Him?))
“He)s an a“Leis'l'. 7

((Oka\i. »

-nne speaker w]no spoke 'Hhe |a‘i'es'l"|’urne4 'Hnis clues'hon
To 'ﬂ\e oﬂ\er‘s a'l"Hhe 'l'aL)le, per‘]naps ov«‘l’ of cur‘iosfl'\f.

« »
So are \ou an a'ﬂneis'l?
C(Y b))
es.
« »
nd you?
« »
Yea‘n, me Yoo.

Somehow, 1 dont know why, the question was natfired
st me. Bt L dd net hone my already-poor—skills st
probing into cthers minds and reading them; I had
failed fo wnderstand how one = belief in god could
safisfe ancther person = hunger for beth food and

knowletjqe.
].pr‘efer‘r‘etj lnavinq'ﬂne VSJ&S on my p|a‘fe, remaining

silen'l' a"‘ﬂnis w|ni|e. Ma\floe my e|ocluen'f si|ence pre—
Ven'te.cl ‘Hne.m from askinq me 'Hne clues'hon. Or‘ ma\ﬂoe
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‘Hhe\f 'ﬂnouq‘n’f'ﬂ\a'f ]. was unJer‘qoing mooJ swings anc‘ -
so 'Hne\f Jirln)'f wan’f'fo Jis'fur‘l) me.

“So Iwas Visﬂ'eJ L\f 3 g3y fr‘ienJ \,es'!'er‘Ja\i.”

“\Aﬂno was ‘ne?”

“Well T won tell you. You Il compare him wih me ‘

‘l'L\eY\. ”

(Cl_ook a'!"ﬂne q'ow on L\is face. ]Le\f sL\ar‘eJ 'Hhe same ‘

bed!”

Q s)nof‘l' Lv«rs'l' of |av«q‘n J(:o“owe,tl. ]. was s'h” expres— .
sionless, _)us‘f as Lefor‘e.
1Le\, had finished their meal and were waifing for me.

“You can leave, its fine..” ]. spoke for‘ 'Hne seconc‘
fime now. ﬂne\, kep’f'ﬁneir p|a'l'e,s a‘l"ﬂne Jis‘n |anJ'mq ‘
anJ |e,ﬂ"ﬂne, mess. Iwas 'Hne, solfl'ar‘\l |oon a'l"Hne 'faue,,

sipping occasiona”\’ at my 'fea, Lonqﬂne qlass n .

a uniclue faslnion ‘Hna‘f was iJios\inCY‘a'hc of me. 9 J(-e,w
L|an,< stares antJ 'Hnen ]. cauqln‘f siqln‘f of ano‘Hner‘ frienJ

siﬂ'mq r‘iq’n‘l’ in Jf-r‘o\n'f'fo [olock my view. .
“So JIJ You start oﬂ: wﬂ{\ Ma‘feria|s?” .

«
Yes, ].s'far‘te.cl n 'Hne morning.

« »
\A!er‘e You reacl'mq n 'Hne noon as we“.P

« »
No ].was as|eep. .




‘)‘n, even Iwas'fec‘ my noon wa‘l’c]ninq cgreakinq |anquaqe else. Bu‘f of course ].coulJ eii'r‘apola‘l’e w]na'i'

> »
Bac\ . peop'e may L)e speakinq \al 'Hne 'l'onqv«es unfamiliar o

q me.
was frankh no‘f in‘l’eres'feJ n 'Hne conver‘sa'hon. Bu’l’ “He\f, ]now s Jour qir‘lfr‘ieng.?...”

‘ J.J no‘f |ej' my J(-ace, r‘eﬂe.c'f my minJ. ]. sippec‘ my fea “So, Juc‘ Jour exams qe'f over‘.?”
s'te\" 'l'o finis]n fl' anJ 'Hnen ]. saiJ, “]. s)na” go Jl:or‘ a wa'k “. . .we“, if\fou Jl:ar‘e 'Hhe fir‘s'f paper of \four‘ exams

Now. ].)J |i,<e o leave if\’ou Jon,'f minJ.” we",'ﬁv\en Tl',s a'fremenc]ous L)oos‘i"i'o 'ﬂne confi—

e didn’t mind. L gt ot fthe door and doscondedthe  “SCe are everyuhere inthis coutry. . .”

fairs. ft big blue <far hanging from atree and some - . Well so are the Muslms...”
‘s‘fers onhe board adverfisedthe approach of Chrict=  *Damn # When willthe A< start dispensing
mas andthe end of one more year. I decidedfotokethe  nefes?

‘qer‘ pa'Hn. <‘SomeLoJ\1 Lr‘oke a confocal n 'ﬂ\e IaL.”

“So what happens when you reduce the femperature
e weather was parficularly conducive o the grovth of  is. .. <

d fortle thinking mind. find wsually onthese occasions o, bit you have fo fake info accourithe fransfor-

Take cx,nica| p|easures of Lranqu peop|e,, or pickinq mafions pr‘operh when Jou are Jeahnq with relstvistic
‘ what sther people converse shoit. Indeed, Lsimply  things. . J

piythose people who pop earphones info their ears

nd shitthemsehes it from the world! While T was waking past a restourart L‘i fhe side
‘ ofthe road, the conversafions were more inclined

Bittoday, L was inthe parficular mood of collecting ideas  towards food.

"l’ are enqenJereJ n 'Hne lnearJ of o‘Hners w‘no Jiscuss “-nnanks J(-or‘ 'Hne 'frea'l’.”
i w?ﬂn 'Hneir‘ friean To 'Hneir‘ 'h"ip fo 'Hhe mess. PT" k'sz of “Yea)n, 'Hne curry was no‘i’ qooc‘. ]. never L\atj i Le—

con\ler‘sa'hon ﬂoweJ in'i'o mx, ears. Sac“\,, ].cov«u Pick uwp for‘e.”
‘se n Enqlis)n, Benqali anJ Hinc‘i on|\1, for‘ ].know no
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A ome ofhe converastons were peppered il
whice, loughfor, anger, hared or depression. Bt |
did net delve info them enoughto classiythem.

The citrus clowds were lke feathers inthe sky and
the sky hadnt lost s cool blue hue yet. Somehow,
due to an wnspeskable reason, 1 did net warttthe sun
fo settoday. Lwas lost. Yes, inthat familiar place 1
had been frequertto for a year and a haff now, I was
corficed. ... Should Tlock sthe pebblea onhe
road and feel their terfure? Should I pluck one of those
pink flowers and admire their ardertt colowrs? Should
I askthe withdrawing birds as well whatthey thougli
about inthis hour of refreat, this howr ofthe dwsk?

1 LSJ 'l'aken a few S-teps for‘war‘J e e

“Oh helll The most miserable and disqusting helll”
Certoinly L have censored my curses herel My
mobile alarm wertt off. “Parm! (5:30 pm - i flashed
the fime. L had sethinking 1'd wake upto g0 fothe
mess. Lfelt edremely repulsed at being joffed back
fo my senses. | refurned o my hosfel where the
disqust and repulsion was aggravated fremendously
bythe rebellions metal music that some of my friends
could’t bathe withost: Despie my words being unable
o communicae the feeling, I hope thatthe readers
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without faking offence for my railing against mefal music

c‘o unJer‘s'fanrJ ‘Hne reasonmn J[-or my re ulsion. ﬂne rever-—
y rep
'oer‘a‘hon of‘Hhe music lnarJ n an ins‘fan'f‘l'ur‘neg in‘i’o a Je

sert my m'mJ w)nic)n was er‘s‘fw)nﬂe ﬂooc\etJ wfﬂn 'ﬂ\ouq]ﬁts.

