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EDITORIAL

The quest goes on...The wild west has been conquered.
Africa is dark no more. The sun has set on the British Empire.
And yet the quest goes on.

The quest goes on...Man has landed on the moon. Jupiter
has been photographed. New rings have been discovered round
Saturn. Yet the quest goes on.

The quest goes on...The theory of relativity is a thing of the
past. The fourth generation computers are here. The secret of the
DNA is a secret no more. Yet the quest goes on.

The quest goes on... Can you predict when a given radioactive
nucleus will break up? What kind of continuously crystallising
mineral might fit the specification for a primitive genetic material ?
In the face of the law of causal determinism in behaviour, is free
will just an illusion? The quest goes on.

Because in the heart of man there are questions the quest
goes on...

Editorial Board

Madhumita Gupta Mrs. Dasan English Dept.
I M.A. English Mrs. Clarence English Dept.
Ambujam Ranganathan Mrs. Padmamalini English Dept.
Il M.A. English Miss. M. Alamelu Fine ArtsDe t
. . pt.
Kalpana Trlv??IM.A.. English Mrs. Chandra Parth%f:rr\?lﬂl‘)yept
Malathi Rangaswamy Miss. Vijayalakshmi

Il M.A. English English Dept.






DAYS OF JOY AND CELEBRATION FOR
STELLA MARIS COLLEGE

January 23rd and 24th were special days in the annuals of Stella Maris-1t was
the best gift for the New year 1981, when dear Sr. Luigia Vittoria Alini accepted
our invitation to inaugurate the Research wing of the Economics Department, and
preside over the annual convocation ceremony. Sister was doubtless the pillar of
the College from the early days of its foundation and the foundress of the Department
of Economics. ‘Research Wing' was a dream come true...we reap the fruits of her
long range plan, of her vision and foresight.

It was hard to say who was the happiest - the Stella Marians or Sr. Luigia,
as the days passed like lightning, filling each one with joy and gratitude. Sister
said a prayer for India on 23rd morning at assembly., when we anticipated Republic
Day Celebrations. At 10 o’ clock sister lit the symbolic lamp at the inauguration
function of the Research wing. Mrs. Renuka Appadurai, Honourable Minister for
Education, Pondicherry, a past pupil of Sr. Luigia, proudly proclaimed that she is
what she is because of the training received from Mother Carla Rosa.

On the 24th, the annual convocation ceremony was made more memorable by
the presence of Sr. Luigia, in her white Doctoral gown to distribute the Diplomas.
Indeed, the graduates were happy to hear an excellent speech by Hon. Justice
Mohan, and to receive their coveted Diplomas from such an eminent educationist
and religious leader as Sister Luigia.

Sister found time to pay flying vistis to some of those staff and students
like good old Mrs. Visalakshi and courageous Mahema. Our joy reached its
zenith on the evening of 23rd, when the senior most old students of Stella Maris, from
the Economics Department, turned up with their children to see their guru. It was
most touching to see the past pupils having such loyalty and devotion towards
Sister that they spent three solid hours listening and speaking to her.

After two days of joy, Sister left Madras early morning on the 25th, carrying
with her souvenirs of love and gratitude. Surely she kept thanking God profoundly
for the marvellous blessings showered on Stella Maris. And as the Mother
foundress would have said - She felt that it is the work of His hands and will
therefore grow from strength to strength under the protection of Mary, the
star of he Sea.
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INAUGURATION OF RESEARCH WING
OF THE ECONOMICS DEPARTMENT

A day of joy, of thanks giving, of hopes fulfilled - January 23rd 1981,
when Revered Sister Luigia Vittoria Alini F. M. M. co-founder of our College and
founder of Economics Department inaugurated the Research wing in the presence of
several past students, retired professors and well wishers.

The simplicity of the ceremony enhanced the solemnity. At 10 a.m. Sister
[it the symbolic lamp, throwing open new avenues to knowledge and education in the
service of society. Presiding over the function Sr. Luigia exhorted budding
economists and scholars in a few well chosen words, ““We should not be content
with mere theoretical knowledge, but think of positive solutions to problems of
society””. We were proud to have Mrs. Renuka Appadurai, Honourable Minister of
Education, Pondicherry, and a past student, with us to present the formal address.
Qur first Research Scholar, Mrs Rhinus, took her lighted lamp from Mother Carla
Rosa followed by Five potential scholars. With a heart full of gratitude Sister Mary
Lilly, Our Provincial Superior offered a prayer asking God’s blessing for the years to
come.

To come to the roll call of honour. Mrs. Eeshwanalya, retired professor of
History came from Anna Nagar braving the weakness of old age to see Mother Carla
Rosa and to sing her ‘* Nune Denitues ’, Miss Rukmini (retired staff member) and
Miss Swatantralakshmi (Manager, 10B and Ex-student) and many others were
present. Dr. Shanmugasundaram and Dr. Chandran Devanesan graced the occasion
and congratulated the Department. The function also witnessed the releasing of the
fourth issue of ‘* Ankur ",

The morning session came to an end with the singing of the college song in
Tamil. The afternoon session began with two papers presented by Dr. Madhavan
from the University of Sandiego (U.S.A.) and Dr. Karpagam from MIDS on “’Urban
immigration of rural labour’’ and "“Women as productive members of the labour force’
respectively. Dr. Shanmugasundaram, Head of the Department of Economics,
Madras University chaired the session.

Qur thanks are due to the students and staff of the Economics de‘partment and
all the Sisters who are helping us to strive for the success of this ambitious venture.

As Sister Rev. Mathew Carla Rosa said, ‘“If each of the bricks could speak
what a story they could tell.”
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COLLEGE DAY REPORT
— MARCH 1981

Respected Director of Collegiate Education, Mr. J. Ramachandran
Members of the Governing Body,

Dear Parents, Friends, Well-wishers, Rev. Fathers, Sisters, Colleagues, Staff and
Students.

On this 34th College Day of Stella Maris, it is my privilege for the third time
to present a report to the enlightened public and give an account of what the College
has been doing during 1980-81.

A comprehensive report of the entire academic work and life will not be
feasible within the time limit, yet a brief summary of highlights seem necessary on an
occasion like this when we praise and thank God for a peaceful and successful year
He has given us. | am here to share with all of you our joy — sharing one’s joy is
really doubling it. :

Educating the youth is a tremendous responsibility that we have voluntarily
accepted as a part of our service to the community and the country. Education in
Stella Maris is inspired by a vision of man as a spiritual, social being designed by
God to reach eternal heights of wisdom, integrity and goodness. Therefore we have
set before us high ideals and values of life, service and dedication. All our academic
programmes and modest efforts aim in preparing our students, through an integrated
personalised approach, to face the challenges of a changing society, its demands and
tensions with courage and conviction. We earnestly strive to make these young
ladies, intellectually disciplined, morally upright, socially committed and spiritually
inspired to take up their place in the society of tomorrow. We cannot assess the
outcome of our staff and students in quantitative terms but time will surely tell what
self help and determination can achieve.

The Academic year began with excitement over the newly admitted first batch
of 500 students from plus two schools. With our special admission policy, we kept
our minds alert, while our hands reached out to the most needy among the applicants.
Thanks to the diligent staff and friendly seniors, the juniors not only got adjusted to
the new situation but rapidly got caught up in the fire of academic enthusiasm and
youthful exuberance.

We were happy to welcome back Mrs. Rajeswari Thiagarajan of the
Mathematics Department and Mrs. Sowmu Francis of the English Department who
resumed duty after submitting the Ph.D. dissertations successfully. Mrs. Kamala
Arvind won our applause with her M.Phil Degree for which she worked on part-time



basis inspite of her whole hearted involvement in the teaching work and extra-curri-
cular activities in the College. We also congratulate Mrs. Jessica and Mrs. Jilly of
the Zoology Department who came out in flying colours in their M.Sc. Degree Exams
after four semesters of hard work along with their teaching load. Such achievements
give fresh impetus to many more faculty members to take up study and research work
without waiting for assistance under F.I.P. If there is a will, there is a way and self
help is surely the best help.

The special objective for all our efforts this year was collective endeavour to
raise our moral standards through intramural activities. Accordingly, this year in
October, the public witnessed a spectacular sound and light programme at Music
Academy—** Swara Raga Sudha *" a unique venture of its kind where 200 students
took part in the rich pageantry and dramatic display, music and dance with exquisite
light effects.

Our academic performance and university results were consistently good and
the Semester pattern has worked successfully, thanks to our dedicated staff and
interested students.

Since more details on brilliant achievements will be given during the prize
distribution, | confine my report to a brief account of the outstanding achievements
in the University examinations. We had achieved 979, resuits at the undergraduate
level and 939%, for the Postgraduate classes. Taken individually, Sociology, Public
Relations, Mathematics, Chemistry and Zoology departments have secured 1009,
results in B.A./B.Sc. while Literature, Economics and Fine Arts secured 1009, results
for the postgraduates. 759, of the under-graduates passed in Ist Class or better
with ‘O’ Grade. We had First rank in Tamil, Sanskrit, Fine Arts, Sociology, Public
Relations and Literature in the University examinations. In Sociology, all the
8 University ranks out of 10 ranks came to Stella Maris. The 1st, 6th and 7th places
in M.A. Literature were also taken up by the hard working Stella Marians. The 6th
and 10th place in B.Sc. Chemistry have been secured by our students. In B.Sc.
Mathematics all the 47 students passed with a Ist Class, while M.Sc. Mathematics
students won the 2nd, 3rd, 4th and the 7th places in the University Examinations.
The credit for such success goes both to the staff and students. God always blesses
sincere hard work. We hope to do even better in the future.

The campus life has been bubbling with extra-curricular, inter-collegiate and
collegiate activities throughout the year and the noble mindedness of the union
members has been responsibie for giving chances to the juniors to represent the
college in all the debates and contests outside the college with a pure motto-
“growth of the young juniors rather than gain for the College.”

The Fine Arts Department, because of the uniqueness of the subject, made
their contribution to the Sound and Light Programme, a co-curricular endeavour
wherein the masterpieces of world-famous artists and painters were brought
alive on the stage. The Kala Darpan, an excellent display of the gifted young
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artists’ talents on canvas, cardboard, leather and batik, attracted a large number of
art lovers to the Department. One easily recognises the creative originality and
academic refinements in the quality of the exhibits displayed by them. Here we
must mention the everwilling and efficient contribution of all the language
departments to all the cultural programmes. The Tamil department was respon-
sible for the Tamil version of the College Song. The Kilthi Kalyang of the Hindi
department is a successful venture of the year.

