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My plan is the day Hari gets a job, I will introduce him
to Dad. I mean, Dad will still Hip his lid, but at least there
would be something going for Hari. Right now; he is a little
bit of a loser if you ask nie. Sorry, if I am being mean, But
in some ways, he is. For one thing, he is besotted with Ryan.
“Ryan this, Ryan that,” bugs me no end sometimes. T don't
think this Ryvan guy is all that cool. Wears branded clothes, but
that is only because his parents are loaded. I personally think
behind all this Luv’s aggression there is a vacuum.

See, that is the thing with these 1T guys and their college,
they all are too wrapped up in the bricks and walls to know
who they really are and what they really want. I want to tell
them — before you get all pung-ho about working for the future,
work out your past and present but that will just sound so
grandma-ish and I am, well, so voung.

Well, that is all I shall write for now: I Promise fo write
again, and I promise to be wood. But do not tell Dad and Mom
what 've been babbling about, See, I kept your fast promise
and have not told anyone about your letter to mie how much
ever that broke me, so keep mine, Yes, I know Mom would
not have been able to take it. She hardly speaks these days
anywiag sz_r cﬁa’,mu leave us Eﬁa{vyz? It isn't fair; Jyou know
that, right?

Missing you,

Neha
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students now, alcohol no

longer a novelty. This meant we could

i ify hawvi od
drink less and not throw up every time to certify having a go

¢ i ASONS.
time, We were drowning our sOrrows today for two re

: orki files. the mechanical
Firstly, after a year of working the :

engineering department had coolly rejected Ryan’s lt{be pra]e:..l
. Al | t another viva. When
proposal. Secondly, | had messed up ye :
it came to screwing vivas, [ am the man you want! e
. “Serew the lube project. 1 have wasted mlﬂ much tlm:w -
it. But look at you, Hari. It is so bloody -tfplfjll ﬂil" }'c.ru. " :;
do }'{_ml get so tnngue-tied?" Ryan said, in whose 3
confidence corpuscles flowed larger than red.
“I wish 1 knew." I squinted, frustrated. 2
“You know the answer to the viva questions. You know the

answers, right?" That was Alok.
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I nodded my head. It was pointless. Three years of practice
in vivas did not leave me any less petrified.

“Ryan, you know I hate vivas. But ¢'mon man. You must
fecl like crap,” I said,

“What crap? 1 only did ten night outs on the proposal, the
revised proposal and spent like a hundred hours in the lab. But
in the end, Cherian shot it down. ‘Too aptimistic and fantastic,’
he said. I could wring his bloody neck," Byan announced.

“But you know your idea is good," Alok said flatly.

*OFf course it is. Even Prof Veera thinks so. But Cherian
doesn't, and he is the head. Anyway, screw it.”

“Is it completely over?” [ said.

“From my side. Prof Veera might try private sponsorship
or something, Pretty much over thou gh I should say," Ryan said.

Alok sat quietly, picking his nose and sipping his vodka. It
was disgusting, but it didn't bother me anymore. It is amazing
how habit immunizes you,

I looked fully at Alok. “At least you are happy."

“Happy?" Alok echoed, “good joke.”

“Now what happened?” [ said.

“Nothing. Nothing bloody happens in my life situation,
That is why I am never happy. Sister needs to get married, that
is the latest [ guess.”

Alok had a point. A miserable home, pointless grades and
loser friends was hardly the route to happiness. At least he had
the joy of picking dirt out of his nose in the company of his
friends,

“How's Neha?” Alok said,

“She's fine. That is the only thing that keeps me in IIT,”
[ said,
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“Yeah right. Have you gotten any further though?” Ryan
u know," 1 said.
is much more than
_tied in front

.“Like what? 1 have kissed her now yo
“Yes. but like ten years ago. And there i
You know that right? Or do you get tongu

her as well.”

~ Alok tittered.
“Serew you Ryan,
“But you are that

» 1 said, “Neha is not that type of %i.ﬂl;
Qo make her that way,” he
type of boy.