-[Lerefore, 1 shat myse“: wp in the catacomb withthe

c|o‘ﬂ1es Jr\’inq a” ar‘ounrJ me anc‘ JecitJeJ To pen Jown

my experience. No WOntJer‘, i was no e)d'raor‘Jinar‘\i an

experience, Lu‘l’ oﬁen i ]nappens 'Hha'l"ﬂne sma“es‘l’ of

‘Hninqs |eave an inJeliLle impression w]nen 'Hhe 'oiqqes'i'
of incitjen'fs qe‘t LurierJ unJer‘ 'Hhe santh of'hme anJ

memories.,
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...the view from the zenith was
glorious.

Shantanu always liked this blog. This was his
elixir - if he were to call so. A blog is so funda-
entally different from a book - or a weekly
monthly. It was much more alive, much

ut his mind. In this case — her. She
her heart out.

ble. You never know when it
shed talk again to you. You
ay — the next time she

ight — it would
arkest corners

A boy stor

obbing. You could feel the other person

d. You would

-Teebro Prokash
UG 2014

marks snidely pointed, there is always favouritism,
then the boys talk about it as well - football-ground
politics and what not - thats quite boyish, really.
Not so much.

The politics that thrives in a school is pretty much
the same as that you see in your municipality and
your nation and your corporations - it is a game of
glory. Glory - that gives you voice, and begets
you a sway over others. Later, power.
Shantanu hated glory. Very consciously. He
knew what it was. And he hated it for that.
Every bit of it.

Not every bit of it was ‘bad;, maybe, he
considered at times - but every bit was an
excess. That had to be dearly paid for.

He was no stranger to glory any more.
He was drenched in it.

‘Politics’

There was a reason it was called football-ground
politics, though. Football had a huge sway over

glory.

All who would make to the school team would

ost be raised to the height of heroes. Even after
went on to plus two, if they stayed on, of course
yould referee the intra-school matches.

blog.
Fairy Tales g

and

Dreams

Lorem ipsum dolor sit amet,
consectetuer adipiscing elit,
sed diam nonummy nibh

euismod tincidunt ut laoreet
dolore magna aliquam erat

Lorem ipsum dolor sit amet,
consectetuer adipiscing elit,
sed diam nonummy nibh

euismod tincidunt ut laoreet
dolore magna aliquam erat




And they got most of the girls. Especially, the
good-looking ones.
And they smoked. Most of them. Going quite op-
posite of what Pele would have to say of smoking
and football.
They maintained themselves as cocky. They would
have the most bizarre of haircuts - to the extent
that could be permitted in school, or often
beyond that. And that too, would almost
invariably be spiked. Soumavo even got
suspended for his haircut once. They
would never tuck their shirts in - as long
as they could afford it. They would never
button up the last two buttons. Their
neckties would hang loose. They got the
weirdest yet yankee sounding nicknames.
They would talk in irritatingly obscure ab-
breviations — derived mostly from their face-
book-chats. They would always seem to throw
their legs off while walking.
And they would never be accompanied by their
parents.

Cockiness had quite a charm - particularly in the
junior days — when glory was in short supply. One
unmistakable sign of being cocky was not being
accompanied by parents on your way home. The
ones who were walked back home were the sis-
sy-est, the highest prestige held for those who
ther availed the school bus nor were to be pi

up by their parents. The going back from
mattered more than the coming. The c:

went differently for those who wen

private cars.

Shantanu was never accom
Both of them had a bus
they always found tin

He never complaj

felt better if he
never got tg

And well, bullying had a
straightforward relation
with glory. It would get
complicated with time,
though.

Studies was no glory at all.
It was rather to be ridi-
culed at. It was for the good
boys. And good girls. This
was one field of glory that
equalized the boys and the
girls. Not for long though,
because by the time they
were in the eighth standard
— the girls were the standard
sources for class notes. Ang
if you were to have a bj

art done to your prgj




was good with studies - he featured among the
top few. That, ironically happened to add to his
popularity - because the football heroes would
need his help before the exams. And then, the
stage came into being. That turned out to be his
forte. He

was good with current affairs and sports and all
- so the quiz featured him. He was eloquent and
smart — he burst his way through the prizes of
elocution and debate; add to that, he was a great
or. He turned out to be a great performer — an
gund one. He was handsome, with a beauti-
e, and could sing if the need be. It was his
sk in glory.

it to the football and cricket teams

of the position he en-
eachers too, he held

p less proficient
ionship with

- Not that now Id be
very emotional when the
time comes for me to leave,
but I shall always have a soft
corner for this school.

For all of you. Sayak, Das-
gupta, Oishee - you - all of
you. I shall always hold on to
you dearly.

Sourup was seriously understating things.
Was it the sudden surge of scepticism? Or
was it that he felt a tinge of unease to speak
of his emotions before Shantanu?
Shantanu was the supposed proponent of
bare logic. He remembered — when the nation-
alism debate raged the television and the news-
papers everyday — he had brazenly denounced the
glory that one reserves for one’s school. Such glory
— he said - brought forth this nuisance.

Probably, he thought — such debates might have
had people inculcate scepticism. Probably.

Or maybe the high regard for sociopaths helped
this happen. Particularly Holmes and all those TV
series that had psychopaths at the heart of their
stories, basking in the glory of being correct, quite
n-challantly so, and then walking away with a
atisfied smile.

e, people were merely growing up.



The tarther up I went, the
Sourup was a patriot at heart. Through and through. closer I was to the beauty.
He loved his class, he loved his school, he loved his
country. He held them in high regard.
Shantanu - ignored by all such foundations of glory
— grew up to ignore them himself.

To the grandeur that we all
share.

I stood at the zenith, and the
Shantanu, himself, hated scepticism as well. One view from the zenith was
— scepticism also attracted glory. That was glorious.
what went wrong in the first place. Also - be-
cause logic was one thing — and scepticism  [f he really loved anyone — that would be Mang
was very much another. It was pointless to
scathe every nicety of life. It was pointless
to brand every nice thing as cheesy. Shantanu
Romance made the everyday possible. It
was stupid to call romance stupid.

As a child, Shantanu had al

One’s allegiance towards one’s school made .
1t was never so easy.

the school a nicer place to be in. He did not want
Sourup to be ashamed of it.
He wanted Sourup to proclaim it proudly.
He wanted Sourup to keep the niceties alive.

He always tried to

This is why he loved Manasi. She would write una-
bashed - of the sweetest of her dreams. She would
make glory feel like the rays of the Sun - that would
touch every inch of his skin and wash oft the mirth
of scepticism.

Relieve him of his burden.
Make him feel alive.

I rose and rose; and as th
world grew farther —
more beautiful it




perverse joy.

After four years of getting rejected in the recita-
tion hits — he stood up on the stage for elocution
competition.

There weren't many participants to afford elimi-
nation in the hits in the first place.

And he spoke well.

He turned out to be a good debater too. He flu-
ntly presented logic and emotion.

while Sourup’s charged speeches would
attract deafening applause — Shantanu
o bag quite some prizes.

enth grade - he finally made it to
oe as well.

d about the role
ons of glory. It

Take Adrita for example. In their junior classes - she
was a regular to the football field. And she did play
well.

She was pretty good with her studies, too.

As they made it to the higher classes — she turned
out to be a brilliant performer on stage as well. It
was she and Sourup who would represent the school
everywhere — in every competition that would
be. Shantanu hardly ever stood much of a
chance.

Yet, Adrita was the girl on the stage.

And Oishee was more phenomenal - she

was Sourup’s girlfriend.

Girls were considered prospective girl-
friends of boys.

And, interestingly though, Adrita was never
considered one. She was beautiful, though, in
her own way. Shantanu had always liked her.

He was thinking — how would have he felt about

(F@ 724 mz/ Dreams had Manasi been Manas?

Sourup

- 1 know, you don't like these emotions

ppreciate these emotions, Sourup -
overtly harsh about them. Look,
e emotions are good, and this
ary as well — I'm sorry | hate

own reasons.




