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To haunt your memory, 

To tempt you to turn,

And see your footprints,

Stretching away across the years,

And feel the distance you had come,

And the amount you had lived,

In that small, private chamber,

Where you hid the dimples of merriment,

The odour of freedom and adventure,

The insane symphony of laughter,

The public and private whoops of joy,

The whispers of disorder,

The collection of miscellaneous scandals;

Lest they slid, dropped,

And vanished.

--Neeraj

A full page photograph. . . 

Looking beyond the embers of the bridges glowing behind us,

To a glimpse of how green it was on the other side,

Steps taken forward but sleepwalking back again,

Dragged by the force of some inner tide. . .

I

t had been a hard but fruitful day at the office.  Driving back home, jostling with rush hour traffic, my mind was dwelling on the problems of the day: 

What vegetables did my wife want me to take back?  She’ll scold me for being late again. . . Ricky should be doing his homework now. . . I hope he has not been naughty in school again. . . it’s just been a week since I last met his Principal. . . I still remember the stern look on his face. . . my boss is never as bad as that. . . actually he is pretty happy with me. . . he will be happier still when he sees the completed project on his table tomorrow morning. . . that was a real coup we pulled off. . . that was hard work though. . . I can’t wait for the weekend. . . 

Humming an olden goldie (“Purani Jeans”) I backed in to my garage.  It was good to be back home.  


As I sifted through the stack of letters neatly piled up for me on my study table, my eyes fell on a non-descript yellow envelope.  I opened it.  Gyanam Paramam Balam.  The emblem stared at me in the face.  Memories started flooding back, of the place where I had spent four of the most amazing years of my life . . . . . 

My 12th results were out.  I had done well enough to apply to the best institutions in the country. However, BITS Pilani was nowhere on my horizon till one day a small corner advertisement in a news daily caught my father’s eye.  “Calling for Admissions.”  

Somehow the paperwork clicked, and before I knew it, I was at the station: bleary eyed eighteen year old, looking through the grilled train window, at relatives, waving goodbye.  

As the journey progressed, there were interested queries from co-passengers to my parents, who were accompanying me: 

“BITS Pilani?  You are sending your son so far?  Didn’t he get admission out here?”

My father was tactfully elusive at times and unnecessarily explanatory at others. I was confused.  I was like a ship on its maiden voyage.  With dreams and doubts. With my destiny unfolding in front of me, passively watching and waiting.  Balancing my desire for the security of the past land, to the unknown excitement of the future sea.  

ISBT.  The dust and grind.  Buses which look and sound like tin cans.   A break down, and zillion bumps later, buried in layers of dust and with bidi smoke congesting my lungs, the bus stopped at Bhiwani.  We weren’t at all pleased to learn that there were two more hours of bus ride awaiting us.  My mother worried about the remoteness of where I was heading. . . (where was I heading? ) . . . that took the wind out of my sails.  

We boarded the bus again, but my parents with their amazing capacity to make friends, had formed a little parents club, to discuss the future prospects of their wards.  Vijay, who had scored 95.2% in his boards, looked confident when his parents made clear to him and everybody around, about the importance of taking a transfer to Computer Science.  I looked out of the window.  

Then we were finally there.  A sanchi stupa-like gate, tennis courts, sprawling grounds. . . wow. . . but why didn’t the bus stop?  (Later on I was to learn that this was the Birla Public School) It carried on down a terribly bumpy road, past an island, round the corner, up a slope, past a temple, another terribly bumpy stretch, to what looked like. . . pigs!  The bus landed at Nutan Bus Stop.  Amidst the din, a cycle rickshaw chap took hold of our bags and we quickly found ourselves being led away from the bus stand.  

The BITS Gate.  Greenery.  Yellow buildings with a touch of Rajputana.  Tennis and Basketball courts.  A marble pedestal, and who’s that on top?  Shankar Bhawan.  “Twenty bucks for such a short ride?!”  Twenty minute haggling.  Defeat.  What kind of place is this?  Mattresses.  Table lamps.  Buckets.  Brooms.  (My mother commented on how brooms were good out here. . . never mind that I never ended up using them much...) touching down at 136 Krishna.  Home sweet home.  

