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Hi everyone. As is our custom, we will now let 
you know what edition of ReNews we are publish-
ing. This is the rst edition of the second volume of 
ReNews or as the superstitious may consider it, the 
13th edition. We hope it doesn’t bring us bad luck, 
especially with our end sems coming up. On that 
note, good luck to everyone and we hope all of you 
susurvive the coming onslaught of end sems and 
emerge victorious (both of the editors hope to 
come out with at least B’s)!

We’re starting up a “Letters to the Editor” column 
where we hope to publish many interesting letters 
from junta, voicing their feedback on the articles 
and opinion pieces. This time we have some feed-
back on the anonymous article we posted last 
month entitled “Do We Need Professors Here”. 
Please do check it out and be inspired to write in.

We also have our rst RAS Desk from the new 
RAS-in-charge, Aravind Anthur. He’s outlined his 
plans for the coming academic year. He’s also put 
out a call for new teams for various activities. We’re 
including that as well in this edition. If you are a re-
search scholar and enthusiastic to get involved, 
please do drop him a mail at ras@smail.iitm.ac.in.

With interest being shown in the plagiarism detec-
tion software, turnitin, we at ReNews thought it 
would be a good idea to nd out a little more about 
it. In that regard, we have an article from our corre-
spondent, Ashwij Mayya, shedding a little more 
light on the subject.

We also have a slew of interesting articles and some 
very nice poems. In fact, it’s pretty cool to see so 
many poetically inclined junta on campus. Keep it 
up guys and gals.

AAnd what ReNews editorial wouldn’t be complete 
without a call for more correspondents, cartoonists, 
photographers and what-have-you. We hope to 
publish at least one cartoon, not made by one of 
the editors, before we step down. Please help us 
achieve our editorial ambitions! If you want to be in-
volved with ReNews, whether you know how you 
wwant to be involved or not, drop us a mail at re-
news@smail.iitm.ac.in.
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   t is unfortunate that ReNews has not pub-
lished the name of the author who authored 
the report "Do we need professors here?” 

Anyway the report is wrong in 2 out of 3 
points. The only place where professors can be 
replaced is admin work which sucks their pre-
cious time. 

How can a professor be replaced by a graduate 
student for teaching courses? I can’t fathom 
what will happen to the quality of teaching if 
the authors' suggestion is implemented. 
Having studied under some of the nest pro-
fessors in the campus like Prof. David Koilpillai 
and Dr. Krishna Jaganathan, I can vouch that 
tteaching is not an easy cup of tea as many of 
us think. The kind of insights that such profes-
sors bring to a class does not come in a single 
day of reading but years of working in that par-
ticular eld. Will post graduates be able to 
answer some of the brilliant questions posed 
by B. Tech.s? Some questions even stump the 
greatest professors here.

And professors being replaced by senior re-
search students in guiding them!  I don’t want 
to even reply for such absurdities in this 
column and waste my time.

It is good that ReNews gives space to such ex-
treme view points. As a famous quote goes. "I 
might disagree with you, but will defend your 
right to freedom of expression till my death."

Sudharsan Parthasarathy
Ph. D Scholar
Electrical Engg.

‘A concerned citizen who 
rants about the problems that 
plague India and tries to find 
a solution for them.’

   ome on, let’s admit it, I am not RAS, I am 
RAS-in-charge. But who cares, I have the email 
id and the phone number, I say to everybody 
that I am RAS (officially I am not! Since I didn't 
give my nomination on time). I just wanted to 
utilize the opportunity to the maximum extent 
possible.

II will try to tell you what my vision is and what I 
am doing towards achieving that goal. My main 
goal is to increase the quality of research to the 
highest standard so that you should want to 
stand up and be proud to say “I did my research 
degree in IIT Madras.” I feel that the best way to 
achieve this is to have a very motivating and 
conduciconducive environment for research scholars 
here. Let’s start by admitting that research 
scholars are now the underdogs of IIT Madras. 
As Ishita says, scholars have an identity crisis, 
and we need to understand that participating 
in all the activities by coming together will only 
motivate them towards doing better quality 
wwork. But everything, every single thing has 
one goal – making IIT Madras the best research 
institution and not an engineering college 
churning out frustrated minds. 

The rst few weeks was an attempt to meet all 
the Deans. First met Dean ICSR and had a dis-
cussion with him about 
(a) opening up inter-disciplinary projects for re-
search scholars and nancially supporting that,
(b) having talks and informative sessions on 
patents, 
(c) having a better link with research park and 
research scholars of IIT Madras. Efforts are going 
on towards these directions and I’m planning to 
meet him again next month when these targets 
are met, after setting more targets.