Sourup well knew the power such emotions hold. being foolhardy and holding fast to one
He made use of so when he held sway over it, and another. All of us doing some stupid things
then, fell victim to it. together. Maybe, organize going to a
. movie sometime, after the school is done.
- Yes, probably, that is true.
Run around the corridors, and if someone
breaks a tube-light — and no one will say
who broke it. And an entire section would
be suspended. We shall be kneeling down

together, but it would actually be fun.

I still love all of you.
And | still love Oishee. | hope sh
stands.

He couldn’t understag
That was true. Sourup hadn’t been treated kindly by i< to him. But
such emotions.

Nobody else had been treated much kindly, either.
But it was greatly heartening that Sourup still held
fast to them.

As much as Shantanu disliked Sourup for what he
had done to the class — he always loved him for this
one reason. Sourup was honest in his emotions.
made a lot of good things happen. Until he co
he held the class together.

Sourup hadn’t ever taken him much intg
ation, though. He had his own circle g
Shantanu never made it to that.

- lunderstand now,
done. But | was pen
reasons. Believg
It was goog




- Two years from now - none of this sentatives for a competition would be selected. And
would matter. Believe me, none of this. We  worse, he probably didn't even understand that
would let go of all our grudges as soonas  fully.

we pass out of here. Only the good mo- He even influenced favouritism from the teachers’
ments will stay with us. The best of our side.

times. Our matches, our cheers, our stu-

pidities. Believe me, these emotions would  That could quite explain why, in spite of bag-
mean so much more then. Because that ging the debate prizes for two years, Shanta-
is what shall stay with us. Two years from nu never represented the school regularly.
ow, | would just remember all the tiffin

madness and the random class- It was a positive feedback loop. Everyone

ad the adventures and how land ~ knew that Sourup could be relied upon

d giggle and find our way to regarding things - so he got responsibilities.
pody would find us. | will And so, he would share the responsibility

iss, my first time in with people he was rather compatible with.

the madness that  Now, the next time when someone would be needed
for the annual  to take upon responsibility - these guys would be

considered first.

Also, because the teachers would take him seriously

- they would consider his preferences while form-

ing teams. And they would get to like these people

ore as well.

at Sourup did to the class was far more

han attenuating favouritism. He created a
ight seem to be a good thing. But
established a monologue of

e to subscribe to. You are

\ication possible.




in your class decides to ignore you and makes it a
point to remind you in their gestures that they are
ignoring you.

And Sourup was central to this whole development.

Given how Sourup was a prime persona - it would
have been worse if he would hold grudges.
Thankfully, he didn’t.
Or maybe, that was one
reason he could make it
happen in the first place.
He himself could actu-
ally stand for the ideals
that he upheld. The idea

of one community, where an

to fit in.

individual wasn’t so important. The individual had
to sacrifice individual desires, and the community
would guard the individual when the need may be.
There could be no place for individual grudges.
But it had its toll nonetheless.

And the class developed a law and rule of its own.

It had its toll on Shantanu as well. However well h
tried, he could never fully belong to the class,
grew up, it became worse. He wanted an iz
ent identity for himself, no longer feeli
to fit in.

But it hit its worst on Sour

the ninth grade, when

He wanted an independ-
ent identity for himself,
no longer feeling the urge

He was booed at on stage.

And Shantanu was taken up by the class as the
replacement. Hed get the cheers, only they were

louder now.

And Shantanu was quick to lash back at these

emotions.

He started with sharing the

bench with Sourup.

that the class-unity
And he lost his stz

well.




sdny

More like, heart.

She was Sourup’s heart -

Plus two was when people go for coaching class- SPeaking out to the world

es that suck the lives out of them. So the undead ~ ©f the most beautiful

of the class forgot and forgave. And the class things it could create.
died altogether. Those Sourup couldn’t
Sourup stayed alive, though - his wounds, say out by himself. Those,

bleeding. he took up this mask for.
And this had been Shant-

/m . anu’s most prized thing.
anasc

ed mydeepestfears.wordpress.com He felt his his love for
and Dreams. Sourup grow again. Like
never before.
ably him.
, but the language

iche, every man-

| Wod'ssaidpiom siedjysadaspAu//




P. Vasanth

UG 2016

It was on the 27th of May that Meera first set eyes upon those green eyes. She had been
informed about them, she knew what to expect, and yet here she was mesmerized by
them. Walking towards him with a flushtered face and a nervous voice, she said, “Hi
Raj at, you look very nice today.” It was a miracle she even heard him when he rephed

“Thank you! You look very pretty yourself, in that dress.”...

The next six days were some of the happiest times for Meera. The unthinkable early “
breakfast was now an anticipated routine, and a day whiled away, 3 feet from any palat-
able book, became schedule. As the gentle sun beat down upon the windows, the doors

helping out here and there, spreading the light, thought never too busy to steal a glance -
or two at those green eyes that fascinated her so.

And six days later, she was once again walking back to her room, lost in thought.
For the sixtieth time in the six days following that beautiful first one, Meera caught
herself thinking of those eyes. And it was with a feeling of exhilaration that

Meera wandered through the corridors that evening, humming to herself. The

past week was definitely one the more memorable weeks of her college life. A 7
major cause was definitely those green eyes ... and Rajat. And now that the

seventh day, the last day, was here, she knew she would have to say it tomor-

row without fail, or regret screwing this up for the rest of her life...

Then the fateful morning dawned and the hour arrived. She knew it
was now or never. There he was, there they were. She could see Rajat \
walking by. Even as her heart began to flutter and tickle her neck, she turned towards him. Stumbhng onto
his path, she smiled nervously and said, “Hi Rajat! You know, you look amazing in that suit” And Rajat,
smiling, replied, “Thanks! And you look beautiful. I love what you've done with your hair” Then Meera
stepped before him, her cheeks cherry red, and gazing into his green eyes she said, “Rajat, I think ... I
think I am in love with you ...”

Meera stared into those green eyes and the world seem to have come to a standstill. No one knew what

to expect, no one knew what would happen. And when she reached out to place a kiss on Rajat’s lips, the
silence slowly broke as the crowd broke into a thunderous applause. The lights dimmed and the curtains
slowly fell, leaving the standing crowd with a warm feeling inside, and leaving the couple on stage to their
warm Kkiss.

Three days later, Rajat found Meera plodding along on her way to class. He noticed that she was now back
in her ponytail and glasses. Quickening his pace, he called out to her. When he caught up to her, he nerv-
ously began, “Hi Meera, I didn’t get a chance to congratulate you on your excellent performance. Well
done!” Meera grinned and replied, “Thanks Rajat! You too, you acted very well” Rajat smiled and went on,
“Well, I thought we should celebrate our success. Would you like to go out for a cup of coffee with me?”
Meera stared back into those brown eyes, guarded by a pair of elegant glasses. She could never have known

horv'\lollttle those glasses would protect those eyes when she replied, “I would love to, bhaiyya!”
¥

QUARKS Volume 6 2017 165




£ o g e,

° “Hefld, mister.. .’}-Ie.&lz)
there ... Heflo 2% ° Vit
“Is this “Hello” ;.upposed ! |
to address me by any :
chance?”

“Yes, my good sir. Might
you be kind enough to
direct me towards some
source of drinking wa-
ter?”

“Well, I might be. But be-
fore I should choose to do
so, tell me dear stranger,
how, in particular, did
you identify me as a male
but not as a female?”
“Sir?”

“There ... there you go again. Well, I suppose

it is primarily because of my masculinity and
clothing and beard and other things that will
apparently support your visual judgement. But
make no assumptions, for they often mislead you
in a way, take my word for it, you are incapable
of imagining”

“I am sure your statements make more sense
than I could possibly understand, but I am surer
that at this 400C heat and extreme humidity,

I shall faint, should you not direct me to that
water source.”

