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The nineteen twenties saw the
Americans flocking to Germany for
higher studies. After World War Il, the
trend was reversed. Now it was the
Germans who went to America.
Today Indians throng to America for
their higher studies. It is quite
possible that at the turn of the
century, Americans will be applying
to Indian Universities. (now relax and
allow five seconds for this idea to
sink in. Then read on.)

Here is what we visualize as being a
typical scene in the undergraduate
dormitories of say, Caltech.

John, a typical American boy, as the
name implies, is engaged in animated
conversation with Pamela, a tall and
pretty girl. The perseverance of the more
ambitious has been rewarded. Replies
from India have started coming in.

Pamela: John! You Lucky * * . * You
mean you actually got a reply from the
University of North Kalyanpur? But of
course, with your G. P. A. it is
understandable. (Wallowing in self pity)
IIT Kanpur, the only place I've got a
letter from so far, says they have closed
down the department for lack of staff

John: Eat your heart out, love. I've got a
letter from Jadavpur too.

Pamela: With you guys in the race, |
can only hope for lousy joints like the
[ITs. Remember, last Year, Jane with a
G. P. A. of 0.16 got into IIT Madras.

John: Forget about IIT Madras, Love.
They've got an application processing
computer which rounds off G.P.A.s. to
three decimal places. Then yours will go
to zero.

Pamela: (indignantly) SO BHATT? My
engleej better Indian engleej ij !

John: For heavens sake, cut out that
pseud accent! The Test of English as an
Indian Language score doesn't matter
much, anyway.

(There is a knock on the door. Enter the
mailman. He hands over a letter to
Pamela and buzzes off)

John: Congrats kid! Looks like you've
got a letter from Sambalpur. What's it
say?

Pamela: (She reads it) I'd rather not tell
YOU.

John: Be a sport, will you?

Pamela: All right. But promise me you'll
keep your hands off this univ.

(She starts to read it aloud. As she
reads it, at some places she
brightens up while at some other
places her face falls)

Dear Kumari Pramcela,

The Department of Astrophysics
and Levitation is pleased to learn of your
interest in our graduate programme.
Please fill in the enclosed forms
(including Application for financial aid
from tube U. S)

1. An application fee of Rs. 108/- should
be sent in cash form. In no case will this
be waived as our university runs on this.

2. At least two letters of
recommendation from Indian Professors
living abroad should be sent.



Namesteingly Yours
Subramanya Chaturvedil
(Head, Professor and Stenotypist)

The Campus

Our campus is situated a few blocks
from the Ganges (which becomes fewer
during the monsoons). Favourite sports
are swimming, boating and life saving.
Peacocks and Professors freely roam
the campus. In due course you will learn
to tell one from the other. In downtown
Sambalpur there is no dearth of
entertainment. We have a big library
known for being the coolest place in the
campus. In summer, people hold picnics
on the third floor. The library services
will start as soon as people start
returning the books.

P.S. DONT FORGET THE STAMPS

John: (excitedly ) Boy! Some university!
Pamela: You bet!
John : Baby, you've realy hit big.

Pamela: (as if remembering
something ) Oh Yes! You're in for one
more surprise. Our 'Bully' Jack has got
into MIT...........

John: (red with rage ) WHAT!? That
sonava * . He always cuts into my
chances. Wait till | * * .him

Pamela: Don't get all worked up, yaar.
When | said MIT | didn't mean
Muzaffarpur Institute of Technology. |
meant our own Massachusetts Institute
of Technology.

John: (visibly relieved ) Ha Ha Ha. To
think of Massachusetts Institute of
Technology as MIT Ha Ha Ha. How
funny.

Pamela: Ha Ha Ha.

(Just then, the door is thrown open.
In rushes another boy whom we may
call Jim, waving a sheet of paper. He
addresses Pamela)

Jim: Let's see you guess what this is!

Pamela: (tiredly ) Aw, come on. I'm in
no mood for guessing games.

Jim: All right. This is what | found on
Prof. Ringo Rangopadhyay's table. A
copy of his RECOMMENDATION
LETTER for you. Look at what he's
written.

(He reads it aloud, in a slow voice
mimicking Ringo )

“Smt Pamela Jacobs will have been my
students four year. She hard works, test
tube washes clean and handwritings
beautifully. Child of sound moral
character (I know, because | try), |
strong recommend you take herself
inside your institution.

R. Rangopadhyay”
Senior Professor. Caltech”.

John: Wow! This is the loveliest
recommendation letter | know of, to
date. You've made it, baby. How about a
treat then? It certainly calls for a
celebration. Who's for the Cafeteria?