My parents busied themselves with setting up my room.  Mess timings were early in the evening, and all of us found it odd.  The fare wasn’t as bad as the horror stories I had heard about hostel food back at home . . . I was to curse it later, but for now, this was food I could live on.  

Next morning we were told about  ‘CGPA’, ‘University-Industry linkage’, ‘PS’, ‘Clash-free timetables’, ‘Overload’, ‘PR No.’, ‘Make-up’, ‘Substitution’, ‘DC’, ‘electives’, in an Orientation Program.  I was confused, but overall . . . I decided to work hard and make a perfect ten.  Wasn’t that what I was here for anyway? 

That night.  Bang! Bang! On the door, and an authoritative voice calling out “Fresh! Open up!”  My dad opened the door … and the authoritative voice was suddenly a whimper.  It said, “I am a senior, Sir.  Come to me if you need anything”.  I could see that my Dad was pleased.  But that hawkish look in his eyes said it all.  “Welcome to my parlor, said the Spider.” 

My parents left next morning.  It was a strange feeling of emptiness, all alone in the Sea.  The last look as the Rickshaw turned the corner . . . can I cope with life all alone? . . . I felt a hand on my shoulder.  

“Have your parents gone?”

“Yeah, they’ve just left.”

That hawkish smile again.  “Come to my room.”

“No actually, I wanted to make my attending Time Table, and . . .”

Home Sweet Home

Skletch No. 1

“Listen bugger, speak when you are asked to.  Next time, address me as ‘Sir’.  And come to my room, now.”

Many intro’s later, after having cleaned rooms, and put up posters, danced, sung, and judged the finer intricacies of feminine beauty, . . . I plopped onto the bed.  

Bang Bang Bang!  No, not again!

Next morning, many more intro’s later, after having cleaned more rooms, and put up more posters, danced, sung, and judged the even finer intricacies of feminine beauty, . . . I again plopped on my bed.  Bang Bang Bang! Yet again.  

The ordeal continued.  

Meanwhile, I was attending all my classes diligently during the day.  That way, I would have to sing and dance less.  Besides there was another blooming interest:

Scene: Lin Al. class, S-33

There she was, in a plain Salwar Kameez, sitting on the second row taking down notes. .  If I got up right now and told her that I was in love with her, would she take it down too?   Her presence was infinitely more interesting than the professor who waltzed around the room, and droned in a practiced monotony, “Suppose my right hand is the x-axis. . .”  She giggled, and the room lit up.  “Saagar jaisi aankhon wali, yeh to bataa tera naam hai kya?”
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But more than her eyes, I was soon drowning in the dreaded ocean of the BITSian test series.  My first component – Inorg. Quiz. How do you ghot for this thing? (By this time I had become accustomed to BITSian lingo; refer to Encyclopaedia Pilanica in the Appendix, for details.)  I started course three days in advance, and on the eve of the test, went to sleep at 9 O’clock.  Woke up fresh, took a bath, and was there by 7:30, and messed up question 2.   Why?  After discussing the question paper threadbare, I came to realize that I had taken the atomic number of chlorine to be 38 instead of 37.5.  What a sploosh!  At this rate, I would never make a ten!  

XYZ Axis

Sketch No. 2

In the middle of my fresher period, I was escorted to my first Music Nite.  Sleeves up and shirt out.  Amidst shouts of “fresher, don’t step on my toes”, etc., I managed to jive to the lights of ‘Humma humma’ and ‘Summer of `69’, along with a few evergreen Hindi numbers.  She was not there that night.  

Fresher’s welcome!  (Finally!) People going to MB for their welcome were given special instructions to show hazar thadi.  I went to Malaviya Bhawan.  I cleaned a senior’s room, did a paper dance with… ya (it was a girl!) and that was it.  There were a lot of discernible changes in me after two months of ragging.  My inhibited attitudes towards certain things in life were now things of the past.  I crashed during class hours; mess grub was excellent in all respects except that it wasn’t edible.  Reports of people still suffering from the fresher period hangover were abundant.  People could literally hear the words “Fresh, come out”.  It has to be admitted, however, that these days were universally looked upon as the best days of our lives . . . 