“How!" i
“] can’t tell you evf_'r:.rthmg.

|1 Once it was dark we decided to

" did go on, and thank god for that. For that mea
Ed r;g:;m' fewer days left in this place.
i “l'li be happy when college is over,

have perfﬁcted the C2D,

" Ryan said and smirked,

return to Kumaon. Time
nt we only had

™ 1 said.
n Mg.k Sﬂld
li'ht lf_"ﬂ_ﬂt Wwe ““fhﬂn was t_he ]ﬂst

wOf course, ‘ o
‘time each of us did his own assignm

a1y still scares me sometimes thnughh
" “Why? The prdfs never read the crap they i
The; Nl never find out,” Ryan dismissed, cocky a :

: " id.
-.“”.“I heard Cherian is anal though, IMD? sa::h it e
"~ We'd find out soon; it was finally time for

: ment or Indem.
o i = . 3 eering and manage j
teaching industrial engin ‘ e ateendig
& ."*‘i'ef the bastard will teach us finally. I am
i

o

" 1 said.
give us carefully.

iy " £ .d.
~any of his classes,” Ryan sai D,” Alok
i :fnu don't have to, It's Hari's course under C2

o
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“Well, at some point I do want Neha to tell her dad about
me. Wouldn't be a good start if [ skip all his classes,” | said.
“I hate him," Ryan said simply. -

No one skipped Cherian’s first class. That is, no one apart from
Ryan. I was curious to see in person the devil who tormented
my girlfriend and my best friend. Others went to see the head
of the mechanical engineering department of the best
engineering college in the country. They said Cherian was 2
perfect 10 in his IIT student days. I didn’t know much about
the man, apart from the fact that his daughter was a perfect
10 to me.

I had reached five minutes early, and for the first time in
three years, had taken a seat in the first row. [ don't know why,
but [ really wanted to do well in his course. Perhaps an A in
Indem might give a good first impression, leading the way for
Neha to introduce me. It just sounded better — “Dad, meet
Hari — the guy who topped your Indem course,” rather than
“Dad, meet Hari. The loser who scraped a C in your course,”

Prof Cherian walked in precisely at nine, and brought with
him a huge pile of books as if he had just robbed a library.

“Pay attention everyone, Let us start with the lecture,” he
began in a firm voice.

There is something about seeing your girlfriend’s parent for
the first time. I couldn't help but notice how Cherian was an
extremely bad replica of Neha. Like her wax-statue had puffed
up first and then begun to melt haph:nzardly. He had the same
jaw and round face like hers, however, his face was twice as

big, with chunks of loose flesh hangir:g where Neha had these
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of Neha's long and
. super-smﬂc-th, taut cheeks. Instead

beautiful hair, Cherian had a bald spot bigger 'ﬁhan a Nirulal 3
hamburger. If she dressed to act in a horror movie, Neha wou
a .

lt:l'::‘11']]{'"'“3 Eh:zjazzmn studies are the essence of Ind.f_-m. As
i 4 ou should be able to reduce human actions t:::
Engmeer::]}r tasks and stop talking there in the third row,
E&::: s:id as he threw a piece of chalk at two E'EUC‘IET‘IIIE who
had found a private joke too good to l'ES-isl sharing it in class.
“Meet your father-in-law," ﬁ]lf:l:: :vl;zzl:::d,
) ike he can eat me alive, -
le':i?:fnh:;rd the whispers and stopped writing on I;llle
board. He turned around and banged a duster on the tad :zn
“No one talks for the next sixty minutes,” he pmrlmulr:ce; -
2 no-nonsense tone that would make Saddam Hussein shudder,
'3 tg;tiiei; formed a cloud as if Cherian had burst a
: nadua: in the classroom. Behind this, one couid barely :z
ﬁ: contorted face. | wondered how Neha had spent 31.1 e: ; )
life living with him, wanting to rescue her that very instant.