The important points of the discussion with 
Dean IAR were 
(a)(a) organizing events to increase the contact 
with research scholar alumni of IIT Madras. He 
has asked that it rst be organized at the de-

LETTERS TO THE EDITOR
RAS DESK
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partmental level with the aid of supervisors 
who will be having their contacts, 
(b) increasing the interaction between foreign 
scholars and the Indian scholars in the campus, 
(c) facilitating more fellowships and internships 
for the research scholars, at least one semester 
in industry/foreign university, 
(d)(d) MOU's are going to be signed with foreign 
universities for joint PhD programs in the 
campus very soon, he is going to various uni-
versities for the same. 

I met Dean AR last, with the Ph. D. councilors 
and placement core team lead, Oswald. He ad-
dressed us and told us his vision, and admitted 
frankly the issues here in IIT Madras with re-
spect to research, faculty and environment. He 
has promised us that he will give full support to 
all the activities and initiatives towards making 
the campus not just one of the leading research 
institutions, but THE best research institution. 
When we suggested, he has asked us to write a 
proposal, 
(a) for TA waiver for the students who are active-
ly involved in such activities, on submission of a 
report at the end of every month, 
(b) official feedback for advisors on their guid-
ance just like course feedback, 
(c) elaborate orientation session for the new re-
search scholars introducing them to different 
research labs and scholars and telling them 
about the activities taking place in IIT Madras. 

Last but not the least, I met Prof. Karmalkar who 
was redesigning the Introduction to Research 
course, and he was meeting various student 
groups, patiently listening to all of them and 
taking the inputs of everybody. Some of the dis-
cussions lead to making the course more inter-
active and having more sessions where the stu
dents are actively taking part in the course 
through writing, presentation and various 
group activities. 

A few talks on the anvil are the talk by G. M. K. 
Raju, senior project consultant, IC & SR, IIT 
Madras on patents and IP. These are two things 
that are not an integral part of Indian culture 
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      ith an ever increasing focus on the matter 
that one publishes, plagiarism could catch you 
unawares. That particular phrase in ‘X’ paper 
could be irresistible to your subconscious. How-
ever, plagiarism that was un-intentional is still 
plagiarism! What one needs is a guard against 
plagiarism like those spell checkers which avoid 
thethe embarrassment of poor vocabulary skills. 
After all, who would like to be upheld for poor 
writing skills?

Turnitin is one such software that aids in guard-
ing yourself against plagiarism. Being one of 
the most popular anti-plagiarism pieces of soft-
ware on the planet, turnitin boasts of publish-
ing houses such as Springer, Elsevier, Wi-
ley-Blackwell, etc. amongst its clientele. IIT-M 
also has bought pay-per-use licences and the 
access is currently restricted to faculty.

With a wide variety of resources in its reposito-
ry, within a matter of minutes one can deter-
mine an un-original sentence and its place of 
origin. The originality report provided at the 
end of the checkhassentences/phrases high-
lighted with bookmarks to the supposed origi-
nal content (internet, journals, student papers
e-books). It is also important that once the 
check is over, the original report that was up-
loaded to the repository be recovered, failing 
which the document would be returned as 
100% plagiarised in future checks!

Turnitin can also be used to grade assignments, 
reports, SOP documents and other possible 
writing assignments given at grad school.  
Browsing through the website, one can de-

Ashwij Mayya
Ph. D Scholar
Applied Mechanics

nitely learn about the importance that the re-
search community gives to plagiarism in gener-
al. A ‘Plagiarism Education Week’ was hosted re-
cently, April 22-26 with numerous web casts re-

CORRESPONDENT'S CORNER
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Aditi Yadav
M. S Scholar
Dept. of Management Studies

       oes the work done under the pressure of 
producing outputs reduce the quality of work? I 
am asked to write a column by the 28th of every 
month. Previously I used to write for the kick of 
it, I just wrote for myself. I never published it, 
neither did I tell anybody that I write. I used to 
write a lot then, even when there was no pres-
susure to write from anywhere and I also saw an 
increase in clarity of my writing during that 
period. When I started writing, I was a novice, I 
used to struggle to write a paragraph. But very 
soon, I started writing without much struggle. 
Then it happened, I started writing for this mag-
azine and publishing it and made it my monthly 
“job”. I believe I lost my purity of writing at that 
very instant when I decided to make this a 
monthly “job”. I believe my writing is dying as I 
am writing. But, why am I making such a fuss 
about it? Let it die, I am kind of ne with it. But 
what about professions like singing, painting 
and all. I was wondering whether they felt the 
samsame. Maybe yes, I have seen artists, people 
who do work not because of deadlines and 
peer-pressure but because they just like doing 
it and they just do it and do not bother about 
anything else. Most of these artists are extraor-
dinarily good. The people who work under 
pressure and deadlines also do some brilliant 
work – but very rarely do they produce an ex-
traordinary piece of work. 

