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The Professor of Psychology sat in his room,
scratching his head. Had he been a Professor
of anything else, this scratching might have
meant that he was deep in thought,
contemplating the intricacies of some
complex problem. But being what he was,
all it meant was that he was feeling itchy.
The sound of footsteps was heard. The
Professor leaned forward and applied his eye
to a peephole located between two closets.
Looking into his clinically white laboratory,
he saw the subjects of his latest experiment
enter one by one and a thrill raced through
his entire: body.

"Poor Bastards," he muttered. But there was
a fanatic gleam in his eye which belied the
sympathy in those words. "These subjects

are under the impression that this
experiment is about the 'High on n-ach low
on judgments reaction to approach-

avoidance conflict situations'. Little do these
idiots know that it's actually the 'High on
alienation sigma-pi  stimulation using
linoleum matting' group interaction that |
will be putting them through. Puppets,
Puppets !" and he was seized by a fit of
uncontrollable giggling.

Suddenly the Prof realised that it was time
the experiment began. He signaled to his
research assistant. "Assistant, begin the
simulation of high on n-ach sigma- pi
stimulation  using linoleum  matting
conditions. "

"Duh?”

“I' mean get the goddamn experiment
going."

"Yes sir."

"Wait a minute. Is the bugging system
okay?"

“Il just tested it and it works splendidly."

"One more thing. I'll be in this room all the
time, receiving and recording the number of
“thud" sounds (Def: The "thud" sound is
caused when one of the subjects lays another
out on the specially prepared linoleum floor
and stomps on his bead.) If any of the
subjects asks you where the Professor is, just
say I'm attending an important meeting."

"Yes, sir."

"Assistant. This experiment is the most
important in my career. I'm banking on this
for a ticket to the Auckland conference. This
has confederates, bugging, chi-square
analysis, computer data processing and
assault and battery - in short everything a
modern psychologist can hope for. So you'd
better not goof it up.”

"1 realise that sir." Tbe assistant dared not
look into those gleaming eyes. He turned
and left the room.

X =X-
Ten days later.

Assistant, | have a nasty feeling that
everything is not going to work out well”

“What's the snag, Professor?”

“Our main dependent variable, the ‘Thud’
sounds, doesn’t show the expected variation.
In fact, their behaviour is driving me crazy.”

“Perhaps there shouldn’t be any variation,
Sir. After all, anything can happen in a
psychology experiment.”

“You are a nincompoop. Do you think that
I'm the kind of fool who conducts
experiments without knowing what the
results should be? I'm just making a minor
variation in an experiment originally carried
out at Montana State University. If you've
got that it should be obvious that the high n.-
alienation people should stomp more.”

"l don't get that bit, Sir".



"I didn't expect you to. Just listen, man.
Prompt today’s subjects to do a bit more
thudding and everything should be all right.”

X=X -

"Professor, we've had the data processed by
the computer."”

"Very good, assistant. What does it say?"

"You see, we've got thirteen by thirteen
determinants at a lot of places. "

"Fantastic. Remind me to mention this in the
paper.”

"But your equations are ill-conditioned."

"What kinda crap is that? Conditioning went

out with Skinner. You're thirty years behind

the times. Don't interrupt me you dolt. If

any of the correlation coefficients is more

than one, just leave the integer part. That
should solve our problems."

a. X-X-
"Sir, here's the graph you wanted."

"Now what have you done? WHAT HAVE
YOU DONE"..

“Sir?”

"You have four points at your disposal. The
number of curves that can be drawn with
four points is 4 P4 or thirteen, if | am not
"Its like this. Confederate number one is told
that it is an experiment with himself as the
confederate and the other participant as the
subject. He is not to reveal his role to the
Subject. But to try to elicit as much
information as possible from him without
himself offering any. Then the other
participant is given identical instructions..”

“Ho ho ho. | am getting the hang of it. You
instruct each man separately and let them

mistaken. All you have been able to draw is
one solitary curve. Where are the rest of
them?”

"I don't understand."

"I am asking you where the rest of your
curves have gone. (Patiently) Listen, man.
Just draw as many curves as possible by
connecting points two by two. Then they'll
look more like the curves you see in
Psychology books."

"But Professor, that would be cheating."

"Shut your trap. Who taught you curve-
fitting if not me? You're a moron and you
don't know your maths. I've a good mind to
use you as a subject in my next experiment.
Now get the hell out of here and do the chi-
square analysis on all those curves".

- X=X -

"Sir, I've something to tell you. Its about
your next project.”

"If you're referring to the one about
conditioning a cow to lie down by flashing
numbered cards at it, you can forget it."

"No sir, this is a totally new idea. An
experiment which uses two confederates
instead of the conventional one."