“Fainting? Is that what you are worried about?
Oh, boy! People have undergone hyperallergic
shocks after listening to what I am about to say.
Beware, it may very well look like a story, but
that is exactly what they want.”

“Well, I am not sure that this is correct timing
for this ...

“No, no. I want you be very serious, for this is
their story. That of the oppressed people, about
their extreme suffering and fatiguing struggle for
existence. Although this will fuel my hatred and
anger against US imperialism and capitalism, I
shall try to remain unbiased and so should you

“Sir...”7
#? “Now, have you heard about
§/ Alombush?”

¥ “Yes, from the Mahabhara-
ta, right? Well, he is de-
scribed a monster or “Rak-
khsas”. Is there any tubewell
nearby?”

“A brazen US propaganda,
that story is. A monster
who practised cannibalism
and hence essentially pos-
sessed a character of despic-
able nature and also, oh yes,
fought against the Panda-
vas; must he not be hated
by everyone? They also say
that after the violence and bloodshed he caused in
the Kurukshetra war, he was finally killed by leg-
endary hero Ghatotkach. But have you noticed that
these very fine
details do one
thing and one
thing only; they
delicately add
inhumanity and
immorality to
his character!”
“Sir, take a
breath ... This

is all very far-
fetched ...”
“Well, I am sure
you have no-
ticed the simi-
larity by now.”
“Sorry, between
what?”

“Don't tell

me this hasn't
crossed your
mind. Alom-
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e George Bush?” L "mff)rmatlon regarding Alombush was concealed
o \o
) ‘iI *1... No, it hasn’t” 2o al? the documents were made classified and in® * @ e

S“Listen carefully. Alombush is George Bush’s broth-s name of top secret were kept away from the -
er. There was a long-standing dispute between them  masses.”
regarding who the elder brother was. Each claimed =~ “Then where does this usual, generally known,

that he was more violent and monstrous than the “fabricated” story come from, If he was absolute-
other, and therefore ‘elder, which the other was, ly forgotten?”

obviously, not ready to accept. Due to the non-ex- “Hatred, my boy, is a much stronger emotion
istence of any kind of social media, we do not know  than love. Once an enemy, forever an enemy.

the details” People tend not to forget those whom they de-
“Oh. I think I can relate to that” spise. Hence, they built a false story to such an
“Of course you can. Meanwhile, George Bush extent that, in reality, there was no one named
somehow got to know that every name is signifi- Alombush. Myth has it that he is an evil, despic-

cant, reasonable and pregnant. Therefore, to succeed able fictional character who was killed in the war
in his own right, George Bush would climb up on by Ghatotkoch. The story is composed in such an
Bamboo Trees, throw stones at Alombush and then  artistic way that given enough publicity, every-

hide among the bushes. Being a ‘Bush’ himself, he one will believe in it without raising a single

was invisible and on the other side, all Alombush question.”

would see was a lot of stones coming towards him “But how do you know this story, or true inci-

on a daily basis” dents, whatever these are? If what you say is true,
“Is this some kind of a joke? Even if this is then how did you manage to leak this informa-
some kind of a fable and you are trying to tion?”
teach me a lesson. I should tell you, this is “Does it matter? Perhaps I, myself am Alom-

pathetic” bush?”

“Hmph. Unlike you Alombush had a very “What ... I”

simple mind and was hence unable to suspect ~“Take a sharp left turn from that corner. The
the plausible culprit. “Throwing stones at me,  tubewell should be visible from there”

eh? Wait and watch. You shall all soon be (Speaking to himself) “Woah, where did he go?
going through the same for Fate has ordained Into thin air?”
identical destiny. ; he would say. That was “Mister, hello... where are you...?”

when people started to suspect him to be a
rising communist.

“That’s it? ‘Equality;, ‘identical destination,
that’s all it took for someone to be tagged as a
“Communist’?”

“Do I really need to tell you about the US’s
hatred for communism?”

“No, that won't be necessary.’

“Then, as expected, Alombush was margin-
alized and put in prison. And since the main
opposer of Alombush was George Bush, he
became the President of America.
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A perfect moment

December 2048, a city in the Northern Hemisphere

“Eeek! You're bleeding, Jonathan!” she said, totter-
ing into the living room, fumbling the door shut
against the chill and gloom.

No No NO there was blood dripping down both
his wrists. The knife was still quivering gently,
stuck in the wood of the rocking chair’s bottom.

“You promised,” she muttered, bandaging the limp
wrists and spraying on the Liquid Band-Aid, “that
you wouldn’t off yourself when I wasn’t around”

Two well-deserved slaps had brought him round
soon enough.

“I'm sorry, Rashi,” said Jonathan, eyelids half
closed. He tried to shrug and gave up, wedged
shrunken into the chair.

“I was.... Honestly, what else was I to do..”

@ - .‘ .
Rashi lod(ecfmt.o the d.istagce. The witter gale

1#8%8ed at the dark wigow, t£1en abruptly died =~ @@

ddown. @ ®e
[ ° a
“Yeah, I knoy.she sqil, @ayily. 0
& go @it f0r my first walk in age$®vearingghe
; : ° . . ohe
ﬁi“cﬁ plagtit inat, my feet are e w? the *
¢hill and Mrs Simla trills at me} gy hat'darling
WRather it is, my dear!” I wantéd to claw her face
Y @

off @ bitch” L
Ve o

4“Was she wearing a di onathan,

Almost involuntarily, her eyes flicked over to

the two dusty disco masks on the table, shoved
against the wall, nearly covered by the piles of
scorched-looking paper flung there after Jon-
athan’s abortive attempt to interest himself in
charcoal sketching. She had long given up trying
to find a hobby for herself. Hobbies in the gener-
al population were all but replaced by the disco
version, better in almost every aspect.

The name came from “like having your own
private discotheque”, a breathless sentence in one
of the earliest reviews of the virtual reality tech.
Disco masks weren't virtual reality, not quite. You
could still move around in the real world, but your
perceptions were altered.

A biting wind might feel like a cooling breeze, the
silence of the gity-yas replaced by whatever music
the software thought y&liked best at the mo-
ment, and thefhin, sharp®lectrodes in the inner-
maqst lager, touching the skin of your face, told the
circuitry wh&Pkind of @ffroundings your neurons
wanted to feel. It never itched, of course. Soon

. b) . . . . .
“youd stop noticing it ever existed. The most im-
'Eortant effect, of course, was that you couldn’t feel

ored or depressed. Something new popped up in
front of you every thirty seconds if necessary, and
your dopamine levels were carefully adjusted by
the electrodes.

ey were banned in orbit, where every sense
o be on high alert. On Earth, however,
nd alm i



Without disco, what was there to do? There were no
jobs to have on Earth, not that anyone wanted one. A
hobby? One got bored, of course. She pictured Maz,
dear son, walking in, a year from now, to two slowly
decomposing bodies in identical rocking chairs and
red wrists...She shuddered. But Jonathan had already
tried to kill himself twice. She herself wobbled franti-
cally on the edge of that precipice. Could they endure
that long?

“Stop looking at those things,” said Jonathan, vaguely
circling his finger in the direction of the table. He
had drawn circles, and far more exotic shapes, as

a Pre-Millennium artist, before disco made every-
one into a critic who found their own scribbles the
most fantastic art in the universe. Now his work lay
scrunched on the table. Nobody cared. They could all
do better themselves.

“It’s a year before Maz gets back from his asteroid
mission,” said Rashi. “I know they have the regen
medicine, but still, what if a pirate miner gets a lucky
shot into his brain? I warned him never to take off
that ridiculous helmet of his. But he likes the danger.
What did he say last time? ‘the adrenaline rush of
chasing matter thieves halfway across geosync orbit’ ?