I thought of eloping with her, making the escape through the

" roof while Cherian slept. But where would I t:akc- he::? The
r’}mstel was hardly handy, what with all of us sleeping in one

mun(;'iieﬁan‘s first example of time and motion study m;:f
a shirt factory. Let us say there were five workers, l;c:;m:ri iﬁdi
could either make individual shirts each, or one coule g
the shirt making tasks. For instance, the first wnrker c;u o
the cloth, the secorid worker put in the first stitch, the

sews buttons and so on and so forth.
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“This breakdown of tasks is called an assembly line. Byt
you have to ensure that each task is of equal time to avoid
bottlenecks "

Therefore, if cutting cloth took six minutes and the first
stitch took three, two workers could do the first job, “Thjs way,
you can have 3 fast assembly line. Workers focus and get more
skilled at their tasks And what is more, you don't need extra
equipment — like instead of five SCISSOLS, you need only one,”
Cherian said.

It all sounded VETY reasonable. After all, thay 15 what
engineers should do right? Tell workers how to work more
efficiently, thinking up dever Ways to save resources,

“He makes sense,” I said.

“Just take notes. ﬁny'thing can come in the quiz,"” Alek said

The Fatso will remain a loser, | thought, EXCcept at nose,
where his pickings were rich. | mean, | am no great thinker
or anything, but sometimes one does listen in class. All this guy
wanted to do was mug in class and puke in tests. | Lhc:I.;ghl: of
discussing Indem with Ryan,

Sixty minutes later, Cherian put his chalk down. He
modified the shirt example ten times, to show various time and

“Are you stupid. You found this Indem crap intereating,“
Ryan said as I told him about the class,

“Why? Think about it, instead of each persen cutting and
then sewing. . "
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ton sewer, What are they, bloody robots? DB
- ':'N just being smart, See if you apply the op

TS o0, .
f-‘:l“atéﬂ"' -. the equation. What do you want the worker t-la sn:;r

L TEW -

L Lﬂ That I made ten shirts tndny? Or that | cut ﬁff:y pie 5

- hcl'ml:-? Do you realize how mind-numbing each job wi
of cloth?

;111 . y
Ecome? : . Pl
- is silly™ 1 said, “it is about lmpmw:-d ethi cy:
“That is silly, ;

is own shirt and
“But what if each worker wants to make his own % "
i5 | erian crap,
to improve the design? It is just the same Ch
wants : i
treat humans like mindless machines. i
“1 think you should attend his class, Ryan. I ¢

it. He seemed to make sense. b it |
“Of course, he makes sense to you, You

l rh -“ - - -
daugiter tl?:: flP“ ]ist come to class all right, It is high time
w W, § |

"
you give this system a chance. s
J “It’s a screwed up system, 50 no more

5 1]
i “an. cog it
me the assignment so I ca g

-date. A walk-
I met Neha outside the insti gatt‘: fﬂll' ﬂd“{ri'llk ad:;:lg walk to
date is where you go with your glrlfnﬁn‘ or i Moy

fresh air artd quality conversation, ,0 ; a, :

get some ing about walk-dates is that they are
say so. The real great thing a : turn to fill Rvan’s
free. To me, nearly broke as it WE15- o hoice. Neha :;hnse
scooter tank last time, it was the obvious choice.

nearby villages.
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“Sa, tell me. What did you think of my Dad?™ Neha said
as if she expected me to jump in excitement.

“Don’t really know him, but pretty strict [ think. How dg
you live with him?®

“You know he is really impressed by pood students, [ hope
you are going to do well in his course.”

“T'am trying. But I have never got an A. And he gives like
a dozen assignments a week. Plus
that [ hate. ™

“Ifyoudo getan A, Il probably tell him that we are friends.”
“Well, T am trying. Anyway, where are we walking to?”
“Tust keep walking, I have a place in mind.”