Come September and it was BOSM fever pervading the campus.  Bajrang Dal, in their riot of colours fuelled the enthu, especially during the baski matches. BOSM ended with a bang – my first rock concert- Parikrama. I was there, head-banging my way to glory, attired in my new BOSM ’96 T-shirt: a monkey shooting a basket with the punch line “Catch up with the spirit”.

My memories during that period, consist primarily of the time I spent with Shilpa (Yeah, I got to know her name at last)—making use of every possible excuse to treat her at C’Not, or just to be with her.  I felt like a hero out from the silver screen, and the freedom in this place fuelled my illusion.  That made me all the more fed up with the test series.  

I needed a break, and it arrived in the form of OASIS. 

The most apt description for OASIS ’96 came from our Director himself, who in his inaugural speech said “I’m sometimes confused if BITS is known for OASIS or… OASIS is known for BITS.” The care and detail that goes into the organization of India’s biggest cultural fest has to be seen to be believed. As many as 800 outstis from 55 colleges all over India had come to add color into the average BITSian’s life. For me, as a member of the Department of Controls, it was hard work, but also good fun. The interaction between departments-Controls, Backstage, Art and Dee, Rec and Acc (the men behind the ‘hut’), PCr, Sponz, DoT, is what makes OASIS happen. Although dipping my hands in ‘maida’ (that was three days old!) for making paper-mache wasn’t the ideal start to my pre-OASIS life, the long working hours where we worked late into the night, was to be remembered. The Controls booth (in consonance with the Oriental theme) was a Chinese pagoda. It was a fairy tale that lasted for five days. The sixth day had every BITSian dreading the fast-approaching third test series that would swamp him like the ‘Tsunami’ (the Japanese tidal wave).

What a cultural fest it was! Though most of my batch left for home, I really freaked out. The Baba Sehgal show proved to be a damp squib. However, there were other things like the Fash-P (the Ritu Beri collection), the Art and Dee structure (Pamela Anderson?!) and the outsti girls that was well. . .  a feast to watch.

And then it was over.  Outstis’ left the campus.  President’s Holiday and Diro’s Holiday.  Once again, we started getting used to the silence that was part of our daily lives.  

Diwali was the only respite from tests in November. The first Diwali I celebrated in BITS was an experience to remember. BITSians dressing up (for a change), resplendent in colourful sarees and starched kurtas flooded C’Not, for an evening out.  Smell of sulphur on the nostrils and showers of light sparkling our vision. . . the festive explosions reverberated all over campus. The Insti looked beautiful, adorned with hundreds of tiny bulbs. Rows of candles lit up the bhawans adding a dash of glamour to the surroundings. 

Then one fine day, swoosh!  It became drastically cold.  I had never experienced a winter like the one in my first semester – 2 degrees below zero!! The cold and the upcoming comprees kept people tucked away in their rooms, bringing campus life to a trickle of chai, taken in thermos flasks to provide for the long winters night.  It became increasingly hard to leave the ‘razai’.  The comprees went past in a whiz of agony (and ecstasy?). Sparse conversation fueled our sagging spirits and ... the wick of the candle around which we huddled during the power cuts. The last one, Mech Opt, had my wingies and me bolting out of the hall in an hour to catch the bus to Delhi . . . Home here I come.

Three weeks later . . . 

Sixth of January 1997.  My PR was 568.  Registration was a breeze . . . I walked in and gave my registration card to the DTC.  My CGPA wasn’t something to write home about.  But then I was optimistic about this semester.  Unpleasant memories.

Home was fun but it was good to be back on campus.  I had missed her right through the vacations. I waited for her to give a gatecall. Would she, or wouldn’t she. I hummed to myself  “It’s the picture of a thousand sunsets, it’s the freedom of a thousand doves…. Paa-ii-nt my Loo-oo-ve”. The western horizon was a fluorescent orange…

Finally, I met Shilpa in the Insti.  Then, I knew, it was about time I told her about the depth of my feelings for her.  So one evening, I took her to Volga for dinner.  There was very little to be said . . . it was in the air, and we both knew it.  Afterwards, we went for a walk . . . “a silver slipper of a moon” adorned the night sky which was lit by a thousand stars . . . . 