But does it have to be him? Can’t somebody else keep
the economy running?”

Rashi tossed her raincoat vaguely at the table. It hit
the floor with a slight squelch. She collapsed back
into the chair, her old bones tired from the short
walk, plodding through the mud.

“You know, Jon, I could manage when Mrs Simla at
least didn’t wear disco and I could talk to her some-
times. NOW.... there’s nothing to do at all... If youd

gone out fo walk, Tmight have been the one
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“It’s a lot better than life down here”

“Pah. You're right about that. I don’'t have a single
friend left who wouldn’t smile at me beatifically. If
they saw me at all”

“At least theyre smiling. When was the last time
you smiled?”

“You think those fake smiles count? Mrs Simla
thought it was her birthday again last week. Said
to thank you for the beautiful cake. She grinned
happily at me while I told her you haven’t baked in

“So if itsnot connected to something in the real ®
® Sworld niggful? What about happy
dreams?” i ' '
o - oL

° . :
“’ﬂzsmile on }%lﬁ face when you wake up
counts. Not the ones re. It’s only a dream if
you can wake up from i@Otherwise it’s a night-
mare” > °

[ 4
“Idon’t know,ﬁ. ['know it’s addictive. I know
the joy isn’t real. But it’s been a while since I've ex-
perienced real joy. I think I might have forgotten
how to tell the difference”

“If- no, no when Maz comes back you’ll tell the
difference all right. If youre awake and alert to see
him walk through that-door”

straight.

“What, like Salvator, that guy on the flash who
dropped his disco overboard while on a ship and
decided the only true excitement in life was swim-
ming with the sharkies?”

“Oh no, it’s really juggling with the knifies, of
course,” snapped Rashi.

Jonathan inhaled and said nothing.

It started to drizzle. Small raindrops rolled lethar-
gically down the window pane and pooled on the
icy frame.

The rocking-chair creaked as Jonathan sat up with
effort.
. l

Glmm@ that disco.”

“I s? to you, Rashi, the minute Maz walks
thro gh that door, that thing is off my face and in
the bin”

Rashi picked up the discos, shuffled over, pecked
Jonathan on the cheek and passed him a disco
mask.

“Ready, darling? One year. And then we won't use
it, ever again”

She slipped hers on.

Aaaaaah. Mrs Simla was right. It really was dar-

ling weather. The window opened and a perfect

summer breeze swirled around the room. Rashi

iggled her toes with delight. Maz dldnt know
issing. Anyway, i




dropped it? Such fun..... .ccoocccuvecivicnenee.

..... Rashi was playing chess against Magnus Carl-
son, world champion since 2036. And losing. Or
so he thought. She smirked, tapping a rook against
her teeth. Tap. Taptap. A bit boring, playing Carls-
en. Shed be world champion next, of course. Tap.
Taptap. Tappity-tap tap tappitytap tap tap. Wait.
Tap taptap tappitytap?

Carlson disappeared. Something stirred at the
back of Rashi’s mind.-I know that sound....

Yes! That's Maz! Mazma?z! Maz igback! She
ripped the odd plastic off her face and'sp'm out®
of her chair. Across the gpom was agoor. Almost
tripping over her feet she yanked it open. Maz
stood, silhouetted in the bright®unfight.

Rashi sighed, joy soaking into her bones deeper
than ever before. Maz is here.

Maz, alive-and-safe Maz, fell into her arms. The
perfect summer breeze gently swirled the door
shut.

Julian D’Costa
UG 2016




An ant, a bee and a wasp walked into a bar'. wasted. Inhibitions faded away - slowly, gradually,
After ordering a round of drinks — syrup for the  but completely - revealing the innermost thoughts
ant, honey for the bee and nectar for the wasp? and feelings they sought to hide from the world, and
— the three friends sat on the barstools, relaxing ~ more importantly, from themselves.

after a long day at work. The obligatory polite

conversation ensued: “How are the queen and “You know;” the bee began, furtively surveying
larvae? Had a good weekend? I bought this real-  the bar for would-be eavesdroppers. “Sometimes-
ly great-" sometimes I feel that the hive treats us scout bees
unfairly. We range across the countryside for miles
The bartender — an imposing yet jovial figure upon miles — far further than any other bees, I
with gold-rimmed glasses and a neat red- assure you — searching for ever-elusive nectar and
dish-brown when we finally

beard* - soon
returned with
their order,
briskly placed
three huge mugs
on the counter

discover some,
we show every-
one where to find
it’>. And what do
we get for our
efforts? Not a

with audible single word of
clacks and thanks!” The bee
retreated with shook his head

a parting smile. disgustedly, then
Clinking their clutched his head
glasses, the ant, in a fit of dizzi-
the bee and the ness’.

wasp downed “It’s not just you,
their delicious drinks, enjoying the exquisite mate,” the ant concurred sadly. “We have some
blend of flavors in their favorite beverages. bizarre customs. In my colony, we build homes by

Soon enough - almost inevitably - the ant grew  bending leaves and get this — we use the silk of our
antsy, the bee became buzzed and the wasp was ~ own Jarvae to stitch the leaves together!®” After an

'A variation of the typical start of a bar joke — “A man walked into a bar...”

*The Diacamma indicum colony we observed was fed sugar solution (syrup); bees produce honey from nectar; wasps feed on
nectar as well.

This is a humorous variation of the polite inquiry “How are the wife and kids?”

*Disclaimer: any resemblance to any professor is purely coincidental.

>Alcoholic beverages are injurious to health. Syrup, honey and nectar are not, however.

Scout bees roam far from the hive in search of food, then convey that information to the hive (from Prof Gadagkar’s lec-
tures)

"The dizziness is both due to drunkenness and the fact that bees perceive distance through optical image flow on their reti-
nas.

$0ecophylla ants weave their nests from leaves and use the silk from their larvae to stitch them together.

In the third experiment, when we watched the video of Ropalidia marginata, these were several of the behaviors we ob-
served.
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appropriate pause for the horrorstruck expressions
of the bee and the wasp to subside, the ant contin-
ued, “Well, our larvae don’t die-“ The bee and the
wasp let out huge sighs of relief. “~Not all the time,
at least,” the ant finished, shaking his head mourn-
tully. “I just wish this barbaric tradition would
stop!” The bee and the wasp nodded vigorously, at a
loss for words.

“Well, my story is hardly as... as extreme as yours,’
the wasp added timidly, “but in my nest, we all share
our duties, all the time. Sometimes I feed the larvae,
sometimes I antennate the nest, sometimes I repair
the walls, sometimes I mouth-wall the nest, some-
times I forage for food, sometimes I-°”

“We get it!” the ant and the bee chimed in together;
the wasp had a particular tendency to keep ram-
bling. Scratching his head, the wasp continued, “Yes,
well, I personally
enjoy repairing the
walls far more than
anything else, but our
queen doesn’t allow
us to slack oft on our
other duties-"

“THE QUEEN!”

the ant and the bee
roared. The entire
bar turned to stare at
them. After an awk-
— ward pause, the bee
continued in a softer
voice, though his
tone was acid. “Don’t

get me started on the queen! That obnoxious,
self-centered, arrogant...” His words trailed off
into an incoherent ramble of spluttering rage.
The ant took up the cry: “Our queen expects
every single one of us to pander to her every
fleeting whim. She never does any work, never
lifts a finger to help us, never praises us for a job
well done, but has the audacity to tell us what to
do all the bloody time'®. Honestly, if she weren't
so well-protected, I'd have-“ The ant cut himself
off abruptly, surreptitiously glancing around.
After all, the words he was speaking were disloy-
al at best, seditious at worst. It would not do for
the wrong ears to hear.

The three friends fell into a brooding silence that
stretched for minutes, dark, mutinous thoughts

° In the third experiment, when we watched the video of Ropalidia marginata, these were several of the behaviors we ob-

served.