(Exeunt all)



Become a campus commie - yes, why not? Instead of rotting in insignificance, shoot to
instant fame. And you don't need to believe in communism one bit! Dear reader, wouldn't
you like your comrades to foot your canteen bill for you and to be able to cadge fags
from utter strangers? If you play it well, you can even manage gals and ultimately, even
go abroad with your so-so C. P. I. (which is what every other campus commie hopes to
do). And becoming a campus commie is the easiest thing in the world - absolutely no
hard work is involved. Just read these easy to follow instructions and you're all set to go.

1. Wear clothes (if at all) which are 4. Remember elections are fun time.

old and torn, preferably borrowed
from a graduating commie of
either sex. Do not shave
(especially if you are a male)
Remember, baths are for the
bourgeoisie. Do not hesitate to
wear your (neighbor’s) bathroom
slippers wherever you go. As
Descartes pointed out, long
before Dialectical Materialism,
‘The whole world is a bathroom.’

Your room should be littered with
commie books, philosophy books
and fag ends. Current Book Stall
will supply you with a dozen
books for a buck. (Don't miss
Abruptski's one page condensed
version of ‘Das Kapital’) However,
don’t make the mistake of reading
them. Just learn these facts —
money is the Dialectic Material
and Engelistic  Marxism is
strongly opposed to Marxistic
Engelism.

Polish up your conversational
techniques. You should
constantly  spring  surprises.
Announce blatantly that Marx was
never a Marxist or ‘Mao Tse Tung
died young’ or ‘these slippers are
mine’. When the opponent knows
more than you do about
communism (which usually is the
case) just startle him with ‘why is
Mao’ or ‘How is dialectic?’.

After carefully studying the
candidates’ political leanings, you
with the rest of your commie pals,
will vote en-bloc for the most left
leading candidate for the post of
Carroms Secretary. If there is no
one to the left of centre, write
Mao on the ballot paper and vote
for Him.

5. Hold regular meetings to mark
the 152 nd death anniversary of
Hegel or to celebrate the birth
centenary of Engel. You may
even pass a resolution amending
the Third Hungarian Five Year
Plan. Chai, of course, will be
provided by the new recruits.

OF AYING MANTIS

Asked a beetle, of a praying mantis,

'‘Just what are you praying for? Tell me please,.'
The p.m. never spoke, motioned for silence

And while the beetle stood in awe

The p. m. stretched its lengthy paw

And thrust the beetle into his jaw

Now he'l never know about the prayer's genesis
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“Its useless saheb...Its kept here only to
impress the visitors. “
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| was walking one night through the streets of Denkali
When | spotted a man built like Mohammed Al

He happened to draw closer and | saw him in the light
And | got such a fright that my hair turned white

This weirdo was painted from head to toe

In a startling shade of indigo

He wore striped jocks not quite the right size

And his eyebrows ran right round his eyes

He came right up to me and I'd started praying

When | suddenly remembered an old jungle saying
"Ha, it's the Phantom, the Ghost who walks

Catch me falling for that crap of Lee Falk's."

He started to speak in tones deep and low

"Listen while | tell you my tale of woe

| suppose you've guessed just who | am

Well being the Phantom isn't all jam

Living with Guran is a hell of a bore

And the next nearest neighbours are the Llongo

A moronic tribe, who get clobbered in battle

It's hard to tell them apart from their cattle

Then here's my girl-that's Diana Palmer

She's blonde and long legged, a full blooded charmer
But she's kept me waiting for almost a generation
Most men would have given up but I've been patient
She says, to a man like me that's four centuries old
What's a few decades more or less, all told

But I'll be having the last laugh yet

On our wedding night what a shock she's gonna get
'‘Cosit's far too late for you know what dears

I haven't got it up in the last three hundred years.

| could go on about my troubles till I run out of breath
But I'm afraid if | do, I'd bore you to death

Besides, | always have a glass of milk at this hour"
With that, he left me in search of a bar.

A Tragedy in Three Acts
Act |

A dark and desolate cavern. The
three witches have gathered to
discuss important pending matters.
There's an air of evil as the filthy
hags dance around the boiling
cauldron whose sumptuous and
appetizing contents include toads,
shakes, bats, dogs and lizard:,.. Enter
Shylock.



1st witch : ‘Tis the old fool Shylock.

Shylock: How now. You secret, black
and midnight hags? What is it you do?

2" witch : A deed without a name.

éhylock: Thou shalt have Antonio's
flesh tonight and that too a pound.

3rd witch : Thank evill We thought our
broth would remain incomplete. We are
pleased. We grant tee a favour. Ask

.1st witch : Demand! :
2" witch : We'll oblige.

Shylock: All my efforts to marry Juliet
have been in vain. | seek thy help in
winning her hand.

3rd witch : Hmm. Present thyself before
Juliet on the Ides of March and thou
shalt succeed.

The three witches take to the air on
their broomsticks leaving Shylock
quite bewildered .

Act 2

A moonlit night on the Capulet estate.
Juliet on the balcony looking her
ravishing best. . Down below are a
few suitors.