Throughout December holidays the devoted staff of the Economics Depart-
ment with the help of their enthusiastic students planned a grand function to
officially inaugurate the research wing by the Founder of the Department and
former Principal Sister Carla Rosa. Mrs. Renuka Appadorai, Hon. Minister for
Education, Pondicherry, a former student of the Department graced the occasion
in the presence of so many past students of the College. Miss Sushila Rhenius,
M. Litt., was happy to receive the symbolic lamp of knowledge from Sister Lurgia
Victoria as the first Ph.D. research scholar of the department.

The History Department took special interest in celebrating historical
events like Independence Day in a meaningful way and their inter-collegiate
Historical Skit Competition was a novel venture and intelligent and hard-waorking
students got fully involved in all types of activities of the college.

The Literature Department has to its credit two outstanding publications,
the advanced reading comprehension text - ‘“Read to Think”” and the Literary
Journal. These reputed writers of the college also look after the college magazine.

A large scale inter-collegiate Seminar on Modern British writers was presided
by Dr. Prabhakar Reddy, Professor and Head of the Department of English, University
of Madras and the papers presented were compiled into a booklet for the benefit of
students. The special celebration of Sarojini Naidu Centenary presided by Thiru
Shivaraman, Special Officer for Education was indeed a good attempt. 7

Sociology students are trained in intelligent social thinking through practical
project work. The Seminar on Social Tensions which was presided by Dr. C. T. Kurian
was an enriching experience to the staff and students. The Jawathi Hills tribal
project had launched its third phase but has slowed down its programmes while
awaiting the financial sanction from the Government for integrated development
projects. We do hope that the genuine work of the staff and students will soon be
recognised and supported by one and all.

Social work, one of the Special Departments of the College, has sucessfully
carried out its mission in reaching out to the needy and the less privileged in the rural
areas of Madambakkam and in the urban slums of Kamaraj Colony, in the broken
homes through Child Guidance Clinic, in hospital beds of Stanley Medical Hospital,
in welfare agencies and other institutions. A plethora of community services
disseminate from this Centre all through the year. The trainees had put up not only an
exhibition on the disabled, inaugurated by Mr. S. P. Ambrose, |. A. S., Secretary for
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Health, to educate their co-students, but also organised a musical concert by
A. V. Ramanan to raise funds for the disabled. The Science Departments have made
their own landmarks in the history of the College. This year the Zodiac Exhibition of
the Mathematics Department inaugurated by Thiru Ramdas, [.A.S., Commissioner and
Secretary to Government for Education was a proof of genius in the offing. The
ingenuity of the staff and students was evident in the Model Planetarium. The expert
astronomer Dr. Rao’s models in the exhibition were a sure sign of his appreciation of
the creativity of our students. The Zoology Exhibition aiso brought in boys and girls
from many schools and thus proclaimed an attitude of sharing and friendship. In
Stella Maris. learning is always through doing. Nearly, 150 budding scientists of
the Maths, Chemistry and Physics departments visited Sriharikotta Space Centre.
The evergreen campus is made more beautiful by our young gardeners of the Botany
Department who have taken up their study of plants seriously. The Zoology Depart-
ment had organised a Dog show with 25 entries, while Blackie and Rita, the Police
dogs delighted the onlookers with their excellent obedience tests. We have yet to
see what marvels our brainy physics students are going to do, as they are the first
batch of new comers to the coilege. We say good bye to our bright young ladies
of the Public Relations Department but we do hope to see them back someday
to continue their post-graduate studies with us. We will remember the good
work done by them for the biood bank project.

Special activities, like Karate and Veena classes also find their place in the
campus. The hobby groups are kept busy outside coliege hours. The college choir
under the able direction of Mrs. Gita Menon and the delightful supervision of
Sr. David, gave a standard performance at USIS and at Museum Theatre to the joy
of music lovers. A big thank you to Mrs. Menon for her excellent coaching and
carefui training and to Sr. David for keeping the music department alive.

This year the students were given a wide choice in serving society. Involve-
ment in the N.S.S., the C.S.S., the N.C.C., or in games and sports continue to be
part of campus life. We do hope our N.C.C. cadets will take their responsibility
seriously and with determination, work for the peace and security of the nation.
We appreciate their smartness and promptness. About 400 students have volunteered
for NSS to work with courage and conviction. There are in all 36 projects
including CSS work which are meant to create social awareness and train students
for effective action.

Be it a functional English Course for the bus conductors, or a remedial
Course for Corporation School children, assisting the disabled, an adult literacy
class, a rural camp or urban community service, the students are trained and taught
to share their time, talents and goodwill with the needy and the less privileged,
Conscious involvement in community service has become a must for every Stella

Marian.

Last but not the least is our success in the sports and games field. Congrats
to all our players and the ever lively and energetic Mrs. Mangaladorai............ 1 Our
athletes have lifted the A. L. Mudaliar Trophy for the fifth time in succession,
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thanks to Yasmin and Susan Verghese and the rest. Our students have represented
the University in several major games. Indirani of Il year History won the Nationaj
Women'’s Championship for Golf and Yasmin of | year, the outstanding athlete
of the year won the 1st place in the National Physical Fitness programme.
Sandra | year Literature was the privileged athlete to be sent to Moscow Olympics
from Tamil Nadu. Our Basket Ball team victoriously returned from Ceylon winning
5 matches and they were declared champions for the 9th time.in the inter-collegiate
tournament. Finally yesterday after much struggle our athletes have once again
captured the Championship for the 4th time and have also been declared runners-up
in major games. The staff were the runners-up in Ball Badminton.

More than all these achievements and successes, the staff and students of Stella
Maris have enjoyed a year of peace and harmony for which we are deeply grateful to
the Good Lord. We have had memorable visits by outsiders during this academic
year. In July, the Students Union of the Hong Kong University visited the college
and returned much enlightened and impressed by the activities of the college. The
U. N. expert visited the college as Jordan's delegate to study the educational facili-
ties available here. Father Cairoli, a special delegate from Rome and finally Sister
Lurgia Victoria Alini also visited us and shared our joy and left us with deep
appreciation.

1 cannot conclude my report without a word of thanks. | thank the staff for
their co-operation and generous help and support in everything, Hema Nair and
the Student Union team for the wonderful support and co-operation they have
extended. They have upheld the banner of Stella Maris and inspired us to face the
challenges again with courage and conviction. | thank very specially the prayer
group of the college - they have been sending up fervent prayers ceaselessly for the
college and for all those in need and this has been our strength all through.

Here | pause a moment, to pay our respectful tribute to the memory of Thiru
Sundararajan, our devoted office clerk who served us since the foundation of the
college and left us for his eternal reward. We lost one of our dedicated and ever
helpful non-teaching staff and we pray that his soul may rest in peace.

We are blessed with friends who always stand by us and share the task with
us. The P. T. C. made it possible for us to have a bus for the college and the
T.V.S. generosity and concerh made our bus much stronger and safer to carry
our students as messengers of peace and fellowship to the villages and places in and
around Madras. Our deep gratitude to Rev. Sr. Alma, the Superior General, whose
timely assistance made this dream for a college bus a reality. It is also my pleasant
duty to acknowlege with gratitude, the ever ready assistance that we receive from the
University, Education Department, Post and Telegraph, Electricity Board and Police
Deparment and above all from the other Principals like Rev. Fr. Kuriakose, Members
of the governing body, parents of our students and friends. It is their support and
help that give us the necessary courage to carry on the work in this college. We
all have the common goal of service to the nation. Whatever may be our specific
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task, we work with each other so that this great land may become a place of peace
and prosperity where justice and truth reign supreme. All | can say is a humble
Thank you to the Creator, Almighty God for sustaining us, and a God Bless ‘to all
those who help us in our task’,

Swara Ragha Sudha

Every mood of nature seeks expression in the string of seasons.

Every tune in the heart of man finds fulfilment in the harmony he creates
around him. Notes of joy, sorrow, hope, despair and desire - the range of emotions
is endless and man’s pulse beats to the rhythmic beauty of them all.

In the beauty and the blessing of the seasons, the creator listens in love to
the music of humanity.........and riding on the waves of life, man knows he is
not alone.

Swara Ragha Sudha captured these glimpses of man’s existence through
music, dance, sound and light - the multifaceted phases of agony and ecstasy, ideal
and reality.

The overture introduced the theme. The college choir burst in with a medley
of traditional and modern sound blending the waltz. rock'n” roll and jazz. The light
music troupe provided an appropriate finale with a selection of songs from
* My Fair Lady’ and ‘Negro’ spirituals.

Moving to a crescendo, the programme came alive with the Son et Lumiere
(Glimpses of Agony and Ecstasy) transporting the audience into an imaginative
experience of art.

Agony of a different kind - llaveyini - the ideal of womanhood torn in
conflict between lover and country. This Tamil play by lkkan portrayed IIavey:m
attaining her rightful position as Queen of Verse.

Glimpses of India - seenlin a kaleidoscope of music and dance - the market
place scene of the Bangle sellers, the Garbha and the Giddha, a symphony of
nature, rhythm and song - Ritu Samhara - the dance of the seasons.

Through all these phases, it was love - the ‘*Star’’ that silvers the crest of
even the darkest waves.
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Hostel Happenings (1980-81)

Another year has gone by and it's time to take a peep into hostel life and see
what’s new. The year began with the girls returning after hols, fresh and full of fun;
a whole teeming crowd —the seniors feeling ‘hep’ and the freshies wishing they were
safe at home and yet swept off their feet in the general excitement, squealing over
their new rooms, or groaning about the room mates they have to put up with; meeting
old friends, making new ones, grabbing places in the mess, etc. We had a month to
settle down and become real down to earth hostelites, who could not have snacks or
siestas, as we chose. The novelty of being just ‘seniors’* gave way to a sober
awareness of our responsibilities, as we elected our new reps. Dia, Roshni, Yoetta,
Javitha, Kamy and Clara. We'd like to thank them for being what they were and
for all that they did for us, through the year.

After the first few weeks of mutual sizing up and good-natured ragging, both
seniors and freshies shook off any inhibitions, that they might have had about each
other and were in time ready to rough and tumble it together. The freshies, who
were declared as ‘‘bold lumps”’, lived upto our expectations and | suppose they soon
realised that we were’'nt such a stale lot either, Freshie social came round at last,
the much dreaded; long awaited occasion, after which the freshies are really one of
us. I'm sure, every newcomer cherishes the fond hope of bagging the freshy queen
title (though they’d die, rather than admit it )

The freshies dressed in their best, soon realised it was not the ordeal that
they'd been led to believe it was. As each dewy eyed youngster walked up the
ramp and did her bit we old timers could not help feeling a bit nostalgic. We did not
let them down either—each entry was greeted with thunderous clapping and cheering
so that they almost forgot to be afraid and thoroughly enjoyed themselves. Meena
Balachandran was crowned the radiant ‘Freshy Queen’ and Yvonne and Vidya Shetty
were judged 1st and 2nd runners-up respectively. The most sportive freshies Meena
and Sophia received a deafening applause from the audience.

