


Cover Page :
MEERA VEERABADRAN

| M.A. Fine Arts



STELLA MARIS COLLEGE

1975



i

Gnanodaya Press,
11, Anderson Street,
Madras - 600001



Contents

Fditorial

Modern Parable

Am I my brothers’ keeper ?

True Scenes (Tamil)

National Service Corps

Adult Literacy (Tamil)

Social Awareness—in action

We have become Aware

Pulicat Calls again

An experience

Leadership, XXI

English speaking course for Bus Conductors
The College—School Complex—1974-"75
Social Awareness as a P. U, sees it
Whither Courtesy ?

Call of the Poor (Hindi)

Social Awareness (Tamil)

English Poem

Social Awareness (Hindi)

Realité

Jasmine Bath

God and Beauty (Tamil)

The Chemist and Social Awareness
Poem

Repentance (Tamil)

La Jeunnesse Indienne

vii

10
12.
13

15
16
17

19
21

22

23
24
25
28
29
33
35
35
38
39
40
43

iti



iv

Poem (Tamil)

Social Awareness in the Indian Novel
Helping Others (Sanskrit)

Look the other way

Truth is not hidden (Hindi)

The Road to Nowhere

The Quest of the Modern Mind
Sea of Life (Tamil)
Bharati—Nature Poet (Tamil)
You are a Cliché

In Memoriam

A Record of Service

Amateur Astronomers in Kavalur and Bangalore
Zoologists on Tour

World Hindi Convention and Me
The Union Speaks

Gaslight

Cultural Programme

Poetry Workshop

Club Reports

Sports Round-up

Hostel Day

AICUF

OSA

University Examination Results

44
45
48
49
51
51
53
56
. 56
61
62
63
67
68
69

73
74
77
78
84
86
87
91
w102



MEERA SITARAMAN,
I M.A. Fine Arts.



Editorial

*“If more people were for people,

All people everywhere

There’d be a lot less people to worry about -
And a lot more people who care.”

The term ‘Social Awareness’ has fired the imagination of our
students and staff this year. Almost all the college activities have
been focussed in creating an awareness in us—that we are not the
only pebbles on the beach—a clarion call to cast off our selfishness
and become people in the real sense of the word. All of us are
talking about this new phenomenon, but few realize its implications.

Social Awareness......... is to be aware of ourselves as belonging
to a society more than half of which is below the poverty line.........
aware of ourselves as individuals who are thriving on the sweat of
the working class—they diminish as we grow. It means being aware
of our responsibilities to society, ‘“the awful daring of a moment’s
surrender,” a surrender of self to create other selves. Social aware-
ness means......... being aware of ourselves as persons with potential,
who can make or mar those around us. It means a deliberate
shattering of illusion to face the stark reality, of being aware of the
people around us, on the street, in the classroom at home, as
persons, no matter what their position, class or creed.

This year being Women’s International Year, the term acquires
a special significance. We must become increasingly aware of our
role as women in society—women who work and participate in social
activities, who realize that political problems concern them and their
families. But we also run the risk of being totally pre-occupied with
a single perspective which could be an obstacle to our full develop~
ment and evolution. We must take great care—because to become
an individual one must not become the instrument of too limited a
social order.
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Social awareness is the first step to social action. We who
affirm that we are ‘socially aware’, who almost see before our eyes
the slow degeneration that is taking place in society, cannot sit back.
We must act to bring about a change for the better—a change which
is imminent and unavoidable, and which lies in our power. But to
change society we must first start with ourselves. The change must
take place within each one of us—a re-awakening a remouldinrg and
broadening of our ideas and attitudes with regard to those around
us. It is only then that we can unite to break down narrow social
barriers and awake into that heaven of freedom which Tagore
visualised.

““One man’s voice can’t shout and make them hear,
Two men’s voices can’t shout and make them hear
But if two and two and fifty make a million

We'll see that day come around.”

Bilkhis Sait .. TM.A.

Cecelia, E. v
Chitra Jaganathan .
Hannah Azariah »
Jayanthi Parthasarathy i
Jayashree Doraiswamy ’
Jayashree Parthasarathy »»
Jessie D’Souza ’s
Jyostna Nath ’»
Meena Veerabhadran .
Meera Sitaraman '
Nirmala Parthasarathy .
Sowmya Varadarajan . .
Usha Chari -
Staff : Mrs. Seetha Srinivasan

Mrs. Prem Kishore
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A Modern quable

There was a factory which employed thousands of people. Its production line
was a miracle of modern engineering turning out thousands of machines everyday. The
factory had a high accident rate. The complicated machinery of the production line
took little account of human error, forgetfulness, or ignorance. Day after day, men
came out of the factory with squashed fingers, cuts, burns. Sometimes a man would
lose an arm or a leg. Occasionally someone was electrocuted or crushed to death.

Enlightened people began to see that something needed to be done. First on the
scene were the churches. An enterprising minister organised a small first-aid tent
outside the factory gate. Soon, with the backing of the Council of Churches, it grew
into a properly built clinic, able to give first-aid to quite serious cases and to treat
minor injuries. The town council became interested, together with local bodies like the
Chamber of Commerce and the Rotary Club.

The clinic grew into a small hospital with modern equipment, an operating
theatre, and a full-time staff of doctors and nurses. Several lives were saved. Finally,
the factory management, seeing the good that was being done and wishing to prove
itself enlightened, gave the hospital its official backing, with unrestricted access to the
factory, a small annual grant, and ambulance to speed serious cases from workshop to
hospital ward.