I am not very sure whether this is true. But if it is 
true, why is it true. My reasoning is the follow-
ing – every work has a reason behind it and the 
purity of the reason decides the outcome and 
quality of the work. In the case when a person 
wants to do something because he likes it a lot, 
or just likes the kick he gets out it – it’s very 
pupure, it is full of love and very positive. But when 
a person does it to nish off some work simply 
because he is supposed to do it, the reason is 
not pure, neither is it brilliant and there is de-
nitely nothing positive about it. When the cause 

Another Take on the World

Pure Work
COLUMN COLUMN
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  he weeks walked on wearily The days dragged 
on drearily The hours felt heavy
weighed down
by a bevy of blues Unnished  assignments 
Single digit marks
Fast approaching exams
The subsequent night  outs
TThe consequent breakdown

But then all was not lost
My swansong was yet to come
I made it into the portals of IIT!

The name inspires awe and respect Its fame 
transcends borders Entering it with hopes and 
dreams what I found was something else
A A cesspool of hopes
A mire full of dreams

The classes were good
But the distractions were better Indepen-
dence-unchecked and unlimited has only one 
playmate – anarchy
You know not what to do
with none  to guide  you through Stepping 
into the unknown  seems so cool
As you go deeper
you are lost and lonelier

Attendance gets scarce Profs tend to be hoarse 
Appetite gone and arrear-lled GPAs
YYou want to cry out Dreams turn distant vistas 
Hopes are ultimately lost

Quite a few times
guilt and anger  take over 
The degeneration of life disgusts the heart and 
mind and then the soothing words
“Losing hope is liberating”
make limake life just about bearable You expect low, 
you achieve low and you are satised
It is sweet – this darkness
It is complete – the decadence

Vamsi Viraj
M. A (Economics) Student
Humanities & Social Sciences
‘You must have heard of the 3 types - those who take inputs 
and retain it, those who take inputs and blabber it all away 
and those who take in one ear and release it out the other. I 
am the 4th type. Nothing ever gets in!’

  he rst time you enter the college, you have this 
sudden rush of excitement. Your heart starts beat-
ing faster and you are overwhelmed by a myriad of 
emotions. That is when it nally sinks in. That you 
have made it after all. Even as you enter IIT a second 
or a third time, you feel small and have a sense of 
reverence towards the campus. As time passes, your 
eeyes now search for the deeper and subtler beauties 
of the woods. Deer running around and dogs chas-
ing them don’t make you stop in your tracks any-
more. But sometimes, you stand still to take a look at 
a creature jumping around or ambling aimlessly. 
They symbolize the serene and laid-back environs of 
the campus. The cool breeze owing around keeps 
you calm when Chennai is virtually burning outside. 
The banyan trees give you a sense of safety when 
rains and the occasional cyclone threaten to break 
the city apart. The never ending corridors of each 
department building give you time enough to muse 
about life, grades and girls instead of rushing from 
one class to another. The staff at Tiffanys, Campus 
CCafé, Gurunath and Zaitoon work quietly while you 
have a laugh with your friends and discuss the latest 
fads over some yummy food. The buses may not be 
punctual but then you have all the time in the world 
and wouldn’t really mind squeezing yourself in 
when you can see the greenery rushing past for 
those few lazy minutes. The sprawling Himalaya 
messmess is hardly seen by you for breakfast but you 
climb its stairs often enough to stay alive. Standing 
in the lines for food can be a pain in the neck but 
then whoever said insti is just sweet honey and 
white chocolate? You wish you had gotten resi-
dence in one of those old hostels bursting with life 
and teeming with sports, arts and what not! Your 
new hostel doesn’t have a quadrangle but then you 
don’t really bother after some time. You go out 
when you feel like playing in the open grounds full 
of cricket-mad students. Whoever thought of an 
air-conditioned SAC was a genius. You can’t but 
admire its structure and facilities for any activity. 
When the weekend nally rolls in, you don’t have 
thethe need to go out of campus to watch the latest 
movie. You have the Open Air Theatre. You wouldn’t 
really mind sitting in its gallery and catching your fa-
vourite hero on the big screen. You have probably 
never seen the doors of the library but you hear it is 
awesome with AC halls, a great many books and 
reading rooms. Café Coffee Day, 10 metres from the 
library, is where you go once in a while to indulge 
yourself. At the end of it all, you feel small again and 
pass up a thanks-giving to the elements for being a 
student of IIT Madras.