!The queen is of prime importance in the colony and instructs the workers to perform various duties depending on what is

needed.
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running through their heads. “You know what?”
the bee burst out, breaking the tense silence,
“I'm leaving my hive! Those stuck-up ingrates
can scout for themselves!” The ant nodded force-
tully. “You're absolutely right! I'm fed up with
the archaic rules of my colony. I'd rather fend for
myself” The wasp looked hard at the bee, then
the ant. Slowly nodding, he agreed: “I hate being
told what to do all the time. For once in my life,
let me do what I want to do!”

A concerned voice cut into their discussion.
“Boys, I couldn’t help but overhear your conver-
sation-“ The ant, the bee and the wasp nearly
tell out of their seats in shock! “Don’t worry,” the
bartender reassured them, “I'm not going to tell
anyone what you were talking about; I believe
that open, honest discourse is necessary for a
society to progress.” The three friends exchanged
a relieved glance. “However,” the bartender’s
voice turned stern, like a father chiding his
unruly children, “I don't think you're thinking
this decision through. You're underestimating
the importance of your societies, whatever their
faults may be!”

In the battle between overzealous passion and
the cold voice of reason, passion invariably wins.
“You just don’t understand our plight!” the bee
retorted. “We shall no longer be oppressed by
those self-serving rulers! For once, we shall be
free!” With those stirring words, the ant, the bee
and the wasp exited the bar (swaying only slight-
ly), venturing out into the world as independents
untethered to hive, colony or nest, going their
separate ways. “Hapless fools...” the bartender
muttered, shaking his head sadly.

Several months later, in the middle of winter, with
dirty sleet clattering ceaselessly on the roof, the
three friends - having gone their separate ways
since that momentous day — met again in the same
bar. The ant appeared aged, the bee looked haggard
and the wasp was worn-out. Silence prevailed as the
three friends drank in the welcome sight of their
compatriots... As one, they burst out:

“That was a terrible idea!”
“It was so lonely! I missed my friends, my fami-
ly-“
“I was so tired all the time! No one to talk to, no
one to help me-"
“I had to do everything myself! No food, no
shelter-”

Snippets of overlapping conversation echoed
around the bar as the three friends poured out their
woes and the hardship of the previous months. “I
never realized how much I needed my family,” the
ant contemplated. The bee and the wasp nodded
solemnly in fervent agreement. “We’re never going
to do that again!” they chorused, conviction ringing
in their voices.

Behind the counter, unnoticed by all, the bartender
nodded to himself, a faint Mona Lisa-esque smile
gracing his weathered face. Polishing a mug with

a well-worn cloth, he whispered to himself, “This
generation may learn to think after all! All it takes is
a little exploration...”

Moral
Never underestimate the value of family, culture and
society, whatever their faults may be.
Dependence is bad, independence is better, but
interdependence is best".

'! The eusocial insects, having adopted such an interdependent system, have optimized their chances of survival.
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SoulFire

By Shubham Acharya
UG 2016

The Chase

Run.

My mind screamed at me, while I desperately ignored the burning in my limbs and
my lungs, as I jumped over a 30 feet metal fence, a feat that would have astonished
the primordial humans of a few centuries ago, and then used the top of the fence as
a springboard for jumping through the window of a nearby building. Glass shattered
around me, and bounced harmlessly oft'my skin, as I dashed through the apartment I
had entered, flipping over ruined sofas and tables, and then jumped over the balcony
railing to the alley below, which was'dimly lit with reflected moonlight.

A hideous roar resounded behind me. I picked up my pace, throwing trashcans
behind me in a futile attempt to delay the Abomination chasing me.

Just a minute more. I can’t fail!

The ground collapsed in front of me, and a pit dozens of feet deep and across opened
up. I didn’t pause, and sped up before takinga giant leap, easy in the knowledge that I
could span the pit that the Abomination had opened up.

However, just as I was about to land on the other side, another roar split the air, and
another pit opened up, this one far’deeper than the previous pit. Simultaneously, I
heard a whoosh, and without even looking around, I knew that the Abomination

had launched itself through the air at me, to tear me limb from limb. I knew that if I
landed in the pit, I was done for.

Not so fast.

Stretching my hand, I pressed the button on my wrist, which launched a grappling
hook at a nearby building,’and used it to change my direction and swing through a
window into the building T had exited before. Just as I thought that I had evaded the
Abomination, I heard a crash as it smashed through the walls and landed in front

of me, eyes ablaze with fury.I looked around the room, desperate for something to
salvage the situation.

A little more. They are counting on me!
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I threw a nearby chair at the Abomination, which smashed harmlessly on its rock
hard skin. I knew the futility of my attempt, but I was determined to go down fighting
if I had to. The Abomination advanced, its every step causing cracks to spread
through the concrete floor of the apartment, and then raised its hand, the moonlight
glinting off the wicked claws, as it prepared to eviscerate me. Just then, my salvation
arrived.

“Thirty minutes are up. Escape successful” A cool, monotonic female voice
announced.

The Abomination roared in fury and then slammed his claws on the floor, easily
tearing through it like hotknife through butter, and then jumped out of the hole it
had created in the apartment:

That was close.

I sighed, as I crumpled on the ground, aware of how close my city had been to utter
destruction, as the apartment around me shimmered and then started to dissolve into
polygons, and I found myself in a blue metallic chamber, attached to a chair with a
myriad assortment of instruments attached to my body.

I glanced across the room at the Abomination, who growled at me, and then I heard a
grating noise scrape against my ears.

“Next time human. Next time, your city shall die”

It left the room, leaving my exhausted self to remove the instruments and begin the
journey back to the Chief’s room.

The Invasion

I was trudging through the dilapidated streets, on my way to the Chief’s house, which
was a still a good hour of walking away. Not a soul could be seen, the only occupants
of the street being old AirTreks, with their propulsion engines gathering rust. Left to
myself, I started going through the events of the last decade, and cursing the idiots
who had sent The Voyager out into space, centuries ago, on a mission that ultimately
doomed humanity.

The Voyager had been sent with a golden record, with the hope that intelligent
Extraterrestrial life would find and be able to decipher it, and hence communicate
with the humans back on Earth. What the foolish scientists hadn’t taken into account
was a martial alien species finding the record, then tracing it back to a puny planet in
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an insignificant solar system, which would have normally escaped their bloodthirsty
eyes, and then launching an invasion on the said planet.
This happened a decade ago. All our advanced technology, including plasma guns,
energy grenades, and nuclear fusion missiles paled in comparisoh to the alien martial
might of our conquerors. They made-us look like kids;just.as the-weapons-of-our——
ancestors would look in front of our own. Our conquerors called themselves The
Ursareil, which in their language meant the supreme.. To us; they:weresimply The
Abominations, .. oy
They had hideous figures, a forsaken cross of a werewolf, a komodo dragon and a
jellyfish. Their claws were as long as people’s spines, and were used for the express
purpose of tearing it out, their faces were transparent, with tentacle like extensions,
their hide was tough as nails, their tail strong enough to crush stone with a casual
whip. They were physically far superior to us, even though we had come far from our
weak ancestors due to evolution caused by the massive radiation leak in the infamous
First and Second Nuclear Wars, or as our ancestors would have called it, World War
I1I and IV. Our bone structure had changed to allow us to be more durable, and had
also increased our physical prowess much beyond the dreams of our progenitors.
Even among them, I was special, belonging to a group called The Runners. Yet, our
strength was nothing compared to that of The Abominations.
Combined with their superior technology and amazing physical prowess, Earth was
destined to fall. Yet, our conquerors had a strange weakness, as well as a taste for
entertainment, which was the reason we were still not extinct. '
The Abominations were a small race, all fitting in this giant spaceship, easily the size
of an average city. From what we learned over the years, their fertility rates were low,
* but they more than made up for it with their incredible lifespans. When they first
arrived on Earth, Washgngton DC to be exact, or what was formerly Washington DC,
they went on a wild killiag spree, killing the entire population in hours. They also had
a taste for fresh meat, rring to partake of flesh with its heart still pumping its life-
blood into the gaping §lasm which was their
mouth. And here was tlfeir falling. For some strange reason, as soon as they ate
a human freshly killed, they were burned from inside out to a crisp, and these
formidable enemies, whom even ray guns couldn’t scratch, would fall dead. Over the
years, the scientists which didn’t die, theorized that it was due to the residual energy
released from the essence of life when an organism dies, which reacts in a strange way
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with the body chemistry of our conquerors to kill them. The more spiritual of the lot
called it SoulFire, which caught on.