From that night onwards, we started “going psenti”.  

But then, so was Pondy and Shrinivasan, so every night at eleven O’clock, we ambled back to our Bhavan. . . comrades in arms.  And life carried on.  

Shilpa and I went for movies and plays together . . . “Dance like a Man”, an EDC production, was a high point in theater that year. Then APOGEE (The movie fest), with it’s sumptuous list of Nutty Professor, Phenomenon, Nick of Time, Casino, Sleepless in Seattle, Maachis and Tere Mere Sapne had us glued to our seats till early in the morning.  

But then, my discipline seniors had a very different experience about APOGEE, and had lots to say:

DC: Bad scene Macchan! Slept at six in the morning and woke up at eight--lots of work to be done.

Myself: Have you had breakfast?

DC: Haven’t had it for the past five days.

The invited lectures (IL’s), supposedly the core of APOGEE were, as usual, pushed to the background. That was APOGEE for me.

Meanwhile, winter had crept away, and the flowers in the D-Lawns blossomed to welcome Spring.  To further add a dash of colour to our lives, came Holi. We celebrated it with buckets of water, and sandy Gulal, not to mention the eggs.  It was the best Holi of my life. 

To add spice to our lives, came the Bhawan’s nites.  We went inside “Fort Knox” for MB Nite, and it was a memorable evening for some. It was also the last time that MB Nite had a “dance floor”.  There was a “Lady in Red” (Shilpa had invited me), dancing with me, and I told her “You look wonderful tonite.” But then, some of my wingies just got bored.  Soon afterwards, the guys Bhavan’s followed.  Ideas. . . Backdrops. . . Competitive coords. . . fights. . . guest lists. . . inviting the girls. . . invites. . . Sangeet’n Natak rehearsals. . . Constructing Food stalls. . . and a hell of a lot of work.  The final day, swishing skirts, colourful ties, and a flow of adrenalin; we bid our seniors adieu.  

Back to the grind. Classes and Tests.  But by now, I had got into the routine.  I used to look forward to Raghupat’s Thermo classes because all my friends used to be there, and since the GenB classes were terribly boring, it was always good fun hushing them and going to the IC.   

The comet Hale Bop came around to say “Hi”, and saw us through the rest of the Sem.  

And before we knew it, the Semester was over.  

Second Year

“Yaar, your son is waiting in your old room, da. Tadi Bugger he is. Let his dad leave. . .”

It was good to be a Senior.  We had seen it all.  Now we could orient the newcomers to the BITSian way of life, through precious interaction, and the whole thing became a legitimate excuse to . . . umm, well . . . rag!  Immediately after coming back, we had animated discussions on the finer points of the new batch.  Shifting our crates back to our rooms would have been difficult without the presence of such abundant free labour. Since all my friends were now in the same wing, we could look forward to having a good time.  

“But, Hello! I thought my registration advisor was in M81. What are these funny four digit numbers? Careful! – Mustn’t let the freshers know! Act with confidence. Even the dear old C, M and S blocks have changed to FD I, II and III.”

 “Who the hell asked you to wear jeans?” I demanded. With a naughty twinkle in his eye my ID son replied, “Check out the notice in the mess.” And so it was, apparently the Prez had forgotten to inform the Chief Warden about the welcome – which had to be aborted half way through. Too bad, couldn’t rag the dames . . . On a more serious note, with this year, died the tradition of Fresher’s Welcome.  The effects of the reduced interaction stayed a point of discussion for quite some time to come.  

Meanwhile a new tradition started with the inaugural theater fest, Desert Act ’97.  With a handful of colleges and a professional troupe performing, it proved to be an extremely enjoyable weekend.  BITSians got to see and participate in quality theater.  

Yet another change: the introduction of the Swivel Gate at ANC.  What a bother!  Gone were the days of sipping chai and pigging on Maggi under the starry skies on the baski courts. Watching out for the odd shooting star and wishing for the world on it.  