IIT Madras
College Blues

READER ARTICLE
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Raja Keshav Jayakrishnan
B. Tech Student
Aerospace Engg.

‘A final year Aerospace Engineering student, a 
prodigal poet, a crazy artist, a mad philosopher 

and an ardent romantic.’

AWARDS

      buffalo appeared at IIT Madras. So what? 
Well, this one was unusual. She didn't have any 
ropes tying her, nor was she driven by anyone. 
She was all alone and looked terried and con-
fused. She wasn't walking leisurely, enjoying 
the scenery. She was trotting, and seemed to be 
desperately trying to nd her way out. From the 
lookslooks and gestures of that cattle lady, one may 
assume that she has absconded from whoever 
claimed to be her owner, and now has lost her 
way in this little forest. Nevertheless, we should 
refrain ourselves from making assumptions on 
things beyond us. The fact is that, one ne day, 
a buffalo was seen at IITM.

Now, it is not very often we get to see a big buf-
falo walking in our neighbourhood all alone. 
The said buffalo passed by Zaitoon and was 
walking in front of Saraswathi hostel, when it 
caught the attention of this writer and had him 
follow her. She passed Saraswathi hostel and 
entered Sangam ground. There were some guys 
ppracticing cricket on one side. She glanced over 
the vast open space and found another exit 
across it. The grass at the edges of Sangam, 
which the blackbucks use to munch on, didn't 
interest her. Even the temptation of the shrubs 
at the end of the ground, which spotted deer 
nd it hard to resist, was not enough for her. 
SheShe had no time for all these things. All she 
seemed to want was to get out of this place. 
Freedom, a thing she craved for, seemed to be 
too much for her. She now wanted to go back to 
'the familiar', escaping this frustrating inux of 
'the unknown' that came along with freedom. 
She would be happy to have a master to guide 
heher. She would rather eat the fortied cattle 
feed than risk her tongue on these wild grasses 
and shrubs. She would rather walk on the path 
she is driven on than be in this situation of not 
knowing where to go. She was desperately in 

Burden of 
Freedom need of guidance, a "goad". The thirst for free-

dom lured her to run away from routine, but the 
inundation of choices and uncertainties made 
her regret that.

She crossed the Sangam ground and reached 
the road and for a moment, was on her way to 
the exit, but a motorbike prompted her to cross 
the road and continue on to Alakananda hostel. 
When she reached the dead-end at Alakanan-
da, she was in a 'now-what?' situation. After 
about a minute or two of silent contemplation, 
iignoring the startled look of the hostel security, 
she made her decision and entered the thicket 
near Alakananda. Now, it so happened that the 
traditional lords of IITM thickets, the monkeys, 
were occupying the branches there. They got 
alarmed at the sight of this giant black beast 
that was invading their long kept territory. They 
dodon't mind the benign spotted deer, but this 
was something that could not be tolerated. 
Never before had they seen such an animal in-
trude into their space. They started screaming 
in unison. There were some deer nearby, who 
also joined monkeys in shouting away this un-
invited guest. Our buffalo was also surprised to 
see these new life forms. Never before had she 
seen monkeys or deer. She waited there till she 
got acclimatised to the cacophony and then, 
disregarding the cold welcome, moved on, 
passing the thicket, and again made her way to 
the road. She had had enough of this. She 
wanted to get back to wherever she came from. 
TThe freedom that was quite enticing and luring 
came with lots of uncertainties and choices and 
thereby lots of risks and responsibilities. The fa-
miliar routine of walking the driven path was 
devoid of choices and thereby, any worries. 
She's searching for that familiar way. She's 
searching for her master.

Freedom is, surely, something everyone wishes 
for. However, that precious thing called free-
dom doesn't come alone. It brings along with it 

READER ARTICLE
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Dancing with Shiva

Rahul Thadi
B. Tech Student
Mechanical Engineering

Ajay Chahal
Ph. D Scholar

Metallurgical and Materials Engg.