Mark Antony : Shylock! Thou art here?

Shylock: (With a very smug
expression on his face ) It is no ghost
you see. | come for a very noble
purpose.

(Looking up) A thousand greetings,
fair lady. (Juliet acknowledges this
with the faintest of bows)

Romeo . Dear, dear Juliet, Thou
art the loveliest maiden in the land and
my heart yearns for thee. Come down

fast and be mine. All arrangements have
been made.

Henry VIlith : How dare you gentlemen!
It is unthinkable that such commoners
should take precedence over our royal
self (Turning towards Juliet). We desire
thy presence by our royal side. We wish
to make thee Queen of England by
condescending to marry thee.

Shylock:  (Confidently ) Thou shalt
never succeed. | have the blessings of
the powers that be.

Juliet: (Lets out a sigh and addresses
the king) | would willingly agree, my
Lord, bad it not been for the Tower of
London.

Romeo : Juliet! How could you
say such a thing! Surely you're mine
and mine alone.

(Juliet looks unimpressed)

Mark Antony: Friends, noble lady and,
and...nmm. | come to ask for Julitet's
hand, not to praise her. But it is
impossible to win a woman's hand if you
don't praise her. | will therefore praise
her. The evil that a woman does begins
with her marriage. The good ends about
the same time. So let it be with Juliet. In
spite of all that she is fair to behold and |
will have her if she will have me.

(Juliet picks up all her courage and
addresses them all)

Juliet : Kings, nobles and gentlemen,
each more charming than the next.
Actually, I'd love to marry you all, but
alas, the laws against polyandry are
guite strict here. So, I'll have to choose.
Let me see....l got it.

(Goes inside and comes back with
needles and thread)



The gallant who can first thread one of
these fine needles my grandmother
gave me shall be my husband.

(All four take the needles and try to
thread them)

Henry VIII th : (pricking himself and
hopping around in great pain)
Forsooth!! This is woman’s work, | say.
Not a task fit for a king. We will marry
Von Bullen instead. (Returns needle in
disgust and leaves)

(Shylock  nearly  succeeds in
threading the needle, then fumbles
and drops the needle into the tall
grass and hunts for it cursing
continuously)

Shylock : This accursed grass!! It must
be Christian grass just as this thrice
damned bumble bee which buzzes
around me is a Christian bumble bee.

(Romeo and Mark Antony each
engrossed in his own needle, bump
into each other. They curse and soon
begin fighting)

Romeo: You pompous, hawk-nosed
Roman! I'll learn you!

Mark Antony : You scum, you...you,
street-comer, bottom-pincher. I'll teach
you (they continue fighting)

(Puck enters, surveys the scene,
learns what is happening and taking
another needle and thread from
Juliet, he threads the needle in a jiffy)

Puck : (gleefully) I've got her!! I've got
her!! She’s mine. Aren’t you mine now
Juliet?

Juliet : (sadly) | suppose so.

(Mark Antony and Romeo stop
fighting each other and advance
threateningly on Puck. Puck takes
refuge behind Juliet’s skirts)

Mark Antony and Romeo : (glaring at
each other) If it hadn’t been for you, I'd
have threaded it long ago.

Juliet : (dolefully) | wish either of you
bad.

(Mark Antony and Romeo resume
fighting and leave the stage fighting.
Juliet begins to cry)

(Shylock is still searching for his
needle oblivious of everything else)

Act 3

The same cavern. The witches are
holding a council around the boiling
cauldron. Enter Juliet.

Juliet : Dear sisters, make me a witch
please. If you don't, I'll have to marry
that awful Puck. Please let me join your
noble profession.

1% witch : No hopes, dear lass, you
aren't half qualified. You know we are a
very select community.

Juliet : Then there's only one door
open.

(She jumps into the boiling cauldron)

The witches cackle with glee in a
most

unseemly

manner.

2nd witch :
Come on!
Our meal is
made!

The witches
dance

around the
fire singing.

'Double, Double, toil and trouble.



Fire burn and cauldron bubble ,

Enter Shylock with a most lugubrious
look.

Shylock : | am very grieved. You weird
sisters promised me Juliet and instead |
get misery. I've a good mind to cut off a
pound of flesh from each of you from
any part of your body.

3" witch : Cheeky eh! We promised you
Juliet if you gave us a pound of Antony's
flesh.

Shylock : You know | couldn’t get that.
That virago Portia tricked me out of
it.
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1st witch : (with a gleam in her eye)
You want Juliet. Well, bow to that magic
cauldron and close your eyes.

(Shylock does as told)
The witch gives Shylock a sharp tap
on his behind with the broomstick.

Shylock tumbles into the cauldron

Witches : (Jubilant now, they dance
and sing)

‘Double, Double, toil and trouble
Shylock burn and Juliet bubble.’
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