The garden party, that the freshies gave us in return was really something else!l
Dear, plain O-1 was transformed into a mysterious world of greenery and exotic
flowers and the favours that the freshies had so painstakingly made, sent us into
ecstasies. They’'d gone all out to make it a success and we were proud of them.

Somehow, there were a lot of wedding bells in the air, last term. Among
those who got married were : Viji, Usha, Dia, Sharadha, Renu, Rajalakshmi, Valli and
tast but not least, Thomas. Saroja was elected as rep. instead of Dia, (who left the
hostel) and she has proved herself to be one of those genuine, unshakeable persons
you can always depend on.

With Christmas round the corner, there is that something in the air that makes
one's senses quicken inexplicably and thrill in anticipation of the season itself, with
its infectious spirit of joy and mirth. In case anyone’s missed on the Christmas spirit
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the informal celebration that wa hostelites have, sure has them feeling ‘Chrismassy’
all over again. We attended a special mass in the chapel, after which we
proceeded carolling to the mess, holding lighted candles—the gusty singing
punctuated only by squeals, when hot wax dropped or fingers. We literally sang for
our supper, banging on the tables and bawling out old favourites, till it was time
for Sr. Principal to give out the gifts to the maids and other gentlemen who serve us
in their unassuming ways, every day. Popular figures like Veeran. who never failed
to break a lock or repair a fan and fat Theresa who is always known to relent when
begged for a second helping were cheered madly. [t was touching the way each of
them came up shyly (even the men folk) to receive their presents and the girls could
not resist cheering them all the more. The din abated only slightly with the serving
of dinner as everyone tucked in laughing and talking all at once.

During the second term, Sr. Juliana left and we were really sorry to see her
go. She still keeps in touch with us and we remember her for all her goodness. We
welcome Sr. Cecily as the new warden of Our Lady’'s hostel, and we hope she likes
it here. Another pleasant surprise was Miss Nandini Nath, one of our old students,
who came back as the Assistant Warden of Qur Lady’s. Mrs. Urmilla who joined St.
Joseph’s this term, as the Assistant Warden, has proved herself a real sport.
As for Sr. Evelyn, Miss Agnes and Miss Ruth they are still here and very much, a
part of us. We thank each one of them for all that they mean to us.

Third term is one of hectic rush in the sweltering heat—submitting assignments
quaking through seminars and reaching to depths of despair in those infernal tests
that haunt one, week after week. And then you think you are just about going
“berserk’’. Hostel week comes along and offers you some kind of respite from the
hurly-burly of college life. This is one part of the year, when everyone focusses
their attention on the hostel and wonders about the crazy ‘’going ons’’ that culminate
in Hostel Day itself. And of course, hostelites, dear souls bask in the limelight for
once! As arule, lethargic and harmless, they spring back to life and plunge into
the hostel activities with a zeal that is shocking and at the same time, touching.

This year, we had a camp fire, on the first night of Hostel week. It was a
novel experience and though the camp fire turned out to be a bit too smoky, everyone
was quite thrilled to bits. 1t was fun while it lasted munching popcorn, cheering
and singing, not to mention sneaking upon each other playing practical jokes.
Break up time found a happy dusty crowd, boogeying around their campfire that
was fast fizzling out.

The next day was Sports Day. The early morning practice sessions. agonising
muscle pulls, the hopes and fears were all to be put to the test. Both Josephites
and Our Ladies, arrayed in true battle colours, marched down to the games field in
the evening waving colourful banners and yelling slogans to the accompaniment of
banging tin cans and whatever else came in handy. The excitement reached fever
pitch proportions, as events were won or lost in quick succession. In the end, it
was Our Lady’s who won the day. The Josephites took quite a battering; after a
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long time they lost the Sports cup and great was the fall.  Our Ladies went on a
victory march and the Josephites not to be outdone cheered them heartily and then
went in an equally lively procession of their own. The Josephites spirit had come
to the rescue. They were good losers after all. Encouraged by Sr. Evelyn and
Miss Agnes, we rallied round determined not to let them get away with it.

The next competition was a game of kick ball. The Qur Lady's girls were in
top form and won again. All I'd like to say is, the Josephites went down, fighting.
‘Over Power’ was never asserted, as in the hour of defeat. Gathering around the
pond, we sang ourselves hoarse and in a frenzy of high spirits were soon ducking one
another in the water. It was a weird spectacle - St. Joseph on his pedestal
surrounded by a boisterous, fun loving crowd of girls.

A unique hair style competition was held on Thursday in which the girls
displayed their skill and originality in the intricate, eye catching styles they
presented. Ravi Abraham, her hair rolled into a sophisticated french knot won the
first prize helped by Molly and Fareeda. Chitra Ganapathy assisted by Gita and
Maha looking just as chic bagged the second place.

The third Inter-Hostel contest was the Nursery Rhyme Competition in which the
girls participated with such earnestness that the rest of us were almost transported to
our kindergarten days. Brinda of Our Lady’'s was accompanied by Malu. Sowmini
and Sivakami thoroughly entertained us with their carnatic rendering of ‘Baa Baa
Black Sheep. Yamuna, realistically, stamping her feet and tossing her head like a
spirited pony bagged the second prize with ‘My Pony'.

Friday night of any other week, would have found us sitting with our feet up
making plans for the weekend. But this one was different; following tradition we
stayed up almost the whole night, working on our respective hostel decorations, the
theme of which was “In the land of the Grimm Brothers".

Hostel Day dawned bright and clear (like they say in story books). We trooped
down to the chapel for a very meaningful service, after which there was @ yum break-
fast to be dealt with. They always say ‘-as hungry as a hostelite’” ; like hostelites
anywhere else, we did full justice to the grub given us that day. Tney were there
before us, we did not need any encouragement.

Our Lady’'s Hostel bagged the first prize for their Decor which was really
impressive. They’d featured sleeping Beauty, Red Riding Hood, Hansel and Gretel
and Cinderella, complete with deep woods and a house made of real biscuits! Hats
off to them. St. Joseph’s decor was just as good; the fantasy element came through
beautifully with Cinderella transformed by her godmother into a princess setting out
for the ball. Girls marched to 0-1 to watch the movie “’Sherlock Holmes, Smarter
Younger Brother’’, while others chose to catch up on their beauty sleep.

Hostel Day reached its climax with the evening's entertainment. Everyone
was in their glad rags and looking just ‘“deadly’’ while having a good time with the
guests. The highlights of the evenings entertainment were the Disco Dance
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and the parody on Hindi movies which had the audience watching in breathless
admiration one moment and guffawing in their seats, the next. The evening came to a
singing finish with hostelites freaking out, in time to Beat music. It was their day
and they made the most of it right upto the very last minute; only then did they
stagger to bed. Next day, being a Sunday, was literally the ‘day of rest’, for the
majority of the hostelites.

This year, for the first time, Josephites and Our Ladies celebrated the feasts of
of their patron saints perhaps another excuse for asking for an extension of the
Thursday outing.

Hostel activities came to a close, with the Farewell Social, that was held on
the terraces of both hostels. The seniors of both hostels declared it to be one of the
best socials, they’d ever attended. We enjoyed every bit of the year with them
though | hate to admit it. | know we will miss them just as we miss those of you who
have passed out already. Just remember wherever you are that we think of you
and wish you every happiness under the sun.

Sports

Stella Maris has always excelled in the field of sports and the academic year
1980-81 has been no exception. She has once again won the much coveted trophy
for athletics at the A. L. Mudaliar Sports Meet this year for the fifth time in
succession.She also bagged the Runners-up trophy for all major games held at the
Inter-Collegiate level. A quick review of our achievements will leave all sports
lovers delighted.

Athletics:

The main stars who steered Stella Maris to victory in the A. L. Mudaliar meet
were S. Yasmin (1 B.A. F.A.), Susan Varghese (1l B.Sc. Zoo). By sprinting to success,
Yasmin steered Stella Maris to a victory team in the Inter-Collegiate meet. They
defeated W. C. C. by a very narrow margin. The group championship in Athletics
was won for the fourth time in succession.

Team

Yasmin (I B.A. F.A.), Susan (Il B.Sc. Zoo), Rani Bhavani (I M.A. Eco.),
indrani K. (Il B.A. Hist), Shobhana Reddy (!1l B.A. Eco), Concelia (Il B.A. Eco.),
Uma, D. (I B.A. Lit.), Sandra (I B.A. Lit.), Harini (I B.A. Soc.), Angelina (I B.A. Lit.),
Meenakshi. M. (I B.Sc. Zoo), Lakshmi Naidu (I B.A. F.A.), Uma Maheshwari (I B.A.
Eco.), Vijaya (1 B.A. Lit.).
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Susan and Yasmin represented the Madras University. Yasmin secured the Ist
place in 100 M hurdles. Congrats Yasmin. Keep it up. Added to these performances.
the state athlete Yasmin won the | place in the Open-National at Delhi.

It was very unfortunate that Sandra Thomas could not participate in sports this
year due to some leg injury. She had the honour of witnessing the Olympics at
Moscow as a special delegate. We hope to see her in action at least next year.

Basket Ball

Thanks to the able guidance, of N. I. S. Coach, Mr. B. Muniappa, a former
{nternational Player, the team practised regularly and emerged winners for the
9th time in succession in the Inter-Coliegiate tournament. They established their
supremacy over their rivals in every aspect of the game. The team was runners-up in
the tournament held by North Madras Sports Club and Played well in the All India
Tournament conducted in Neyveli.

The team consisted of T. P. Venkateshwari (Il B.A. Eco.) ( Captain), Suraj
Sridharan (IIf B.A. Eco.), S. Vani (Il M.A. Lit.), Janine Coelho (Il B.A. Eco.)
Bhanu Vasan (Il B.A. Soc.) Sharadha Gopal (Il B.Sc. Maths). Jeeva (il B.A. Soc.),
Kavitha Nathan (I B.A. Eco.), Uma Subbiah, {! B.A. Eco.), Lakshmi Naidu (I B.A. F.A.)

Suraj, Janine and Bhanu played for Madras University and were members of the
State team along with Kavitha. Venkateswari and Sharadha, for the Womens Sports
Festival held at Jaipur where they had the thrill of securing the Runners-up place.

Shuttle Badminton:

Repeating its previous years’ performance Stella Maris retained the Inter-
Collegiate and Inter-Divisional Badminton titles with much ease. The team was
represented by Neera Sachdev (Captain—IIll B.A. Eco.), Vasantha Narayanan
(Il B.A. Eco.) Hitha, Revathi (Il B.A. Soc), Prabha Gahtari (I B.A. F.A.) and
Uma Maheshwari (I B.A. Eco.)