Mean while on the academic front . . . things weren’t too good.  My mid semester grades bungee jumped; with Mech Sol and Complex Variables, what else could one expect.

OASIS was dedicated to the fifty years of independence and it was amply reflected in the letterheads, structures and panels. Otherwise it was the usual grind of Fash-P, Razzmatazz, Outsti dames and hunks, action at Shiv G (unconfirmed!) and Prof shows by Indian Ocean and Parikrama. The music request stall at the S lawns had me dancing away till my hips ached.  It was a really memorable Oasis.    

Post Oasis, whoosh. . . Semester over.  

Second Semester…

“Did you catch the news the other day?” Ravi asked me at ISBT as we waited for the Haryana tourism bus (bus?) to take us back to Pilani.

“Guess what, our place was in the news for the lowest recorded temperature on a day.”

“Got to buy another razai and maybe a heater, but the warden shouldn’t know.”

Junta stopped attending common hours, and even from Krishna new wing, there would be days when the Insti would be but a faint blur, because of the fog.

And then to add to our wintry woes, the “bosses” and “bhaias” suddenly decided to strike work, leaving the groggy-eyed BITSian to try their hands at cooking on a lazy Sunday afternoon. After chaos and confusion and amidst passionate cries (sic.) of “Ketchup, Ketchup, where’s the Ketchup,” and “Pondy, how do you cook the Paneer,” we did organize the lunch (mainly because the food was already half done) and volunteers served the grub. Fortunately the matter was resolved by evening setting to rest my aspirations of making a career in cooking – my Tronix open-book marks had cast serious doubts on my chances of becoming an engineer.

Interface soon came along and while the A6 people were busy organizing  “Pilani Stock Exchange” and the Eco-fin quiz. For the rest, of course there were the movies to kill time. After  “Liar! Liar!” the decision to take a TP1 makeup was inevitable.  The IC was sac, so getting it would be sac too.  

 Sangamam followed close on the heels of Interface – Unnikrishnan held everybody spellbound with his performance. Did I hear anybody say that our Generation was not interested in classical music? The turnout at the Audi definitely proved the contrary.

The weather had started turning warm again, and the campus exploded again into a million colours.  But this time round, Shilpa and I had drifted apart.  There were no reasons really . . . just that the thread of communication had been lost somewhere in between the “us” and the “me’s” . . . “mutual incompatibility” she called it. . . I wasn’t sure.  “Love is a big illusion, I should try to forget, but there’s something left in my head . . .”  

APOGEE came and went. Tried putting in some enthu, to keep myself busy-- did some posters and paintings for my exhibition, and tried making a non-working model too.  But gussed the idea later.  R.K. Lakshman and Keshav landed for ILs, adding a dash of spice to the academic (or film?) festival.

After APOGEE emptiness set in.  Loneliness . . . a lack of the direction . . . memories of Shilpa. . . of long evening walks taken in the Desert. . . where was I heading? . . .  Everything seemed like a waste of time.  Mid Life Crisis!!  “Day after day, love turns grey, like the skin of a dying Man . . .” 

“VK or Bhag, that’s the question?” Before I knew it, my foundation years were over. It was time to think about CDC’s “Have you formed a wing yet?” “There are a couple of rooms empty in ours” “When is the lottery? I hope we get the new wing…”

So, the wheel had turned full circle. It was time for wing allotments - the first step towards a new year- in a new bhawan. One more year has gone down in history and our trudging continues.

. . . My son Ricky walked into the study.  “Hey Dad, coming for dinner?” 

“Yeah, I’ll be right there.”

“What’s that letter about?”

“It’s from my college, from Pilani.  They’ve invited us all for a Reunion.  It’s been twenty five years. . .”My eyes fell on the batch snap. 

“Run along Ricky.  I’ll be right there. . .”
Third year: CDC Year

We were back. . . past our sophomore year, on the other side of PS.  The first couple of days were spent exchanging stories of all that happened during summer. . . of bunking PS . . . of PS mates. . . and idiosyncracies of the PS instructors.  

“Machha, ours was the most sac station da,”

“Wait a minute, da! You haven’t heard of what happened to us. I set the question paper for our test!”