‘e quirkiest moodswinger you 
have come across ever.’

READER ARTICLE

READER ARTICLE
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     y name is Pavin Kaadithyan (meaning: the 
bearer of beauty). One of my friends used to 
make fun of me by saying that it’s the weirdest 
name one could ever have and unfortunately I 
cannot disagree with him this time (like I always 
do). To be honest it really worried me a lot in the 
beginning but not anymore. I’m a Tamil and I’m 
prproud to be a Tamil (the second part was inevi-
table as we Tamils are supposed to say that, else 
it would make us traitors by default). I’m from 
Coimbatore, the best place in the whole of 
Tamil Nadu to which every one of my friends 
disagrees (the best place part). They say that a 
person is considered dumb, even if he utters 
the name Coimbatore, and nothing can stop 
them from saying such things, not even my nu-
merous requests as well as threats. But right 
now I’m in Chennai - the “safest city in India” (ac-
cording to The Hindu there was a public riot in 
Mumbai last Tuesday which was followed by 
three brutal murders. I think Chennai got its 
reputation considering the bad situations pre-
vailing in all other cities in India) studying in IIT 
Madras, one of the most prestigious institutions 
in the country (the other institutions being the 
six other IITs) and the reason for me calling the 
IITs the most prestigious institutions is because 
I’m supposed to. If you ask any parent in India 
where they want their children to study, with-
out wasting a moment, they’ll say IIT. But the 
student’s version of IIT completely differs from 
that of the parents. IITians themselves call IIT as 
Institute of Innite Torture. But all this bullshit 
applies only to the maggus (insti word for 
people who study, study and study while 
watching porn) or the “engineering students”. 
Fortunately I’m in the HSS (Humanities and 
Social Sciences) department and I’m calling this 
fortunate not because of the fact that it is the 
only course in the whole of India where stu-
dents are jobless but because it is the one and 
only department in the whole of the college to 
have female students in a large proportion. 

I’m Pavin From IIT!

However, that part is still of no use for me be-
cause I’m from Coimbatore. Students from 
every other department in the college hate us 
for the same reason: HSS has more girls than 
boys. But none of us gives a damn. After all, in a 
place like IIT who cares what boys think. Apart 
from girls, the other things which interest an 
IIIITian are late night parties. My classmates and I 
gather to drink tea and eat samosa in the mid-
night, because that’s how cool we M. A. stu-
dents are!

For my rst semester my only objective was to 
get a girlfriend, but whenever I approached a 
girl and said “Hi, I’m Pavin, from Coimbatore”, 
she would start shouting “SECURITY”. After 
reading this, one may come to the conclusion 
that I’m the only loser in a class of Shakespeares 
and Platos. I accept this fact like a real man. 
HaHaving said that, one may like to know how a 
day of my college life would be. And I’m not 
going to disappoint you. So here we go (please 
excuse me if you think I’ve exaggerated some-
where).

Today I got up around 7:40 for my class at 8:00 
and this made me very happy because I woke 
up early after a very long time; the last time I 
woke up early was on the rst day of my college. 
Having spent almost a year here, if there is 
something that I have learnt not to do, it is not 
to wake up early because it simply distinguish-
eses you from the other students, landing you in a 
group of students called studmax (insti word for 
people who are punctual and good at what 
they are doing). This was the last thing I wanted 
to happen (everyone hates studmax people). 
After brushing my teeth and accidentally taking 
a bath – a true IITian never bathes in the morn-
ing – I left for the cycle stand only to see that my 
cycle’s tire was punctured. I didn’t worry about 
it and instead for some reason I was strangely 
happy. I reassured myself that “at least I didn’t 
lose my cycle like my friend Vamsi (another 
loser) who lost his cycle yesterday.” As usual I 
skipped my breakfast (if there is something 
whichwhich is common among all IITians, then it is 
the breakfast. We all hate breakfast) and 

READER ARTICLE
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reached my class at 7:57. I entered the class 
hoping that no one would be there, but I found 
Sahil (studmax) sitting in the farthest corner 
and doing something with his laptop; probably 
studying for tomorrow’s exam. And by the way 
the end-semester exams start tomorrow. Last 
week in the institution, when a survey was 
takentaken on the major headaches the students 
face in their college life, the end-semester 
exams came rst followed by the mess food and 
the professors. Except for the studious guys, no 
one likes exams. Around 8:05 most of the stu-
dents came and it was a bit surprising for me to 
see most of the students turning up for the last 
day before the exams. Normally every HS stu-
dent tries to imitate the engg. guys by planning 
to do group-studying before the day of the 
exams. During group-study sessions people 
would start studying around 6:00 in the eve-
ning, then go on till 6:00 in the morning - per-
forming a night-out in other words. But nobody 
reveals what they do in these 12 hours. Since I 
took a vow not to hide anything, I’m going to 
tell what we do. 