Neera Sachdev captained the Madras University team which included Hitha
Revathi too while Neera represented the state in the Senior National; Hitha and
Prabha went for the National Women’s Sports Festival.

In the State Badminton Championship held at Coimbatore, Hitha won the
Women'‘s Doubiles title.

Cricket :
Stella Maris was placed Runners-up in the Inter-Collegiate match.

Team :

Kathyaini (Captain-1l B. Sc. Chem) Pushkala (Vice Captain 1l B. A. Hist)
Jacintha (Il B. A. Soc), Asha (Il B. A. Eco.), Meera K. (Ili B. A. Lit.), Susheela
Bai (il B. A.Lit.)), Vasanthi N. (Il B. Sc. Maths), Dakshayini (I B. A. F. A)),
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Hemashree (I B. A. Eco), Vasanthi B. (I B. Sc. Phy.), Malvika (I B. A. F. A)),
Sandhya (I B. A. Soc.), Anita (I B.A. F. A)), Anne (I B.A. Zoo.), Chitra
(I B. A. Lit.)

Pushkala, Vasanthi B., Malavika, and Dakshayini represented Madras Uuiversity
while Hemashree, Malavika, and Vasanthi B. represented the state at the Junior
Nationals. Pushkala Vasanthi B. Dakshayini and Kathyaini represented the state for
Inter-State National and Inter-State South Zone Tournaments in 1980.

Hockey :

Though there was much potential in the Hockey team, every thing did not
click and they failed to put up an impressive show in the inter-collegiate tournament.

We wish them good luck to claim the Inter-Collegiate trophy in the next year.

Due to ill health, the State and University player, Pushpa Thomas could not
captain the team and the charge was ably taken up by Shobana Reddy.

Team :

Shobana Reddy (lll B. A. Eco.), Pushpa Thomas (Il B. A. Hist.), Vimala
Thomas (lll B. A. Eco.), Shalieba Geroge (lIl B. A. P. R)), Roshini Shekar
(Il B. A. P. R.), Sujatha Mathai (Il B. Sc. Maths), Diya Franco (l1 M. A. Lit.),
Mercy (Il B.Sc./ Maths) Bavani (Il B.Sc. Zoo.), Yamuna (Il B.A. Eco.), Nadeera
(Il B. A. Lit)), S.A. Meera (Il B. Sc. Maths), D. Usha (Il B. A. Soc.), Suseela
(It B. Sc. Zoo.), Shantika (I! B. A. Eco.), Meena (ll B.Sc. / Maths)

Table Tennis :

Stella Maris lost the inter-collegiate championship which she had retained for
the last four years.

Team :

Patlavi Bheda (Captain— 1l B. A, Lit.), Sharadha (i! B. Sc. Maths) Uma
Ratnam (Il B. A. Eco.), Uma Maheshwari (I B. A. Eco.)

Pallavi represented Madras University and the state for the Nationals.

Hand Ball:

Meenakshi Murugesh (I B. Sc. Zoo.) represented Andhra Pradesh while
Sukanya (Il B. A.) Vaanmathy (11 B. A.), Agnes (lI B. A. Eco.), Alice (Il B.A. Eco)
Rukmani (I1 B. A. Soc.), Chitra Ganapathy (! B.A. Lit.) and Aneurin (I B.A. Lit.)
represented Pondichery State. Our congratulations to Meenakshij for having been
selected as a probable for the Indian team.

Tennis :
Our Tennis players missed the chance of getting at least the Runners-up place
in the Inter-Collegiate matches, as our captain Raji Bhoopathy (lli B. A. F. A)
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sprained her ankle in the deciding match. The other members of the team were
Uma Ratnam (Il B. A. Eco.) and V. Ashwini (]I B. A. Lit.)

Volley Ball:

The team though possessing talent failed to put up an impressive show in the
Inter-Collegiate matches. We hope that they will do their best in the coming years.

Team :

N. Sujatha, Captain (li B. A. Lit.), Geeta George (Ill B. A. Lit.), Nadeera
(It B. A. Lit), R.Sarala (! B. A. Lit.), Vaanmathi (Il B. A, Eco.), Agnes
( B.A. Eco.), D.S.Sharadha (! B.Sc. Zoo.), Meenakshi (I B.Sc. Zoo)
Dakshayini (I B. A. F. A)), Kanchana (I B. A. F. A)), Soli (1 B. A. Soc.)

Ball Badminton :

We hope that by putting in some more hard work and having more of practice
sessions, the team will do its best to claim the Inter-Collegiate championship in the
coming year.

Team :

Banumathi, Captain (I M. A. Econ.), Hemavathi (ili B. A. Eco.), Hannah
Parimala (I B. A. Eco.), Meena Kumari (I B. A. Hist.), Latha K. S. (I B. Sc. Phy.)
Ratha (I B. A. F. A)

Golf :

Indrani K. (Il B.A. Hist.), picked up golf a year ago and has estabilished
herself very fast in such a short span of time. She won the Hutton cup, L. G. U.—
‘Pendant competition, K. K. Raman cup, T. M. cup, and the Vayulam Chari cup.
Added to these, she won the ladies Northern Indian Amateur Championship-
stableford at Delhi.

Rowing :

The two rowers Cauvery Guruswamy (ill B. A, Eco.) and Tula Goenka
(111 B. A. Soc.) spinned swiftly to the finish ahead of the Colombo crew in the Ladies
Pair event in the Annual Madras - Colombo Regatta held at Colombo.

College Sports:

The Annual Sports Day marked the finish of an exciting year. The individual
championship was won by-S. Yasmin and the first years claimed the group champion-
ship.

We are confident that under the guidance of Mrs. Mangaladurai we will be
able to win more and more laurels year after year.

Neera Sachdev, Games Rep
& Vasudha Narayanan, Secretary: Games Club Iii B. A. Eco.
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CLUB REPORTS

History Club :

" It sure is not past history-the events of 1980-81. With the versatile
History Club manning the cultural show, Independence day was a colourful affair.
Film shows on ‘Recent Archeological findings in Tamil Nadu’ and ‘Greek Art &
Culture’ undoubtedly widened our perspective of history and culture.

Zodiac Club :

" You girls; Did you bring down the heavens or did we go up? "’ exclaimed an
astonished visitor to the Zodiac exhibition. The members of the Zodiac Club literally
seem to live in the clouds. Rockets and astronauts, solar eclipses and planetarium,
the universe picturesquely depicted in Rangoli, enthralled visitors and Chief guest
Mr. Ramdas I. A. S. Another interesting exhibit was a statistical survey on the
income level of Stella Maris students.

A favourite pastime of the Zodiac Club is to put up brain teasing puzzles which
attract even the " unmathematical **.

The highlight of Zodiac week ** Galactica 81 was an evening of ‘Tombola’s.
Loyola College successfully guessed the good words.

Chemistry Club :

" Posocamalina **, was the cryptic name of the Chemistry Club week - standing
for the elements of the periodic table (of course!) explained club members.
Mr. K. N. Raghavendra Rao delighted the audience with a talk on photography
accompanied by a display of brilliant photographs. The passion for puzzle matching
was unabated. Quiz, Poetry reading and Guess the good word competitions were
also held.

Debating Club :

The members of the Debating Club hurled words at each other and victims from
other colleges in an active year. The club thought up hilarious and crowd pulling
competitions — ‘Soap Box’, ‘Burning Train’, ‘Tall Stories,” ‘About Face’. They also
had Declamation Contests and On The Spot Commentary competitions.

Literature Club:

An eventful path to winning the best club award took the Literature Ciub
through a whirl of activities.

There were quiz competitions galore put up in attractive posters on the
notice boards, besides a poetry reading competition.

The book sale was lively and invigorating, and students came hurrying to get
the best bargains in the auction. Most of the proceeds were given to the book bank.
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“Help! Help!! prevent a gruesome murder”’ yelled a gay poster in appeal. A
murder mystery—devised by Miss Usha Lakshman of the English department kept
heads thinking.

“‘On the spot conversations, picture,—word, cartoon,—caption, torn words—
list of competitions provokmg the imagination of students is endless.

““What would be the name of the Lit. Ciub week but ‘“Parnassus’'—the abode
of the nine muses. Starting with ‘’Shakespeare a three dimensional perspective’”
and going on to crossword quiz, one act play and complete the limerick competition,
the week was a great success. The students were kept interested by putting up,
eye catching posters and humorous titbits on the notice board.

‘ What the Dickens is the Litt Club upto” chortled a familiar crow in the campus.
In February the Club held a mono acting competition confined to the novels of
Charles Dickens. Then came the Treasure Hunt, and a number of Jim Hawnkises
and Logn John Silvers hopped about the campus following ‘’misquotatiana’ traits.

The grand finale was the programme ‘‘Flash Back into Literature.”” The whole
department took part—a coffee house was picturised, a poem visualized, Shakes
-peare staged, and guess the highilght,—a scene from Alice in Wonderland put up by
the staff.

Tamil Club:

The Tamil Club went through the year in a spirit of nationalistic fervour. The
highlights were the music and essay competitions in commemoration of Bharatiyar
festival. Two lively debates were held.

Music Club :

** Symphonia 80 *“ — The name of the Music Club week is a telling illustration
of the chords of harmony they struck during the year. Besides exploring youthful
talent, the club also delighted listeners with programmes by virtuoso’s like
Mr. Vishwanathan. Kamy Melvani sang her way into the hearts of the audience
many a time.

Nature Society :

Dog lovers, flower enthusiasts and ecology experts— a mixed bag — that’s
the Stella Nature club. Prevention of cruelty to animals, conservation and of course
the beauty of nature are their concerns. With verve and energy they organized
painting and elocution competitions. The flower arrangement competition was
a feast to the eye. The girls took off on poetic flights of fancy on the eternal
theme of nature and the winner claimed the title ** Poetess of the week "

But the piece de resistance was the parade of four legged heart throbs that
constituted the Dog Show.
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UNION REPORT

1980-81: The clock starts ticking. A new academic year swings to a beginning.
July 2nd college reopened into the hot sultry air of a late summer. The holiday
mood is still high in the air. Crisp cotton saris and wrangler jeans are all part of the
splash of colour in the campus. But every one is lazy, lethargic and sighs of *’Gosh,
a whole year to go” is not uncommon.

Suddenly the Union wakes up and the thunderbolt strikes. The annual inter-
year event is announced! Everyone is jolted into shedding their lassitude, and
before we know it, we are in the Middle of it—ELDORADO 80. The college wears
a look of busy hustle when everyone frantically prepares themselves for D-day (or
rather D-7 days) The campus is colour and brightness — an ELDORADO—
a fantasy world peopled with a host of young artistes.