[ kept silent, hoping she had thought of a secluded place,
That is all one wants when one is dating, an empty place with
nothing to do, no one around. Yet, you see dozens of fast-food
places, cinemas, and ice-cream parlours,
crowd. Why don't they just
rooms instead?

Neha took me through a mud-path

village, A few semi-naked kids looked at
were a different species,

there is a viva component

all targeting the dating::
make rows and rows of empty

that led to Katwaria
us curiously as if we
Two buffaloes loose from their sheds
were also taking an evening walk, and one seemed to follow us.

“Are you sure you know where we are going?” | asked
doubtfully,

“Of course, I am, See that temple at the end of this path,
over there.”

I squinted my eyes. There was a temple flag, around a
kilometre away. After a while, the buffalo fﬂﬂmving us gave up
on the idea, and the two of us were alone,
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We reached the temple and sat down at the parapet nil' Ihi
nuglef:t{’.d steps. A stray snoozing dog f}PEI‘iE(! an eye to ::nit
At us. In front of the temple was a railway |u1?'. I guesse
was for the Delhi ring railway, the local city train that no one
really used and ran only once every couple of !1ﬂur5. y

‘-:'What is this temple doing in the middle of nowhere?" |
said, casually picking up her hand. The dog didn’t care, and
no one else was really around.

“] think only some villagers use it on special days. But I
like it here,” Neha said, leaning against me. :

We kissed, T don't really know who started it. T!';at is the
cool thing about having a steady girlfriend. You don’t have to
struggle every time you want to kiss. But that was the Farth;'.:-‘.l
you -r.:nuld go with Neha. I put my hand on her .shnuldr_:r Tr
support. Then in a completely planned but seemingly
unintentional manner [ let it slip down toward her chest. Maybe
this time her reflexes wouldn’t be as strong.

“No!" Neha said the moment it got interesting. She pushed
me away and sat up.

“You are so beautiful,” I said, trying to be as mellow as
possible. | ,

“Shut up," she said and giggled, “your corny lines aren't
going to get you anywhere. Have some shame, we are near a
temple.”

Yeah right, I thought. As if kissing next to a temple was oka
but somehow the classic ‘slide the hand carelessly down' was
not. Neha, [ tell you, is the queen of contradictions.

I tried to get close to her again, it was useless to argue,

“Just kisses. You know this is wrong,” she warned.
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We did our making out, or rather me-trying-to-make-out
routine for half an hour, after which she had to go home or
something. We stood up, threw the dog a last glance and started
walking back.

“Do you know my brother died on those tracks?” she said.

I hadn't really heard much about how her brother died.
Gory stories kind of just put me off but 1 guess guys have to
listen to their girlfriends. “Really? No, I didn’t know. How did
it happen?”

“I still remember the date, May 11. Bhaiyya had gone for
2 jog. We got the call mid-morning. I mean, Dad got the call.
He told us only in the evening and I .. .wasn't even allowed
to go see the body.” Her voice began to quiver,

We were nearing the village, so I wasn’t sure if 1 should
let her cry on my shoulder. But she herself chose to, and |
couldn't do much.

“Neha, it’s okay,” I said, conscious of two urchins staring |
at us. The only time they had probably seen a guy and a girl
embrace was on screen.

She only moved away from me when the number of kids
watching us had gi}he up to eight.

“Wow; now where did they come from?" She wiped her
eyes. The eight kids, mostly naked, looked at us intently as if
they were watching a film. :

“See, she is a heroine,” I said to the kids.

“Raveena Tandon,” said a three-year old in the crowd.

Neha started to laugh, much to my relief, given her moods
tended to be long.

We walked further, until we came close enough to campus
where we adopted separate paths,
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i R is ¢ topper to him
“Perhaps | can intraduce you as his course topp

; inke alki head.
o dav.” She winked, walking a
5’0'“] 'u'-'a.fltt:d the prescribed five minutes and then headed for

campus. Was [ in love with her? 1 kicked a pebble out of my
way; if only she wouldn't be so go-:-d all the time!