We start our group-studying session by plan-
ning on what to do, and once we’ve xed the 
targets we take a vow that we will at any cost 
achieve them. This entire process of planning 
what to do will take an hour. So by 7:00 we start 
our session and at around 7:30 one of the guys 
would say that he is feeling hungry to which all 
ofof us would agree and we decide to go to the 
mess to have dinner, which again takes another 
hour. Once nished we come back to our room 
where the same guy who rst called out for 
dinner will again propose a movie before going 
back to study as a movie in the middle of a 
study session can be very refreshing. We all say 
inin unison “why not?” Then we watch a movie till 
12 or 1 depending upon the duration of the 
movie. Once the movie gets over the same guy 
who proposed the movie would say “Come on 
guys, we’re gonna study till 6:00 so we better 
sleep a little” and this time again we all say in 
unison “why not?” The best part of all of these 
happeningshappenings is we never regret our doings. 
Having said that I will come back to where I left.

Our philosophy prof. was a bit late. I could tell 
from his face that he was not in a great mood 
today but nevertheless he is still a cool prof. as 
he never cares about attendance or what 
people do in the class while he teaches (in IIT 
anyone who is not worried about attendance is 
considered to be God!). He started teaching us 
thethe last topic of the semester – Hegelian Princi-
ples – for about 50 minutes. It was quite obvi-
ous that none of us understood anything and 
none of us could help it including the professor. 
I sometimes wonder whether he himself under-
stood it or not, but that never mattered to us. 
For us, the denition of a professor is someone 
who talks in other people's sleep. The next 
period was a free period. Now that’s the best 
thing about the HSS department. We have so 
much free time that sometimes even we get 
bored. After the last period I made up my mind 
on what to do for the rest of the day. According-
ly, I planned to study 5-7 hours for the exam 
which was to be held the next day. After I n-
ished studying I could watch a movie as a 
reward and then go to sleep. All IITians plan 
well, but when it comes to the execution of that 
plan we suck. That’s the reason why we take a 
vow not to break the promise before every 
promise.

Reaching my room at around 2, I thought of 
giving a go at my plan, but I didn’t know where 
to start and more importantly what to start 
with. And that’s when I realized I didn’t know 
what exam was going to be held tomorrow! I 
was confused as to whether it was going to be 
philosophy or ethics, (now that’s a big problem 
oror I would say a disadvantage with the HSS de-
partment. All courses teach the same thing – in 
Ethics we read what Kant did and in Philosophy 
we read why he did that). After a couple of 
phone calls I conrmed that the exam was on 
German! That was the last thing I really wanted 
to happen because I suck at German and more
over my German professor hates me. But alas! 
Nothing is going to stop the exam from hap-
pening. Sensing no use in cribbing about it, I 
felt the need to act fast. I went straight to Sahil’s 
room (the class topper, I always wanted to know 
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J. J. Siddharthan
M. A (English) Student

Humanities & Social Studies
‘Ever heard of the guy who finishes his exam portions a day in 
advance? Neither did I! If you feel that faring badly in the exams 

qualifies a guy to write, I am the very epitome of that guy!’