The ball starts rolling on 18th August, the first item of the week being Indian
music. Il years dominated the scene with their theme “’festivals of India”. Shraddha
Prabhu (Il maths) held the audience with her liiting melody. The | years flabber-
gasted us making a clean sweep on the second day in the Just a Minute and Dumb
Charades Sandya competitions. | Socio. won with an ease that would have fioored
even a veteran,

The days raced forward in quick succession, each more interesting than the
other. 20th Augustsaw our young orators on stage battling in a stiff elocution
competition. Once again it was Sandhya who held sway. She shared the 1st
prize with Sogra (1l PR.)

11 years won the Antakshari competition while the team cup for skits went
to the il years. It was a terrific treat to watch Saylakshmi Ganeshan and Thanam as
the two old sweethearts. But it was Kamy as the dearest who ran away with the
‘best actress’ prize. Her cry of ‘Il gotIt’ when she pulled out the (wrong) tooth
and when she received the prize had the audience in stitches. The skits were
particularly entertaining and the 1st years showed remarkable spirit.

The highlight of the week-—the fashion parade—was as usual a scintillating
and popular programme. All chairs were removed to accommodate a maximum
crowd, which had begun ‘Q" ing up outside O-1 from as early as 1-30 p.m. Il
years were adjudged best year’ and Kalpana Krishnan ‘best model’.

The Il years lived up to their seniority by winning] both the Dance and
Western Music events. Jayanthi (lll F.A) danced away with the ‘best danseuse’’
prize, while Christine (l1l Hist) had everyone looking anxiously at her while she
sang a powerful sofo. Anna Jacob (Il FA) won the best solo prize for her own
composition, Alice (I M. Sc. maths) kept up the PG morale by bagging the first
prize for classical instrumental.
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Eldorado’ 80 concludes. But talent has been discovered, and now the clubs
take over.

The union remains busy. Selections are held for the quiz and Indian music
teams. Celebration of Teacher’'s day is the next event on the programme.
But this year Teachers’ day turned out to be students day too, for due to a strike a
holiday is announced. The students go home to have fun, and the teachers stay on
to have fun. All the teachers were given small souvenirs and tea. There was also a
special entertainment programme for them. The teachers announced 4 scholarships
to be awarded to needy students.

~ Snap shots of the workers instead of the student volunteers were taken on
worker's day. Gemini Ganesan, the veteran film, artiste donated one of his movies
screened for our workers. Simon John gave a message and Veeran sang a song during
the morning assembly. The workers were given a stainless steel vessel and later in
the day there was tea followed by a specially entertaining magic show.

Collective participation being the motto of the union, the clubs were asked
to hold atleast 2 activities a month. Meanwhile the Union members themselves
were busy organising novelties of their own. The cooking, mehendi and salad
dressing competitions were their brainchild and it must be mentioned that there
was a surprisingly enthusiastic response.

This year the campus magazine UDAYA was taken up by the union though it
was given no representation. A report follows later.

Election time. Sharadha (il Maths) and Suzanna (II Hist) were elected
President and Vice President for the next year. Rani Bhavani (I M. A. Eco) is
Treasurer.

April 2nd, the grand finale of union activities. Union Day was a colourful
spectacle. Throwing aside worries about exams and studies the girls had a gay time
singing and chatting. Sheila Murthy was adjudged the union Queen and merit
certificates were given to those who had worked hard to make the year a happy and
eventful one. The success of the game housie was next only to the success of the
food.

The office bearers for the year 1980-81 were :

President : Hema Nayar (111 B.A. Eco.)
Vice President : Usha Kuruvilla (1ll B.Sc. Maths)
Treasurer : Kusum G. (1l B.Sc. Chem.)
Cultural Rep.: Roopmathy (ill B.A., P.R.)

The Udavya :

The Stella Maris campus rag got organized rather late this year due to a
confusion over-who was to run the show. The union took charge finally and
Claramma and Tula were elected editors from the few volunteers. Articles were
collected in a frantic hurry and reports written (and rewritten) with speed that
would be a credit to a professional. Two issues were released during the year, the
anticlimacteric response to the first one was made up by the enthusiam for the second.
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THE WHISTLE

| let my hands droop over the steering wheel to get a moment of respite. My
fingers lingered over the cold metal. My face, burning from the red heat emanating
from the radiator, moved down of its own accord to join my hands.

The sound shrieked through my consciousness. For a second | remained
immobile ............ then my whistle conditioned body took over. | prodded the huge
automobile forward in slow jerks corresponding to the resentment welling up inside
me. Responding for eight hours every day to that long drawn out hoot of triumph.
Yes that's what it was ......... an unholy symbol of glee, with its power to curb my
instincts. The fierce resurgent energy had to be clamped down ruthlessly till 1 was
back in a state of dormancy.

Where was my soul ?

The conductor Ramu and | had been together on this line for quite some time.
1 didn't have much of a personal grudge against him, except that he was the blower
of the whistle — he was the perpetrator of the heinous crime of commanding me to
move on double quick when | wanted to dawdle in a particularly favourite patch of
the city; or bringing me to an unceremonious stop when all | wanted was to race
ahead heediessly. Sometimes | took petty revenge on him by pressing my foot on
the brakes to avoid an imaginary obstruction. Ramu would blow imperiously again
and again, telling me to get on with the job. But, for most of the time it was.........
Single blast to STOP double blast to MOVE ON.

I had never done anything exciting in my unchequered career as a bus
driver. Never mowed down an unsuspecting pedestrian, or even got into a scuffle
with recalcitrant college boys. My state of recumbent paralysis was largely
undisturbed.

| envied Ramu his job. | wanted to come into contact with live flesh as he
did, not operate an inanimate machine. Yet | did not despise my engine. | had
absorbed into myself its bulky, ponderous nature till we were welded together into
an entity. It was only that whistle that | hated.

Whee ...covvievnanaenee Whee cvoeeverinnnnen...

There came that obnoxious sound again. No ......... something was wrong.
An irate policeman was signalling angrily to me with his weapon of authority. What
did it matter! One whistle was the same as another. | even heard it in my sleep
sometimes.

Single blast to STOP double blast to MOVE ON.
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There goes that fellow Balu again. Never paying attention ......... while |
blow my lungs out. Thinks he’s above the rest of us, just because he’'s passed his
Inter. A huge chip on his shoulder (You see | know some big words too like Balu.)
What's his problem? A nice cushy job. Not like mine having to jostle my way
through a milling crowd. “* Conductor my change ’ yells a raucous voice in my ear,
! turn around angrily, prepared to hurl a stream of abuse. | change my mind when
| see the owner of the voice. | slip her the change. | touch the brown hand and
the warmth of her being irradiates me. Why not? All my colleagues do it.

| dangie my whistle from my hand. Balu hates it. It gives me a strange sense
of pleasure to blow it when he doesn’t want me to and vice versa. It frustrates him.

| see a middle aged woman panting towards the bus, trying hard to reach it
before it sets off.

Some devil prompts me to give the signal to move just as she reaches the
steps. | stand back and dispassionately watch her impotent fury. She won’t get
another bus for at least twenty minutes.

Why do | do it, you ask me. You see, my whistle is the only badge of power
| have ever possessed. A small piece of metal. seemingly unimportant. Yet | make
other people (hundreds of them) move to the tune my whistle sings. With it | am
God in the bus. Without it, |am nothing. | told Balu this-one day, much to his
chagrin (the part about God of course). And you know what he said? * You fool
......... the whistle dominates you as much as you dominate us. You can never
escape from its clutches "'.  Sheer jealousy | tell you.

Single blast to STOP double blastto MOVE ON.

AMBUJAM RANGANATHAN
I M.A. Lit.
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SESSIONS FOR STAFF - MOTIVATION

The main objectives of the 10 day programme conducted by Fr. Wirth S. J.
from June 23rd - 30th 1981 was to give the staff members the much needed
motivation to face the challenges of educating the young students and for achieving
the goals and objectives of the college. These sessions were also meant to provide
useful and effective techniques to those handling Ethics and Guidance and to
orientate them in the priorities in educational endeavour.

There were also special dgroup sessions designed for the heads of the
department, the junior staff, the staff involved in various co-curricular activities for
students besides the general sessions.

The Programme :

The need for a goal and goal clarification was emphasised in the first
session. Several techniques were used to help staff discover their priorities and the
necessity for change eg. Kineposium, group discussion and priority ranking. The
importance of value education and leadership training was stressed and staff realising
its importance committed themselves to join the VELT| — (Value Education and
Leadership Training Institute).

An examination of the goals of the institution and its implementation
helped the participants to realise the theoretical and practical inconsistencies in policy.
A need was felt to strengthen the admission policy by reinforcing remedial teaching
right form the first month of College. Steps in this direction would help and Staff
agreed to co-operate. However, Staff admitted that several measures require
change in attitude both of Staff and students to be successfully implemented.

The aims and objectives outlined in the College Handbook were analysed
and ranking of priorities indicated that national spirit ranked very low in the scale.
Academic excellence was redefined as the integrated development of the total
personality of the student. »

The College objectives were then viewed in prespective of the total FMM
vision as outlined in the Province Objectives to see how these could be more
effectively concretised. Certain questions helped the group reflect on how far our
students are capable of taking our FM M vision. The need to enlighten them and
make them aware of their involvement in this total process was felt.

Finally, the map of the College was drawn up including all the activities in the

campus to enable us to reflect on each activity and analyse it in the light of our
objectives and priorities.
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All the heads of departments participated in this session and found it
extremely enlightening.

3. Through exercises and games the participants learnt new techniques
which could be effectively used in teaching Ethics eg. trust walk, post-card
game, etc.

Classification of goals was found necessary for proper guidance of stu-
dents; staff asked themselves ‘“What sort of students do we want 1o turn out of
our institutions?”’ Admission policy was a vital question and the inconsistencies
and challenges of giving priority to the weaker sections was discussed.

Staff were led to assess themselves in the process of defining the ideal
Stella Maris Student. The value of the session was expressed in the concrete
decisions taken.

a. many more staff opted to take Ethics classes.
b. to acquire better methods of teaching of Ethics.

c. smalier groups for Ethics would be tried out.

4. The General Session on the 30th June brought the week to a climax
where staff discussed in small groups the necessity for change in themselves
and the efforts that could be taken to contribute and to improve value education
in the College. Several concrete resolutions were taken.

Subsequently Fr. Wirth conducted a Leadership Training Programme from
10th—12th July to train potentia! leaders for service. Thirtyone students and four
staff participated. Through techniques like Kineposium, priority ranking and group
dynamics, the students’ opinion and attitude to society and the nation was assessed.
Reflection and prayer helped them become more committed to their education
and dedicate themselves for service. On the final day 22 students committed
themselves to the LTS.