The Professor brightened visibly. “Hmm.
Proceed. You have my ear."

meet in the lab. They'll drive each other
crazy. Ho ho ho.”

“I thought you'd like it, Sir.”

“You're darn tootin’, baby. | am writing to

Delhi this instant to request aid for this
project. What say we call it — ‘Curiosity-
Cognition conflict studies’?”



Look at the gloomy buildings
Look at the architect's dreams
Among all these there stands,
The monstrous faculty building.
You do not know it now,

But sure you'll need it later.
Look at the frail mangy boy
Look at the huge hefty boy
'‘Why is the big boy bowing to the small
boy?

Because it is ragging time!

Rag Rag Rag

Here are the classes

Here is the teacher

What is he teaching?

It all above passes.

Will it always be this?

Yes. And there will be a quiz,
Cog Cog Cog

Will you pass or fail?

Thank God for how they mark
Your pop'll ever be i' the dark.

Why is everyone talking?
This is a Philo class.

But there sits one
Talking to none,

Does he know nothing?
Is he going to pass?

No No No

He is the Lecturer



Here is the festival

Girls Girls Girls

But none for the little boy
Who studies in this place
You will become a guide
You will dress up dandy
You will muster up your guts
But all you will do is ogle.

Outside the mess,
Outside the bogs
Wherever you go,

He's grinning at you,
Watch out! Oh late!,

He's got your hand.
Shake Shake. Shake

For hours he will talk
Offer as well the booze
But he's bound to loose
For Secy. Reading Room.

Years come, years go
Years Years Years

You will finally realize.

It was tough to get in

It is tougher to get out.
But there is the one way
There stands the forlorn,
The dark faculty building
Tomorrow's a holiday
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(Children above 18 years are not
allowed outside where the posters
are)

(Any resemblance this movie has
with  Hindi movies is purely
coincidental and so is any
resemblance this dialog has with
English)
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Siddhartha, a Brahmin's son, gets tired
of his life (depicted realistically by
Conrad Rooks) and having only

Govinda to play around with, decides to
join the Samanas and discover the
meaning of life.

So he asks his pop for his permission to
let him go, which he gets readily and
with a smile (art movies gotta be
realistic, see). Govinda tags along. They
come to a river and get into Vasudeva's
boat.

Half way across the river, where it
makes no difference whether Vasudeva
(VD for short) turns back or takes them
all the way across.

Siddhartha : Forgot to mention it, pops,
(here, a sly smile) but I've
no dough to pay with.

Govinda: I've NO dough to pay with



VD : I'll collect it later. Everything that
goes upstream must come downstream.

Sidd: Is that your own, dad’s?
Govinda: Is that your own, dad’s?

VD: If | could invent such gassers, |
wouldn’t be here ferrying people across
a river. It's Herman Hesse's. He's
minting millions dishing out such wash.
Wait a minute! The river's talking to me.
Hello... ... Hello......

Sidd : What does it say, old man?
Govinda: What does it say, old man?

VD: Gotcher. Over and out. Yeah?
What's it say? It says some day a guy
called Rooks or Cooks - that stupid river
murmurs all the time, its tough to catch
what it says - will come along and cast
me in a movie. Then people will gobble
up all the trash I churn out.

Sidd : Movies? Yecch !l

Govinda : | wanna be in the movies.
| wanna be in the movies.

Sidd: (stunned) Cor chase my aunt
Fanny up a banyan tree! | have been
waiting for this day Govinda. Up to this
moment you have followed me one
sentence behind. | now bow down to
this Rooks (or Cooks) who has weaned
my friend away from me and given him
some sense.

And so, Siddhartha walks on alone,
leaving Govinda behind.

X=X =X-

In the city of Kapilvastu. Siddharlha
sees a beautiful woman whose mouth is
like .a newly cut fig. He knows this to be
a rarity among women.

Being a thinking man, he goes up to her
and speaks thus:

10

Sidd: Teach me, O Courtesan.

Simi: How did you know that | was a
courtesan?

Sidd: | wait, | fast and | think. Besides,
Rooks (or Cooks) told me you were one.

Simi: What else can you do?
Sidd: I pill, I act and | make money

Simi:. Siddhartha, have you been
kissed by a Woman before?

Sidd: Only by you, in the previous take.

Simi: Have you known a woman.
before, Siddhartha ?

Sidd : Woman, what's a woman?

Simi: | see that I'll have to teach you.
(She teaches him)
Well ?

Sidd: 1 like, I like and I like.

And so their happy union is blessed with
a baby boy who runs away. Simi, bitten
by a snake pops off. Vasudeva, having
got bored with his river, runs off to find
another. Govinda alone retunes to
Siddharta and tells him that Crooks is
dead,
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