AWARDS

what that guy eats) who was again doing some-
thing with his laptop (he is a mysterious guy, he 
never reveals what he does with his laptop; 
probably studying?!). I asked him to teach me 
something in German so that I can at least pass. 
Being a good guy, he readily accepted and we 
started at around 3 and by 6 I gained some con-
dence that I can pass. I then went back to my 
room and looked for something to eat (IITians 
are always hungry) but found nothing as usual 
even though I always knew that I won’t have 
any food in my room. I still search, being a con-
dent young boy. So I go to Vamsi’s room. Now 
some background about this guy. He is basically 
aa gluttonous loser who spends most of his time 
eating, eating and eating. He is probably the 
only guy in the entire college who would never 
miss his breakfast, lunch, dinner and most of 
the times even his supper! I got some biscuits. I 
love biscuits when I get it free of cost; after all 
I’m a typical Indian. After 8 I went to bed keep-
ing an alarm for 7.15 in the morning, so that I 
won’t be late for the exam. I got up at 7.55; my 
alarm failed me for the 100th time. I had no time 
to waste. So I rushed to the bathroom, brushed 
my teeth, put on my clothes and left the room 
along with my lucky pad. While crossing the 
cycle stand I got the shock of my life. I couldn’t 
seesee my cycle. Damn! Someone must have stolen 
it. But now is not exactly the time to worry 
about it because it’s already 5 past 8:00 and I 
have to run to my department where the exam 
would be going on. Checking out the girls as I 
go, I at last reached the exam hall. While run-
ning to the hall I could see another guy running 
along with me. It was Vamsi. It was so funny 
watching him run (fun becomes funnier when it 
happens amidst chaos). At last I reached the 
exam hall. I was late by 15 minutes (the best and 
the only good thing about IIT exams are the 
timings; even if the student reaches the exam 
hall late, the prof.s won’t mind. The record for 
ccoming late was set by a B. Tech. guy who came 
late to the class by an hour but surprisingly was 
the rst to nish the exam). 

With a frown, the invigilator handed me the 
question paper along with the booklet in which 

I was supposed to write the answers. Before 
looking at the question paper, I prayed for some 
5 minutes (God plays an important role in our 
college life only twice, rst when we propose to 
a girl and second when we face our exam). 
Looking into my paper I thought to myself, 
today must be a day of shockers, rst my cycle 
andand now this question paper. I couldn’t under-
stand a bloody thing in it. Almost 80% of the 
questions were asked from the part which I 
didn’t learn. The more I looked into the paper 
the more worried I became. I was looking for 
some miracle to happen; I wanted an earth-
quake or a disaster of some kind to save me 
from this exam. But miracles don’t happen. 
From Plato to Pamela Anderson, lots of random 
thoughts passed my mind. I considered myself 
the ‘wisest man’ (Socrates’s famous theory on 
wisdom: A man who accepts that he knows 
nothing is the wisest of all). 

As I was simply sitting and playing with my pen, 
something like a miracle did happen. The invigi-
lator made Sahil who was sitting in his usual far-
thest corner to sit before me. I don’t have the 
slightest idea why she did that. I was overjoyed 
by this incident. Sahil while sitting asked me 
how the paper was and I lied to him saying “It’s 
great.” You may really wonder why I lied to him, 
but my theory behind that lie is ingenious. Nor-
mally a studious guy never allows anyone to 
copy from him. When they suspect that the 
person sitting next is trying to copy, they would 
certainly go to any extent to prevent him from 
copying, even if he is their best friend (girl
friends are exceptions). So now I can copy some 
answers from him without his knowledge. By 
the time he realized that I was copying from 
him, I was sure I would get 50% marks and that 
was more than enough for me. By 11:45 I 
handed the answer sheet to the invigilator. I 
came out of the exam hall only to see people 
doingdoing the post-exam discussion. I also joined 
them and I was very happy that most of the 
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guys didn’t do the exam well. I then went with 
my friends to the mess where we planned to 
have a group-study session for the upcoming 
Philosophy exam. Later, I returned to my room 
and had a deep sleep with the hope of getting 
up around 6 in the evening to participate in the 
group-study session.

    his article mainly accounts for a researcher̀s 
struggles associated with learning LaTeX, the 
delusional software routine which has become 
a popular tool to present scientic data in a uni-
form format. 

TThe reign of so called hardship starts when a re-
searcher gets a hint about software which can 
be used for a systematic arraying of his/her 

R.Sriranjani
M. S Scholar

Applies Mechanics

Clouds transform to the shape of a bird. 

Nature changes as it likes. 

work. Then the curious soul searches for all soft-
ware packages which match the specications 
given by a mentor or a peer. As a pattern with 
every search there are some common words 
like ‘TeX’, ‘LaTeX’, ‘MiKTeX’, ‘TeXworks’, and ‘TeX 
Live’ which pop up every time. But again there 
are similarities among those words. For exam-
ple ‘TeX’ is visible everywhere. 

After exing every possible brain muscle the 
hunting mind gures out that TeX & LaTeX are 
actually the ones which were to be searched for 
and will have to be used further. The researcher 
then tries to install supporting software pack-
ages but again the confusing ghost of the past 
imparts its secret powers and the user starts 
wwondering which software GUI is to be used for 
LaTeX because it is only a backend set of com-
mands. Alas!