Father Wirth's session with the staff of Stella Maris College was ‘the
best’ that | had attended. It is no exaggeration when | say that Father Wirth
has an insight into the thinking of the individual. The subtle way he put his
ideas, helped each one of us to understand what is lacking in us and to change
towards the better. Whether a group or an individual, he was able to instil
confidence in each one of us. Staff handling Ethics found the experience worth-
while and his session with the Heads of Departments helped us to have a clear
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perspective of our role, in creating harmony in the department. Though some of
his ideas were already known to us, the way he presented them helped us to form
a better understanding of them, and steer towards the success of our goal,
which is very essential for the growth of the institution.

CHANDRA PARTHASARATHY
Professor of Tamil
Stella Maris College.

FATHER WIRTH’S SESSION FOR ETHICS/GUIDANCE
TEACHER AND DEANS.

JUNE 1981. STELLA MARIS COLLEGE

“Called to love”—When Fr. Wirth read out these words of Mary of the
Passion, the Foundress of FMM Congregation—it was like a call to us too. We were
deeply touched by the words and vistas of what was possible for us to do opened in
front of us. Instant resolutions were made while we were swept along by
inspiration. But then, alas! problems began to surface. We had made other
committments. Our time was not entirely our own. The conflict between what we
wished to do and what we felt we could do resulted in terrible despondency and a
sense of inadequacy and guilt. Did we have a right to be in Stella Maris at all?

Father perceived that the guilt could damage us without in anyway taking us
nearer the goal and so he made the tremendous sacrifice of offering a lesser goal to
lesser mortals. ‘‘They also serve who only teach”’. But they must teach really well

and aim at the highest academic excellence, which in any case is not possible
without moral development.

The offering of the consolation was a balm with a pin prick. He has planted
a seed of disquiet within us and we can no longer be satisfied with academic
excellence. Now we will create the extra time and generate the extra energy to reach
out with love.

PADMA SESHADRI
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WHAT’S IN A NAME

Do we ever stop to think about our names or the qualities and associations
they may imply? Very few do. As far as | am concerned, names have always
fascinated me, despite my knowing very well that ‘’a rose by any other name
would not smell less sweet.”” The names of some peope strike me as highly
fanciful and very humorous. Here are some of the well known poets,
authors, and dramatists whom | now study in a more humorous, than literary light.

To begin with, we have the most popular dramatist of the Elizabethan
age —"SHAKESPEARE' the most nervous man (I see him quiver at the very
mention of his name, so let us leave him alone). JONATHAN “‘SWIFT", the quickest
author, who seems rather impatient as | call on him—seems he’s got other plans
on his mind; and so on to TOLS“TOY, the most childish who's in the
company of MIL “TON’’, the heaviest poet. Guess what they are playing with?
You've got it—dumb bells ?

The most holy author is, none other than Alexander “POPE’’, and the
tallest is ‘LONG’ FELLOW. You can see them both sitting side by side at Longman’s
— they're scanning the Bible. The most fashionable author is JAMES ““JEANS",
and the most colourful poets and authors are ROBERT “BROWNing and GRAHAM
“GREEN"E, but perhaps if given the choice, we’'d rather keep the company of
the world’s richest novelists—GOLDING and "“GOLD“SMITH’". Bjorn Borg stands
no chance when his rival is the most sporting poet “TENNYS”"ON (No tantrums
please) and the most precious novelist ‘PEARL” BUCK, who can perhaps show
you the easiest route to a quick buck, which you badly need, while the most
talkative poet is CHATTER'“TON’’ a contrast to the sober THOMAS “"GRAY"".

“SMILES"" fills the world with cheer and WILLIAM ~“DRUM’® MOND
brings music into an otherwise dreary life. ROBERT ‘“BURNS”, sets you on fire
and as for VIRGINIA “WOOLFE™, well all | can say is “Beware her fangs’'. The
author noted for his obedience is SAMUEL ““BUTLER™ (very reminiscent of
‘*Jeeves’) and the watery poet is RUPERT “BROOKE’" (whose existence in the arid
regions of Rajasthan would certainly mean business). The most truthful poet is
“WORDSWORTH", the most romantic is "LOVE”" LACE and the poets who are
always at sea are GEORGE " CRABBE " and " SHELL " EY. Lucky guy's! The poet
associated with architecture is ROBERT§ “ BRIDGES *, and LEWIS. “ CAROLL ",
novelist, is reminiscent of the melodious harmony of the Christmas season, which
THOMAS CAMP “* BELL ** ushers in with a merry ringing of bells, on a morning well
defined in ROBERT " FROST'S"” name, a cold poet, who loves this white season.

The most healthy novelistis ** HARDY " and the most thirsty poets are *° DRY *

DENand JOHN “"DRINKWATER" (please don’t invite them to drought stricken Madras!)
GEORGE “ MOORE" perhaps an economist once and a staunch supporter of the
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theory of " unlimited wants”, is never satisfied. He's like Oliver Twist always
clamouring for more. The essayist reminiscent of a favourite dish is FRANCIS
“BACON ““. WALTER DE LA “MARE " and CHARLES ““"LAMB ‘" bring to mind a
picture of a thriving farm, (Incidently wouldn’t " Lamb’ and ‘Bacon "’ do for today’s
supper dears?) and the most entertaining poet, who brings the spice of fun and
laughter into this sordid life is ANDREW "*MARVEL "' L, the magician, possessing
several mysterious powers with which he baffles his gaping audience, only causing
ttem to gape more. Tle prose writer forever in debt is GEORGE " BORROW *’ and
the auttor who brings history alive, with Porus in the forefront. is none other than
““ALEXANDER ** DUMAS, the “invincible” conqueror.

in this neutron-ridden world it would be an unforgiveable lapse on my part if
| should fail to mention WILLIAM * MAKEPEACE * THACKERAY, the symbol of
peace and love. It's no exaggeration-telieve me when | say, he was the fore-runner -
of tte UNQ, which is the watchdog of peace, and trouble-shooter of today! And so
ends our Tale, an ‘end’ we must all inevitably face sometime-—a thought which
ROBERT '* GRAVES " does not allow us to forget so easily.

GERALDINE RODRIGUES
I} Year Literture

NCC REPORT

The N.C.C. was revived in Stella Maris Coliege after several years in 1980.
Selections of the cadets were made at the beginning of the academic year 1980-81.
50 cadets were selected (7 Air wing and 43 Army) —after a thorough and well
made selection by the Commanding Officer of the Unit.

The Unit of the N.C.C. is 1 (TN) Girls Bn N.C.C. at Khusaldass Gardens,
Kilpauk. The Commanding Officer is Major (Mrs.) Bhagawandass and the
Administrative Officer is Captain Marwaha. The College Officer is Miss Gita
Samuel.

Uniforms and other articles of importance were issued to the Cadets after a
few weeks. Parade Classes were held on Mondays and Fridays for 2 hrs. in the
evenings after college. For one hour there was drill practice after which a short
break followed by one hour of theory ciass. Tea was served to the cadets after
classes.

Classes for the following subjects were held for the cadets on Signals,
Home-Nursing and First-Aid, Weapon Training (Rifle) and Map reading. Practical
demonstrations were also held and the cadets were aliowed to handle equipment
such as Compasses, Rifles and the 10 line Telephone Exchange.
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Training in horse riding was given to cadets, Sumathi Natarajan and Odetta
Mendoza.

Some of the cadets took part in a Guard of Honour given at the Madras
University Auditorium in connection with the convocation function. A Guard of
Honour was also given by the cadets for the College Day function.

Selections for the Republic Day competitions were made first in the college
by the officer and later by the Officer Commanding at the unit, in topics like Quiz,
Declamation and also in Cross Country running. An overall assessment of the
cadets’ regular attendance and turn out was also taken into consideration. Air
wing cadet Rajeshwari Kumar was selected as best Cadet for the 1981-82 and
Elizabeth Thomas for parajumping, Sumathi Natarajan for Signals, Cadet Odetta
Mendoza for Home Nursing and First-Aid Army cadets. Cadet Elizabeth Mani was
selected to attend a Military Hospital Attachment Camp.

Deserving cadets were promoted to the rank of Corporal and Lance Corporal.
Promotions are given on the basis of attendance and turn out etc.

At the end of the year an examination (Gr 1) was held at the Quaidet—Millet
College to test the knowledge of the cadets on the subjects taught to them, in
which every one came out with flying colours.

Our sincere thanks goes to the Principal of our college Sr. Helen Vincent and
our Officer Miss Gita Samuel for the work and encouragement given to make N.C.C.
a success in Stella Maris College.

The Quest Through Literature

““The truest end of life is to know that the quest never ends. ' Man has and
will always be, a seeker after the unknown.

Picture the first man, at the dawn of civilisation, peering into the misty
prospects ahead, listening to the lap of waters in some primeval swamp, and then as
the warm red glow of the sun, lights up the distant horizon, man sees his inheritance—
this Earth — his questing ground — and so the quest begins.

" He is of the earth but his thoughts are with the stars. Mean and petty his
wants and desires; yet they serve a soul, exacted with grand glorious aims — witn
immortal longings — with thoughts which sweep the heavens and wander through
eternity — a pigmy standing on the outward crest of this small planet, his far
reaching spirit stretches outward towards the infinite *".
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So sailing through the past, carried along by the current, through channels of
literary history; seel how one by one they appear, from those vast infinitudes of time.

They were men who realized that life is a quarry and one has to probe deep, in
quest of the ultimate.

As in everything, here too we begin with small steps, as Sidney says, “"Without
mounting by degrees a man cannot attain high things.’”’ But for the most part, man
only spends tis life, in useless reasonings on the past, complaining of the present and
trembling for the future.

Perfection, they say, is immutable, but even for things imperfect, to change,
is the way to perfect them. Bul man’s quest need not ambitiously cover a vast desert,
or an immense ocean, for man must remember that it is every little footstep that he
imprints, on the narrow track of time, that counts most.

" Though the road be long and hid from sight, it is always there. waiting to be
trod on ', end that '’ life is real life is earnest, and the grave is not our goal’ is what
Tennyson expresses in his " Ulysses” — "" | cannot rest from travel: | will drink life
to the lees .

Life to Ulysses is an unending quest, an unending search for newer experi-
ences — '‘ all experience is an arch where thro’/Gleams that untravell’d world, whose
margin fades, Forever and forever, when | move.”  And this is what makes life rich
and meaningful —"" To follow knowledge, beyond the utmost bound of human

thought'".