All in the garden was far from lovely for our species though, as The Abominations
could just slaughter us and eat some other organisms, which strangely enough didn’t
cause the said reaction. However, due to a strange incident, the current system of life
came into being, and humanity continued to survive, though hanging on by its nails.
Faced with our conquerors, a group of people had decided to commit suicide, instead
of giving The Abominations the satisfaction of murdering them. Just out of spite, one
of the creatures had partaken a small bit of the flesh of the dead humans, not enough
to kill it, and had found that it caused him no discomfort, and was the best thing it
had tasted ever. What came to our knowledge later was that for some unidentified
reason, the living essence would just disappear if you took your own life.

Their hunger led them to come to an accord with humanity. Every month, The
Abominations would visit a city. The city would select a representative, and

the conquerors would select one. They would then be transported to a virtual

world, using the supreme technology of the invaders, where the task of the city
representative was to evade The Abomination for an agreed time-period. If the
representative was killed in the simulation, the entire city had to forsake its life for
satisfying the appetite of the invaders. If he managed to be successful, the city was
spared, and The Abominations wouldn't attack any other city for a month, after which
the cycle would repeat. Desperate for some sort of salvation, our leaders agreed to this
Faustian pact. In the following two years, twenty four cities were visited, and twenty
four cities had all their citizens’ life consumed. Humanity didn't look any better off,
until a lab in Bangalore came across a way to increase our physical prowess even
turther, leading to a group of people called The Runners. Built for evasion, for the last
six years, only two runners and hence two cities fell to the invaders. However, our
situation was still dire, as could be evidenced from the atmosphere of fear shrouding
our planet.

The conquerors hadn't lost patience though, in fact, they seemed to enjoy this littleswg =5 |
game. Perhaps the sight of terror that they invoked in the people when they would )
suddenly appear over a city on the first day of a month gratified the sadistic monsters.
All this might change though. We never were people who would bow down to

anyone. A plan was afoot, one which might free us from the tyranny of these

monsters once and for all. A plan for which I needed to see the Chief now.
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Finally reaching my destination, I looked at
entrance to a vast underground laboratory, and
hidden from view, to be devoured by the Earth.

The Plan

I stepped into the laboratory, and as always azed by its
ground, my city was a shell of its former gl s malls shut d
gloomy, movie theatres empty, and in general, an atmosphe
the city. This facility, built three years ago :
that gloom, but herein one could find the cheer anc
best symbolized humanity. For this project, underta
potential to free our world. -
The idea for this project originated from th
couldn't tolerate our essence when they co
soul essences were somehow harmful for them. a}". oulFire, as it was so
unimaginatively named, sought to harnes ‘ t!ﬁe'energy, to potentially destroy the alien
invaders. 4

Building this laboratory for the pro;ect had been a covert operation, with the
construction taking place over five years, so as to escape the probing eyes of our
conquerors.

With the construction of the laboratory done, the problem that the researchers faced
was lack of raw data.

The dark truth of the project was that to even study it, people needed the souls of
human beings freshly killed. Volunteers were asked for covertly, however, hopes
weren't high that people would willingly part with their life, just in the name of a
project, which may or may not be able to free us from our invaders, when after all The"
Runners had been doing a perfectly capable job of defending their cities. Humanity
surprised the researchers though, when a large cohort of volunteers, mostly aged
people, interspersed with some young ones, willingly came forward to donate their
lives, in what they believed to be the greater good. Research picked up, with the
scientists determined not to let their lives go to waste, and from what I had heard, it
looked like it was bearing fruit.

“Welcome Mortred. You look to be in one piece, so I presume all went well,” said



-
efwas the Chief’s second-in-comma searcher in his

J{The years of research hadnt eent kind to him though. His face had an
) of wiry stubble, ¢ d the bloodshot look which only came
ormal requirement of four hours a day, I
day, to which he had genially replied that
y'fthmg which got him going were those

-—

h: my mind I saw a plain looking

athleﬂ-m;l was a Runner and had to put in
as nothing beautiful about my blue
d personally checked that in the mirror
first time.

Razzil, or}, &, n eyes, and a smile to melt a glacier.
Thou h his ibout, his mind was, evidenced by the fact

- that he was leading.a ion which might save humanity, at the age of twenty-

* threesHe was Wﬂd’ s leading researcher on SoulFire. At first, he used

. ith guilt on the ) e sacrificed for the project, but that
Plan as he had come to call it.

-~ twenty-one year old gi
e hours for trainin
- eyes, or my shg -
<“W‘h€1‘l Razzﬂ

/

gestured at me to occupy one of the
and forth around his desk: a picture
y turned towards me.
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“Mortred, I think we can do this. It’s risky, but definitely doable.”

I snorted at that. “What’s not risky anymore? Every day of our lives is spent
wondering if The Abominations won't suddenly drop out of the sky and terminate
their agreement, and then crush us as the insects we are in front of them. Come on
now; spit your Plan out would you?”

And so he did. As he started describing his plan, I couldn’t stop my mouth from
falling open. The Plan was full of so many uncertainties! Yet, it could work!

He finished his explanation and looked at me expectantly. To answer him, I leaned
forward and gave him a light peck on the lips.

“This can work Razzil. Now, I just have to get used to the equipment required, and I
am sure [ can pull it oft”

A look of alarm crossed Razzil’s face.

“Oh no. No, no, no. Who said you’re the one executing this? I was just thinking of
the best Runner for this. You don’t have to do it at all. I can’t afford to lose you if this
fails”

[ frowned.

“You know as well as anyone else that I am the best and most versatile Runner in

this world, evidenced by the fact that I completed all the Runner trials with a perfect
score, and have a higher index of acceptance of those weird chemicals they used to
make us Runners than anyone else. I am the best person for The Plan.”

Razzil started getting agitated. I could see he didn’t like the idea of me not returning if
his plan failed. I knew he was scared for me, but what I had said was the truth, and he
knew it.

Finally, he took a deep breath and exhaled, and then looked up with determination.
“I kind of knew this was going to happen. Well, I'll come with you, since I know the
instruments inside out, and am probably the only person who has any idea how their
technology works.”

It was my turn to be alarmed.

“Please Razzil, T will settle both of our scores for'us. You don't have to come. I will
avenge ‘our parents.”

Razzil smiled.

“You expect a man’s pride to sustain itself when he watches his fiancé go and fight and
settle his scores, while he is sitting around. I am coming, whether you like it or not.
We'll end this together.”
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- “getting acquainted with the equipment. The Plan shall be executed next month.”
Saying this; he took off for the training ground located one level below the lab.
Thinking back to all the deaths I owed The Abominations, I vowed that only one of

us would survive this operation, and I would do_everything in my power to ensure it
wasn't them. .
-’

The Execution

I looked up at the sky, to see a massive spaceship blotting out the sun and the

clouds. We had just made it in time to Lilycove city, about 2000 miles to the west

of mine, when we first heard of The Abominations’ spaceship being sighted there.
The trip would ordinarily have taken at least a dozen hours on the fastest vehicles

of our primordial ancestors, but now it was just an hour on the tunnel train,

which connected nearly all of the cities on Earth, and was a pioneering invention
about twenty years ago. This was also the reason that we could carry out the plan
irrespective of which city The Abominations decided to target next, as the maximum
time it took on a tunnel train to reach two diametrically opposite points on the Earth
was 4 hours.