But the game was yet to start.  From Com Sys to Power Sys, Digi to EMEC (the grand dad of them all!) – CDC’s were a nightmare come true.  But then, they were what made us the engineers we had come here to become.

The Comp Sci-ites and the Info Sysites, with their umpteen assignments, Civil people fighting it out with ADS labs and extra classes, the B4ites, with courses like Topology, the B2ites, with Synthetic Organic Chemistry, the management people busy with their case-p’s, Q Mech driving the physics guys to different quantum levels, the Pharmaites, with 18 hours of labwork, were virtually the living dead, having out of body experiences.

“Crow droppings on your head imply a GPA of 10” is an ancient BITSian adage. Not one, but three, crows did the favour on me----- but then, my GPA roller coastered that sem. This was primarily because of the introduction of a ‘revolutionary concept in pedagogy’ called TUTORIALS. Everybody seemed to be getting the same marks as I!!! It just wasn’t fair.

I was terribly busy and totally exhausted that sem--- kept trying new things with my facial hair to add variety to my life. Made a Goatee beard and then a French cut. But hell!! The girls weren’t interested.

Till now, elections were a distant thing of little or no interest, with none of our batch-mates actually in the fray. But third year changed everything. My batch-mates campaigned tooth and nail for the posts of President and General secretary. Politics dirty and honest. Promises weird and realistic. This time we voted with a greater interest. 

Meanwhile new blocks had come up unnoticed behind the walls of MB.  

E-mail was now the hottest thing on campus. Friends and acquaintances with e-mail addresses were now within reach. Professors abroad could be contacted with greater ease.

Boyfriends and girlfriends across the seas weren’t really that far after all.The world was becoming a smaller place. 

APOGEE’99 was all about activity. I was in charge for the non-working model. Multiple night-outs. . . hectic workshop work . . . reading up journals. . . and finally that last night before the Inaug when we worked through the night, “Dil Se” playing in the background. . . racing against time. Finally as the darkness of the night dissolved away giving way to the mellow glow of dawn, we started on our finishing touches. Four days of exhibitions followed, giving way to suspense, “Who would win the prizes?” Some did. Others didn’t.

But even in the tinge of disappointment there was the joy of a job well done.

I was too tired to watch all the movies this time.  

After APOGEE, the CDC’s came back with a vengeance.  And all the IPC assignments got to all our nerves.  The endless queues, the compile time errors, the crashes, . . . suddenly people who were e-mailing seemed like irritating wasters of time!  When nothing else worked, there were always friends who could mail the program solutions, a far cry from the CP LP of first year.  

To break out of the pressure of acads, my wing took a cycling trip to Pahari one day.  The cycling, and the tiring climb of those few hundred steps were tiring, but the breathtaking view from the top made it all worth it.  We sat there for a long time, chatting, sharing the spirit of camaraderie, and watching the sun set on the western horizon.  

Like all good things (!), CDC’s also came to an end. 

 “Sitting at the railway station, I’ve tickets for my destination. . . on a tour of one night stand, suitcase and guitar in hand. . .  Everyday is an endless stream of cigarettes and magazines. . . every town looks same to me, the movies and the factories. . . Homeward bound, I was. . . .”

Psenti Sem. . .

It had arrived! The sem that’s gonna make you or break you. The psenti-sem is one humdrum of activity for all Bitsians. GRE…GMAT….CAT …and of course “job da machaan. . .”

In the first week our placement officer called 350 dreamy eyed seniors to the audi to explain the modalities of the placement process.  The tentative list of companies that were to visit campus were a veritable who’s who: Infosys, Wipro, GE, HLL, CISCO, Hughes, Motorola, Novell, Aditi, . . . volts of electricity. . . Yeah! That would best describe the excitement and anxiousness with which we awaited our job interviews.  

And so the pre-placement talks (PPT’s) and Apti’s started. Some companies were very impressive while others weren’t well packaged. They spoke of how their companies had “an informal and open atmosphere,” how you could walk into your bosses office any time, of how there was no bond (save the “emotional” one), or how they would take us all (if only. . . ), and  “Remuneration? We may not be the best, but we definitely do offer competitive salaries. . .” 