And through those poignant lines of '* Rugby Chapel **, Arnold describes the quest
of mankind :—

" See! In the rocks of the world,
Marches the host of mankind,
a feeble wavering line”’

The way is long and wearisome :-

“A long steep journey; through sunk
Gorges, O’er mountains in snow,

Thunder crashes from rock to rock...
Roaring torrents have breached the track...
In the place where the way-farer, once,
Planted his foot step...

Havoc is made in our train.”
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But inspite of all this, Arnold is still firm in his faith, still optimistic, and he
makes one last plea to the spirit of his dead father to guide, the “/fainting dispirited
race” :-

‘“‘Beacon of hope......

at your voice,

Panic, despair, flee away,

Ye, move through the ranks, recall
The stragglers, refresh the outworn,
On to the City of God.”

Coming down to the present, through the chronicles of literature the
twentieth century is an era of nihilism, of disillusionment, of world wars, which
have shattered man’s frail morale.

The writers of this age too, have gone through these experiences, of scepticism
and bitterness, and yet the best of them Yeats and Eliot, for instance, have lived to
triumph over this, and ultimately to affirm their spiritual faith.

These seers did not achieve this by passively accepting their lot. They made
a conscious effort, a deliberate search for the divine pattern. Eliot's ‘‘Wasteland"”
is a quest in this sense but there is a fuller realization, in his, ““Journey of the Magi”,
in their spiritual quest :—

* For a journey, and such a long journey.
The ways deep and the weather sharp,
The very dead of winter.”

Of course they had their regrets, with voices whispering in their ears that this
quest was all folly yet in the end they affirm - ' and ] would do it again "',

The quest is something intrinsic to every man's life and one knows and feels
instinctively that the quest will go on and on, as caught in those memorable lines of
Frost :—

‘ The Woods are lovely, dark and deep,
But | have promises to keep,
and miles to go before | sleep .

The way of the quest is fraught with obstacles, it needs courage to go on, as’
Kipling tells us in his poem, “1f " :—

“|f you can force your heart and nerve and sinew
To serve your turn long after they are gone
And so hold on when there is nothing in you
Except the Will which says to them, ‘“Hold on.t”
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But most of all, the pursuit of the quest, requires that singular quality of
humility, where, you :—

** Watch the things you gave your life to broken,
and stop and build them up with worn-out tools.”

But “To strive, to seek to find, and not to yield’, should be the motto by
which every man lives, for as Tennyson says—

*Tis not too late to seek, a newer world,
To sail beyond the sunset”,

., MADHUMITA GUPTA & SHARON D’ MONTE
I.M.A. Litt.

MON REVE

Cet aprés-midi, il faisait exceptionellement chaud. Un vent lourd et tervible
envahissait la chambre comme les fumées qui sortent de la bouche d” un dragon.
Asssise devant la jolie, charmante peinture, je suis tombée dans un profond sommeil.

......... Jetais entourée de vieux arbres gigantesques. Leurs feuilles me
faisaient une voite, verte-foncée, Dans un coin du bois, la lune dardait ses rayons qui
faisaient miroiter le lac. Tout-a-coup, voila, je suis descendue sur le royaume
des fées. '

Une petite chaumiére faite avec les fleurs du * Paradis’ m’ 4 confrontée la porte
ouverte. Mais je n’ avais pas le temps de scrutiner cetie chaumiere car j’étais éperdue
de quelqu’ un qui prenait son poste dans le porche. Jamais je n’avais vu quelqu’un si
étonnant, quelqu’ un, si mystérieux. C'était une vieille femme toute ratatinée qui
travaillait activement avec son rouet. Son visage ravonnait de bonheur! Elle avait de
longs cheveux blancs qui tombaient jusqu’ & la terre, des cheveux qui la couvraient
comme un drap d’ argent. Son nez était celui d’ un aigle, long et, recourbé, sa bouche
en comparaison était petite et .....lumineuse comme un bouton de rose. Elle portait
“une robe ample qui coulait jusqu’ a ses pieds brodée avec des étoiles en or, en argent,
en bleu. Peut-étre, c’était le ciel de la nuit méme qui la servait comme une robe. Je
ne suis pas str! Sur ses genoux, dormant tranquillement, était un gros chat, tout noir
et c’était a lui que sa maitresse chantait dans une voix pergante, émaillée ¢a et ]a avec
un gloussement rauque. '
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Mais ¢’ était surtout les yeux qui m’ intriguaient le plus. D’ une couleur qui n’
était ni noire comme la nuit ni bleue comme le lac, ils brillaient comme des morczaux
de charbon.

Un profond silence enveloppait ’endroit. Elle caressait la petite téte de son
chat. Seulement les oiseaux gazouillaient dans les arbres. BOOM!...... J” ai sauté de
mon lit toute éveillée.

La peinture en face, était tombée. Sur le plancher. En me baissant je I’ ai
ramassee.

Et voila encore ...... voila quej’ ai vu le royaums: des fées, la petite chaumiére,
les grands arbres....... je les ai encore vus...mais pas avec I'intensité que je les ai vus

quelques instants auparavant...... dans mon réve...... dans mon réve d’une fée igée!

AROONA REDDY
Il B.A. Litt.

SHORT STORY

Indu stared through the iron bars of the class-room window, her eye-lids
battling desperately to hold the tears which came everytime she thought of Whiskey.
She blinked rapidly hoping the tears would dry faster that way, she would
never cry in the class in front of the teacher and her classmates —they would ask
her why she should cry and then, she would cry...like the time Mother, had
beaten her for not drinking her milk before going to school, she hadn’t cried then,
but when her friend Veena had asked her why she looked sad, she had burst out sob-
bing right in the middle of the English Class, and Teacher had sent her out to wash
her face ..... how she had hated coming back to class, her body still shaking with
dry gasps, her nose running, her uniform wet with tears and water.

She bit her lips to stop its trembling. The struggle required all her attention,
and, for sometime she even forgot why she was feeling unhappy. But, no soconer
had the tears dried on her eyes, leaving a constricting pain in her throat, which
she tried desperately to swallow, than her thoughts went back to Whiskey again.
Tomorrow was Saturday, and tomorrow morning, Father would take Whiskey to
the Animal Hospital and leave her there to be killed. Indu’'s little body shuddered.
She wanted to scream out loud, and cry, she wanted to go home and hug
Whiskey...she wanted to do something to save her beloved Whiskey ..it did not
matter to her that Whiskey's body was filled with festering sores...what had once
been a beautiful white dog was now a mass of blood-clotted fur, open raw
sores oozing blood and pus and love...Although Whiskey smelt like a dirty
Corporation Dispensary, Indu loved her; why couldn‘t father and mother also love
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Whiskey? Father screamed at the dog every time itran to him when he returned
from the office, its tail wagging in happiness, unable to understand that now it
could not express its love for its master because it smelt and looked repulsive,
and still, Whiskey moaned every morning when father's car left the house.

And how sad Whiskey had looked last evening when father had chased her
away from the house, screaming abuses at her because, she had come running
to welcome next door uncle and Whiskey had run away and come back after
sometime. Indu had waited surreptitiously in the verandah and had seen her

lying under the mango tree at the end of the compound...and how sad she had
looked.

And Indu had hated her father then. During dinner, father had said,
“That dog is becoming a nuisance. The whole house stinks, | feel ashamed
when bringing anybody to this house...On Saturday, !I'm leaving it in the Animal
Hospital.”*

Indu had asked timidly, ‘*what will they do to her, father?”

“What will they do with it, child? They'll kil it, who wants a sore-ridden
dog?”’

After a few moments of silence, Indu had ventured again, her desire to
know what would happen to Whiskey overcoming her fear—*‘How will they kill her,
Father?”

*“Child, have your spinach instead of asking questions,” he said sternly,
“why do you want to know all these things...nowadays, children don’t know when
they should ask and what they should ask 2"

Indu had to shut up. She had pushed her food about until, exasperated, her
father had ordered her to clear up her plate, which she had done, gobbling down the
food in painful gulps.

This morning, she had asked next-door-Uncle how they would kill Whiskey.
He had laughed and said cheerfully, ‘“They’ll shoot the dog, Indu.”

On seeing her wince and tears welling up in her eyes, he had patted her
head and comforted her. "It is only a dog after all, Indu. I'll get you a nice
Alsatian puppy, you wait and see, and you'll forget all about your sore dog.”

But Indu could not bear it; why did they want to kill Whiskey? When
Whiskey had been beautiful, Father, even next-door-Uncle had loved her, they had
taken her for walks, they had got her rubber balls and what lovely times they had
on the beach on summer mornings. Now, how could they want to kill her,
just because she had sores on her body ?.

] too get sores on my body when | go to the village...”” Indu told Mother
while her hair was being combed.
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“What things you think of girl?”” Mother scolded her, “That dog is useless,
wherever it lies, the floor gets dirty and how many times | have told you not
to touch it. You'll get sores inside your stomach, just wait and see.”

Indu’'s eyes narrowed slyly, carefully, she peeped at Mother's face,
through her lashes: Mother was telling lies! Grandfather had been bed -
ridden for three years before dying and his legs and back had sores. She had
seen Mother and Grandmother cleaning him every morning and evening and
sometimes, they had served food without washing their hands with soap and
science teacher had said that we must always wash our hands and clean our
nails with soap after touching dirty things, and none of them had got sores
in the stomach until now, so why, only Whiskey's sores were bad? Even Grand
father had been useless. Why? had noat Father left him in hospital to b2 killed.
And Whiskey's face was still very beautiful, there wsare no sores on her face;
Grandfather had been ugly, Indu had always been scared when he called her to his
side; he had looked like the picture of that frightful, wicked looking magician
in the fairy tale book.

Indu’s eight year old reason could not reconcile itself to the argumants put
forth by her elders. She wouldn’t let Whiskey be taken away from her; what would
Whiskey think if they left herin the hospital and went away? It would break her
heart, she would cry and run after the car as she had done when the family had
gone to their native viilage for the summer vacation, leaving Whniskey behind under
an old servant’s care.

Two big tears rolled down unheeded, down her cheeks and trickied into the
corners of her mouth. She tasted salt in her mouth aud quickly bent her head deep
into her book. Furtively, she wiped her eyes on her shirt sleeves. Anyway, nothing
would happen to Whiskey, she would let nothing happen to Whiskey.

That night, when all were asleep, Indu stole into the kitchen. Arming
herself with the leftover chappatis and her plastic water bottle, the new one
with the straw in it, she slipped into the compound. She tip-toed to the kennel.
In the pale light of the street lamp, she saw that the kennel was empty.

““Whiskey...?"" She whispered into the night breeze. Getting no answer, she -
crept among the plants, searching for the dog.

“Whiskey?"’, she called a little louder, cupping her hands as the boy in her
English Book did, to call his dog.