I stretched my muscles and looked behind. The team was determined and ready. I
looked at them, and a familiar lump rose in my throat. Some of the team knew they
won't survive today, and yet they were the ones who had been the most cheerful
throughout their month-long training. I had no intention of their lives being
sacrificed in waste.

The spaceship landed a mile north of our location, to start the formalities between the
Runner of the city and the chosen Abomination acting as Executioner. It was time to
move.

I signaled, and all of us dashed forward to the site. There were 7 of us, since the team
couldn’t afford to be very large for needs of secrecy. I was leading, while Razzil kept
pace alongside me; no mean feat, even though I wasn't really running at top speed.
We covered the distance in under a minute, and looked up at the foreboding exterior
of the ship, which for years had been the cause of despair for mankind.
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We went in, and while we were prepared to be shocked by an alien interior, to our

surprise, the spaceship looked very much like a big furnished NYC manor on the

inside. There were weird decorations filling the hallway which we had breached

into, and contrary to our expectations, there was no camera detected by Ana’s

TechDetecter. Cautious, we moved down the hallway. Our goal, from what Razzil had

been able to determine, was not the cliché center of the ship, but rather just one floor

above where we were standing. We just had to find a way to go up.

And then, all hell broke loose.

A blazing claxon, much like a fire alarm mixed with an Ambulance siren by a bad

DJ was heard all around us, and was matched by the sound of growls coming from

immediately in front of us.

“Shit, I didn't think they were wary enough of us to actually have outer hull alarms,”

muttered Razzil.

Three Abominations were coming for us.

I took out my gun. The Abominations snickered. My gun was the shock gun they had

become used to seeing, and it was by and large ineffective on the Abominations. Well,

I had a surprise for them.

I took three rapid shots, targeting the heads of two, and the leg of the last. The first

two were consumed by a raging fire, which extinguished as suddenly as it appeared,

leaving behind charred husks as the remains of the heads of the Abominations. The

third shot reduced the last Abominations leg to cinders.

“How?” rasped the last Abomination.

“SoulFire reinforced bullets. Now if you don’t want to die, tell me where the Control

room, and the Feeding station is.” I said calmly, as I aimed my gun at its head.
”Up...up, take the stairs. Control Room is on the right, has no security, Feeding

station is on the left”

Well, that was surprisingly easy. I looked at its eyes, and saw terror, and a wave of pity
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almost overwhelmed me.

Almost.

I casually clicked the trigger, and left behind another charred head.

“I showed you as much mercy as you showed our parents,” I murmured. Louder,
“Come, we have to hurry”

We rushed up the stairs and turned right. And walked straight into a teeming nest of
Abominations in the supposedly unguarded Control Room. That bastard.

There were too many for me to take down quickly. But Razzil then nodded to Squee,
Splee and Spoon, our three bombers, and steeling my heart, I jumped back.

The three brothers, jumped without hesitation into the midst of the Abominations,
and within a blink, were covered by them. But a moment later, a dazzling light shone
throughout the wide expanse of the Control Room, leaving behind smoking husks of
the dozen or so Abominations present there, and no sight of my friends.

I blinked tears from my eyes. That was a SoulFire eruption, atechnique which Razzil
had developed which could consume one’s entire body and release the whole energy
in terms of pure Soul energy, a type of suicide bombing.

Ana quickly moved to the control room, and with Razzil, started fiddling with the
controls. The blaring claxon stopped, and then Razzil announced, “The feeding
stations have been linked. We have 10 minutes.”

The main stage of The Plan began now.

The Finale

Ana began to set smallicylinders throughout the control room, SoulFire charges,
harvested from the people whoad willingly donated their lives for the cause. We had
a strict time limit, so I turnedto leave with Jerax and Razzil, when a roar sounded
and.a group of Abominations came bursting in through the wall.

”Go!”'Shouted Ana, as he placed his last charge.

We ran through the door, and moments later, a deafening explosion ensued,
obliterating the control room and all its occupants.

This had been a necessary part of The Plan, since we didn’t want someone to
suddenly deactivate the feeding link we had established. I went over the last stage
of The Plan again. Since the ceasefire of sorts between us and the Abominations,
Razzil had found an intriguing thing about their Feeding process. Apparently, to
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prevent constant hunger, the aliens had made a central feeding station, with feeding
links to every other Abominati feeding station, would be
consumed by all. The techno , but its utility for us was
simple. Feed a human to the ire released would kill
every Abomination with the ing the ship. Jerax had
volunteered to be the human s
Ana, his younger brother, was supposed to come out alive.

Damn it! I glanced at Jerax, but all I saw was steely determination in his eyes. We ran
through into the control room.

A huge body came out of nowhere, and crashed into Jerax, who was leading us.
Moments later, Jerax’s decapitated head came rolling to a stop at my feet.

I looked at the sole Abomination in front of me. It was the one in my previous Run.
And judging from the way the formalities had gone, he was the Leader.

I calmed down. I knew what had to be done.

“Razzil. Run. I will complete this.”

Seeing Razzil had no intention to go, I shouted, “Run! You will be deadweight in this
fight. Go!”

After what seemed like an eternity, Razzil finally went out.

“A final standoft eh. So, care to do it with honour?” said the Abomination with a
mocking tone in that hateful voice.

“Honour has no part in this,” I said, as I quickly drew out my gun and fired three
consecutive shots. Unsurprisingly, all of them were dodged, even though the he was
within 20 meters of me, and had no idea of the SoulFire reinforced bullets.

“Let’s end this quick eh?”

And the Abomination jumped onto me with a speed unbefitting of its monstrous size.
Already anticipating the jump, I had leaped to the right, and missed its razor-sharp
fangs by a whisker. I spun around, and fired two more bullet blasts, and then taking
aim, threw my knife, which was also covered in Soul Essence.

It dodged the bullets, but the knife grazed its flank. A howl of pain ensued, with the
wound burning its way through his skin.

The Abomination now looked at me in pure rage and slammed the ground. I was
expecting the move and leaped up, but to my shock, it had already jumped there and
caught me with its paws. I slammed into the ground, my body buzzing with pain, as I
saw that I had a wide gash across my chest.
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“You fight well human. Consider yourself lucky to be killed by Zharvakal, the leader
of the Ursariel. And with this treachery, I will have at least two cities given to me,
failing which I will wipe out your measly race,” it gloated, as it bounded to me. With
its claws raised, it took a might swipe, which tough though I was, would make the
tearing gash on my chest a triviality in comparison.

I watched my impending death with calmness, and then a figure darted to intercept
the strike.

I watched in horror, as Razzil was impaled by the claw. Razzil however, had his gun
out, and bad though his aim was, he didn’t miss from point blank range.

”Die, you piece of filth,” Razzil choked on his blood as the Abomination Leader was
reduced to cinders.

He then turned towards me. And fell down. I took him into my arms.
“Mortred...we killed the leader. I already sent word of our <cough> mission.
Humanity is launching a counter-attack. We won darling, we won.”

He started choking on his own blood. Tears started flowing freely from my eyes.
“Mortred...get out of here. Don't let my death go in vain. We have won this. Get
out...Get out.” He pleaded, as the life left his body.

“I love you Mortred.”

Clichéd last words, from a man who loved clichés. I felt his body going limp. And I
felt my heart harden.

I kissed his forehead.

“I love you Razzil. Your death won’t go to waste.”

I looked at the Feeding station, the huge awning into which the food to be consumed
by all was dumped.
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