Soon the blazers and the dusty old ties came out of the wardrobe. It was a funny sight really…seeing the very same who I’d seen with burms now sporting cuff links.  And one by one the wingies made it.  Bumps and wing treats followed.  

As for me, the Apti’s were wearing me down. Why do they want only software skills?   I wish I could get these guys to write one my CDC tests!! As expected, I didn’t get short-listed for what seemed like an eon. In the meantime, the rest of the world was lapping up job-offers. Depression and self-doubt started to creep in. Was I good enough?? Were all the years I had spent here going to be worth it?? Time would tell.

After about a week, lady luck smiled on me. I got short-listed. It was one hell of an interview. There were three people on the interview panel, and they grilled me for what seemed like an eternity on CPII funda’s and hardcore CDC’s.  

“Do you know how two computer’s talk?”

“Umm. . . via a Network?”

“Are you asking me or telling me?”

“Well. . . they talk through a network, Sir.”

“Haven’t you ever heard of a protocol?”

After the interview, I was sure I wouldn’t make it, when in fact. . . I did.  Ha!  In fact, Ha, Ha!  For once, the bumps didn’t hurt as much.  And I was out of the legions of unemployed youths, on my way to becoming a software professional.  

Then GRE ghoting started in all earnest…pernicious, pertinacious, perspicuous, perspicuity…what do these Americans think of themselves?? They better give me a good univ. if they know what’s good for them!!  

Words, words and more words!!! In the mess, in the Insti and even in my dreams and nightmares.  And BITSians were cracking the GRE scene all around me, with people alreddy having maxed it this year.  The pressure climaxed, and after solving numerous prognostic tests, I made that fateful Delhi trip. . . and like other BITSians, made a presentable score.  Whew, what a relief!  Some of my wingies who were CATting carried on with their IMS packages, on and on and on. . . 

After this terribly busy phase, came the part that was really beautiful…Psenti Oasis. I enjoyed myself like never before: making outsti friends, flirting, movies, events, friends, dinners and shakes at C’not, sam-chaat in Nagarji’s for lunch…beautiful, beautiful… this was life! ! !

Apping is, was, and will be, a pain.  Reco letters, transcripts, and dollar drafts, et. al.  Whoof!  Vela Psenti Sem? That was a fairy tale to put first yearites to sleep. 

Then slowly, fewer things kept us away from our imminent departure.  The Assoc farewells . . . the drunken euphoria of the psenti Music Nite. . . the last BITSian test. . . all became symbols of a life nearing its end.   It was a strange feeling of wanting to hold on and let go at the same time.  

It got over too soon.  Clearing up my room on that last day, I came up with numerous things . . . old RAF stubs and ID cards, . . . mess bills and PS preference forms. . . Xerox coupons and timetables . . . bus tickets.  Things of significance at some point, but now only of sentimental value . . . ashes to ashes.  

I wondered about how I had changed from that day when I first got here.  I came in with flighty dreams, unsure about my capacity to fend for myself, with glittering hopes for what BITS was supposed to offer.  Through the years, I had explored myself, interacted with many people, and faced many challenges, both academic and personal.  But the bottom line was that I had changed; that BITS had changed me, from a tripping schoolboy, to . . . a man (?) . . . to a tripping college graduate.  The polished hull of the ship has “weathered every rack”, yet is my “fearful trip” done?  

With suitcases and trunks in tow, I walked out of the campus gates, at 4:00 AM.  In the silence of the morning, unnoticed, I had left a part of me behind.  

“Dinner’s getting cold, Honey!”

My wife shouted for the umpteenth time, finally breaking my reverie.  

At the dinner table, my son asked me, “So Dad.  Are you going back to Pilani?”

“Yes beta.  And you and mommy are coming too; I want to show you the place.”

But there was a heaviness in my heart. . . for can we ever really go back?  

Encumbered forever by desire and ambition,

There is a hunger still unsatisfied,

Our weary eyes still stray to the horizon,

Though down this road we’ve been so many times. . .
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