She stamped her feet in impatience, her throat constricted again with the
familiar painful lump, her eyes smarting with hot tears.
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She went round the house, calling out softly, and finally, her throat breaking
with tears, she started crying hysterically.

Even when the front lights were switched on Indu did not realise that she
was going to be caught red-handed. Seeing her parents, the child dropped her
bundle of food and water, and flung herself on her mother.

“Whiskey... 1 can't find Whiskey ..Ma ..”", she sobbed into her mothet’s
sari pleats, her little arms hitting out in despair and anguish,

“What are you upto now?”’ Father rounded on her. The question and the
anger in the question went over Indu’s head. She even forgot that Whiskey and
she Fad not been able to escape.

“l can't find Whiskey... | want my Whiskey'’, she screamed in answer,
throwing Ler feet about, uncaring that she was kicking her mother.

indu heard no more. Father locked up the grill door while mother carried
her still weeping into their bedroom.

“It must have gone out for a walk’’, mother consoled her but the tears
did not stop.

Finally, father said, "*Stop crying child, I'll not take it to the hospital. Now,
go to sleep. in the morning, you'll find it lying at the doorstep.”

He said nothing about the parcel she had been clutching to her heart when
they had switched on the front lights.

Tired out by the night's exertion, Indu overslept. Her parents did not wake
her. nor did they see whether the dog was waiting at the doorstep.

At eight o‘clock, the maid servant came. Punctuated by spits, she said,
‘Ayooh Amma, | saw our dog near the culvert. Itis lying by the side of the road.
Don’t know how it'died, maybe, something ran over it, can’t say, even other-
wise, its body was always bloodied, so | couldn't make out. Its head was ok...
maybe, it just died... you know, a dog doesn’t like to die in its master's house,
it goes out to die... poor thing. Thoo.”

INDIRA DEVI
1 year Literature
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THE OTHER SIDE OF THE COIN

Sometimes a book we read can change our lives. | experienced this when |
read ‘We do it for Jesus’, a book about Mother Teresa. That wondetful lady who
sees God in the poorest and lowliest captured my imagination — and my heart. |
had the happiness of meeting her and spending the last one and a half years working
with her Sisters in Jamshedpur, Rourkela and Calcutta - thus seeing the other side of
the coin - facets of life | have never experienced before.

Nirmal Hriday (Immaculate Heart) in Kalighat, the home for dying destitutes
is the most famous institution. It’'s difficult to describe it -—— should we say just dim
halls with rows of dying, skeletal figures on low beds. But that excludes the
tranquility, the peace, the aura of holiness there. As Mother goes from bed to bed
she has just this message of hope to give *’ Bhogobaa ikane acche - God is here.”” In
fact | experienced a quiet peace and the palpable presence of God there as | never
had before.

| suppose the Home is sanctified by the countless acts of love and devotion
performed there, the many souls that pass beautifully and peacefully from it's portals
to eternity. | can never forget the old careworn faces as they recounted their pitiful
story - busy grown up children with no place in their hearts or homes for those who
brought them up.

These poor souls in their last hours just long for, and are so grateful for a little
love and kindness. The genuine spontaneous love on the face of an enfeebled oid
lady who embraced me after |'d fed her a mango and joyously smiled ‘God bless you’
was reward and satisfaction enough.

There were many voluntary workers, young people from America, Japan and
the continent - dedicated, loving, and inspiring. | remember some of these young
students, with the world at their feet so to say, telling me that they had come to find
and had discovered a God in the slums and misery of Calcutta whom they could not
glimpse in their affluent society. And it is true. For once | got acclimatized to the
ugliness and dirt and squalor, | couldn’t help loving the hidden beauty and God in so
many of the rejects of our society who are every bit as human and loveable as you
and |I. '

Shishu Bhavan is a place of laughter and smiles. Yet each of the children
who joyously romp around has a tragic history, has been orphaned or abandoned and
now faces life as nobody’s child with no Mummy's kisses and no Daddy’s smiles.

Eyes of visitors would fill with tears on seeing the premature babies,
unbelievably tiny, doll-like mites battling for !ife. They had been rescued from
dustbins or under tram seats, from the doorsteps of convents or police-stations. It's
tragic to meet the seventy unwed mothers that Shishu Bhavan houses. Due to
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poverty and the constraints of society, these girls are almost compelled to hand their
babies over to the sisters and renounce the privilege and joy of motherhood.

| experienced pure-unalloyed joy in playing with the toddlers - chubby, cuddiy
children, full of life and vivacity. Happy though the children seem, their highest
ambition as they'll tell you is to be adopted - to get a mother’'s affection. Luckily
several adoptions are arranged every year.

Working with the Sisters in the villages of Rourkela was a real eye-opener, a
maturing experience. So many children were brought into the home, suffering from
the commonest ‘illness * malnutrition. 1t made me want to cry to see children who
should have been radiating life and vitality so miserably spindly with great hungry
eyes. | can't forget the eight year old who was admitted three days before she died -
very feeble, almost blind - she had not had a square meal for a long, long time. Why
was | given so much and she so little, | couldn’t help wondering. There is no
answer, is there? But | resolved then to use every minute, every talent so that
| could one day help some of the thousands of youngsters who are craving for a little
love, a little care.

| did sometimes feel frustrated at being able to do so little about the glaring
injustices and misery of our society. But as Mother Teresa says ‘' Though we may
only be able to remove a drop from the ocean of misery, the ocean would be greater
were it there.” So I'll always be glad that | had this beautiful enriching experience -
the chance to step out of my ivory tower for sometime and see the real world - its
poverty, pain and joy,

ANITA MATHIAS
| B.A. Literature
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SMOULDERING CINDERS

Two upright solemn figures, two massive obelisks of iron stand to attention,
their steel helmets ending shafts of fire piercing the security of the soft morning air,
their silhouettes naming the merger of old with new, substance and blinding reality
with the mystery and venom of the past. The British Scotsguards at Windsor!

A soft breeze dribbles in through the open window, uncertain and awed by
tha awful silence brooding over the dusty chambers ... and | watch fascinated as
they flit by, one by one, a fearsome procession, treading their cautious way across
my ravaged brain.

A high-pitched, hysterical laugh clangs out, gruesome, a gnarled twig of an
arm gropes around in a desperate search. The breathing is heavy with the muffled
hollowness of a smothered drum-beat, a screech of triumph rips the air into bloody
shreds while its wielder plucks eagerly with dirt-rimmed claws at the eyes staring out
of the portraits in the gallery... Colonel Humberstone, Governor General Wellesley
and Sir John Shore. A Iull, a prolonged deathly silence... then a banshee of
famentations. | see him now. Mad Abdul Karim born in battle, in a palanquin at the
outskirts of Dindigul, the retarded son of Hyder Ali and Shabaz Begum. He must be
more careful now, he still thinks he is in the palace of Seringapatam, secure within
its walls rather than trapped treacherously within the stone ones of Windsor...the
helpless prey of ruthless white sharks ever hungry to devour. A clatter of hooves ..
Tipu Sultan’s favourite horse ‘Dilkush’...without its master? A kaleidoscope, a
whirl of colours, and | remember again Fakhr-un-Nisa, Rugya Begum, the Saint Tipu
Mastan OQulia...The tinkle of little bells as a pair of exquisite feet trapped in blazing
gold anklets pick their musical way across the dark uneven corridors of my mind.
That must be Rugya Begum’s favourite maid Jahanara. | recognize those lovely
anklets her mistress had given her.

The parade of the traitors, grotesque in their evil — Sheikh Ayaz Aumar-ud-din,
Mir Sadik—they who treacherously yielded Tipu’s strong - holds, the Tower of
Somerpet and Sultan Tope to the vicious vultures, the vultures who swooped down
with shrieking arrogance on Tipu on the pretext that the latter was harassing
Travancore, under British authority. Later, this very Travancore became, ‘‘the sweet-
meat after the meal "".

The glass is stained. A wall of impenetrable tears, globules of salty water
shield it from the probing eye. Everything is dark, dreary mist and fog till a whisk
of memory mops it away...why the tears when everything is past and forgotten?
Why the lugubrity of the past when the present still swirls its muslin frills and flounces
tantalizingly around us? The images fade, rear of the procession dwindles
away and | am left staring in a stony senselesness at the brilliant display of muslin
and brocade, pearls and diamonds of rapiers and swords...All that had been plundered
across the seas and displayed as the awesome treasures ..of a BRITISH MUSEUM !

AROONA REDDY
11 B.A. Litt.
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R.Ggup®
| Year Botany

JUST A DUMB OLD TREE....

She was aware of the pressure of the air, heavy against her body, only in
certain definite spots-her wrists and fingertips, the hollow of her throat and her
eyelids. The rest of her felt light and weightless like connective tissue drawing
their spots together. Her legs were moving of their own accord, and she looked
down at them impersonally as if they did not belong to her. They were just the
tools that conveyed her to a chosen destination. Her hands hung limp on either
side of her body heavy as if weighted down by her palms.

Her first impression when she came to a stop was that she liked the gritty
feel of the sand beneath her feet— like a rough caress, like alien skin against her.
She stood looking down at her feet knowing she was only delaying the inevitable;
knowing she’d never be prepared for the encounter. She was conscious that the
skin across her temples was drawn tight, that there was a pulse beating near her
‘right shoulder blade, that her eyelids felt strangely heavy—and of the thought,
0. K. you're suffering - so what ?

Contemptuous anger brought her head up in a single. convulsive jerk - and
then nothing else mattered. Head thrown back, left palm pressed hard against the
column of her neck, body inclined backwards at an almost impossible angle she
stood there, looking up at the tree.

It's so beautiful, she thought, it's so beautiful, it doesn’t deserve to exist; it
doesn’t deserve to stand here, a prey to alien eyes.
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She knew by the pressure over her eyelids that she couldn’t stand their
overwhelming pain much longer, but the only concession she made was to let the
fingers of her right hand go slack, bent loosely at the joints.

The love tree stood there, rising sharply from the level waste lands, shorn of
all but the skeletal structure. The sun had vanished some hours since, but its
presence could still be felt in the pale luminosity of its greenish-white surface
glowing and translucent, like human skin. The branches stood out, appendages of
the slim trunk, slanting across the atmosphere in sharp vicious strokes, dissecting
it into definite planes. Every winter she'd dreaded the coming spring when
budding leaflets would defile its completeness, its sheer self-sufficiency. But
curiously enough nothing had happened. The vital sap seemed to have been
sucked into the earth or borne away on the winds, and the tree stood there,
remarkably unchanged. It stood there dayafter day, insolently appraising the world
below clutching the earth’s bosom with possesive talons. It's so beautiful, she
thought. It wasn’t just a tree to her. [t was an ideal, a 