As an engineer, assumptions always act as life-
guards in difficult situations. So it is assumed 
here that the researcher has nally installed the 
software GUI and other supporting elements
The next step is to make a presentation using 
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tell stories when you're old.’

‘Loves being on his own and has interest in political 
science.’

AWARDS

the newly born tech baby ‘LaTeX’ in his/her 
laptop. Like a slap of thunder, the researcher 
clicks on Menu> File>New and with the nice 
hassle free GUI, the researcher tries to write the 
text contained in his/her work. But as facts say, 
life is not a bed full of roses. With the very rst 
compilation, errors occur and keep mounting 
andand so do the tabs in the internet browser 
searching for help. 

The user who is riding a merry-go-round comes 
back to the point where his/her quest actually 
started.

Although the article pokes fun at the power of 
technology there are no intentions of challeng-
ing the superiority of minds that developed it. 
It’s an honour to be a part of a community 
which searches for the truth and in case if they 
doǹt get it, research it. That’s where research-
ers are born!

“     ight out”, it may be the most favored word 
for a partygoer. But there is another meaning 
used colloquially, nights becoming days for 
graduates and post graduates are always a 
bush-league. It can be even seen as a way to 
show off in the recent decade. Some years ago 
these night outs were only during the examina-
tiontions. However, I see it becoming a practice 
which is rather highly dangerous. I myself being 
a night owl had once thought of its pro’s and 
con’s which made to write this article. To sup-
port the night owls I can give them an encour-
aging and interesting nding. Surprisingly I 
found from the biggest online encyclopedia a 
list of famous night owls which included Win-

ston Churchill, Joseph Stalin, Elvis Presley and 
Adolf Hitler, a night owl during World War II, 
who slept from 4 am to 10 am and napped from 
about 5 to 7 pm. 

BBeing common people, it is important for us to 
be sensible and ponder over our well being. 
One basic thing that I thought of is that we are 
behaving against nature. Further, there is a 
large percent of people hanging on with stuff 
late nights and getting exhausted by the start 
of the weekend. By stuff I mean usage of elec-
trtronic gadgets, which should be used to wake 
people but has rather deprived people of their 
sleep. To be technical, melatonin, a chemical 
that promotes sleep, is reduced to 22% on a 
two-hour exposure to light from electronic 
device. Sleep is stored for the weekend which 
again affects your schedule for the following 
wweek and you end up again doing you work late 
in the nights. It has thus become a vicious cycle. 
A survey by National Sleep Foundation (NSF), 
an independent and non-prot organization in 
USA, found that teens short on sleep were sig-
nicantly more likely to experience depression, 
stress, excessive worrying, and anxiety. Stu
dents in India are also vulnerable to these prob-
lems. Lacking a foundation in our country to ad-
dress such pressing issues, it’s high time we 
start researching about these on our own. At 
the outset there is a feeling that knowledge on 
such issues is extraneous, but an insight into it 
will deeply inuence your thoughts of shed
ding the night outs. I refrain from giving de-
tailed information of the ill-effects of a night 
out since reading about a topic doesn’t have a 
profound inuence on our minds. Rather, work-
ing on our own always has an impact. I would 
like to give you some recommendations to ef-
fectively avoid night outs. Dr. Philip Alapat
Medical Director, Harris Health Sleep Disorders 
Center, notes that chronic sleep deprivation 
may contribute to development of long-term 
diseases like diabetes, high blood pressure and 
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Clouds transform to the shape of a bird. 

Research Scholars’ Day and the various events 
related to it. 

SheShe has also been effectively representing re-
search scholars’ grievances to the administra-
tion and secured a hike in 5th year ‘pension’ and 
HRA for married scholars who are staying out-
side. She also got us a hike in the amount allo-
cated for attending international conferences 
abroad and for thesis preparation.  Her efforts t
see scholars placed in good companies are well 
known.

I am sure behind all these there must be a team 
of scholars helping her. In life, as in sports it is 
the inspiring leader who deserves all the praise. 

And now the time has come for her to move on 
after a successful one year stint. The news might 
have saddened many of us and rightly so.  

The bar has been set so high that research af-
fairs secretaries in future will be inevitably com-
pared to her.  This could be one of the reasons 
for no one applying to the RAS post. 

I would like to end this small article by wishing 
her good luck for her future endeavours.  

Thank You 
RAS
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