But, year by year, as production increased, the accident rate continued to rise.
More and more men were hurt and maimed. And in spite of everything the hospital
could do, more and more people died from the injuries they received. Only then did
some people begin to ask if it was enough to treat people’s injuries, while leaving
untouched the machinery that caused them.

By kind courtesy: ‘“Action and Development™.

Am | my Brother’s Keeper?

When the voice of God spoke to the first born of Man; an awe-inspiring question
was uttered : “ Cain, where is your brother?” *“These words,” said Father Ceyrac,
“are wonderful words for me. If each one of us asks this same question — Where is
my brother — here in this vast city, in the dark hovels of misery, in the slums, on the
over-crowded pavements, then half the battle is won”. He was speaking in the con-
text of social injustice in India, of everyday problems besetting our millions of brothers
and sisters, of which perhaps we all knew but had never been keenly aware.

We all know perhaps that in India the gap between the rich and the poor is very
wide. While the rich live in the lap of luxury, the poor do not even make it to the
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knees of comfort. It would be no exaggeration to say that the present economic crisis
has hardly affected the rich who continue along the ‘primrose way’ of gala spending in
spite of the hike in prices. The poor man on the other hand has always been haunted
by the spectre of starvation. Now, in these hard times, day to day living has become
a grim question of survival. In India the poor man has even demonstrated the meek-
ness of a lamb, the patience of a donkey, the endurance of an ox. How much longer
before he reaches the breaking point ?

While things are mounting to a crisis in this way, we wonder what the role of the
‘enlightened” community is. Hitherto, education has also been responsible for creat-
ing division between the rich and the poor, the educated have emerged as a class by
themselves, distinguished by their celestial aloofness from the problems of the
community. But now, when things are coming to a head, when in our suffering
millions of countrymen we can recognise the peasant on the eve of the French Revolu-
tion, or his starving counterpart on the eve of the Red Revolution, the educated
community can no longer be complacent. Perhaps we are all basically selfish and
whatever we do must be motivated with a view to self-preservation. Or perhaps there
is truly an awakening of conscience in all of us. Whatever it is, I consider it a hopeful
sign that we are no longer academically asking the question ‘What is poverty?’ instead
we ask ourselves, ‘Why does it exist? Why should it exist?’ It is a giant step
forward in our humanisation.

A change of heart is therefore a pre-requisite in any scheme for social justice.
Unless there is a willing personal commitment to social justice, nothing can be done.
For, whatever we undertake by way of positive action to bring about social justice would
lack the vital human element : a warmth of personality and a genuine compassion that
make the simplest of actions— a helping hand reaching out to a brother or sister — ever
so much more meaningful.

But this alone is not enough. It is not enough to say that we are concerned
about the under-privileged. For there has been enough of talking in every sphere of
life in India. Feeling without Action is just as meaningless as Action without Feeling.
The crying need is for positive Action. Now. Each one of us could give of ourselves
to projects aimed at the eradication of social evils. We are needed in the slums of
Madras, in the Corporation Schools, at Social Service Centres, in Literacy Projects, and
even in the college to devise and plan employment for poor women. The possibilities
are endless and it is encouraging to note that already, in our college, many classes are
translating their enthusiasm and feelings into positive action.

This mood of buoyant optimism is threatened. There is a tendency among
chronic pessimists to quench the effervescent spirit of Youth and Hope. Visions of a
great and prosperous India are blighted by fearful questions for these pessimists would
ask: ‘“What is the use of doing all this? The task ahead is stupendous. And even if
we work in the slums it is not going to solve India’s myriad problems : poverty, famine,



Precisely. But we cannot admit defeat even before we start. Besides, it would
be intolerable if we sit back and do nothing. It would be criminal not to feel concern,
not to help.................. We might zs well share the guilt of Cain, his careless, facetious
unconcern after a murder: “Am I my brother’s keeper 7.

On the other hand, if we contribute our mite towards social justice, though it
might be the veriest drop in the ocean, only then will we be justified in living. A dying
nation might then be given a new lease of life.

Miss HARIPRIYA, M.A.,
Assistant Professor of English
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National Service Corps

So long as we love, we serve; so long as we are loved by others
I would almost say that we are indispensable and no man is
useless while he has a friend.

- R. L. Stevenson

But, alas! Many a man is compelled to live ‘sans’ a friend, while we are loved by.
others. But so long as we are loved, we love also, and as we love, we serve. Over
two hundred enthusiastic volunteers guided by staff and student leaders, commenced
work in late June 1974 soon after being enrolled in the National Service Scheme.

At the commencement of the year, three members were chosen to attend a
“ Leadership Training Course” for a week at the Community Service Centre. The three
volunteers then joined the staff-in-charge to form a Planning Forum, which was con-
vened to guide and plan the activities of the various projects of the National Service
Scheme. This Forum, a new venture, proved to be a great help towards better organi-
sation and greater co-ordination among the various projects. Student leaders were
elected for each project and conducted weekly meetings for their groups, in an attempt
to evaluate their work and to plan the work for the following week. A meeting was
held every week, in which the members of the Planning Forum and the leaders of the
varjous projects met to exchange reports and to discuss pressing problems and possible
solutions.

A general body meeting on the 28th of July initiated the volunteers into social
service. Various experiences were related and brief accounts were given of the activities
of each project during the previous years.

At the Hospitals :

Hospitals have been major centres for N.S.S. activities and for the year 1974-75,
“three hospitals were iricluded in the list of projects — General Hospital, Royapettah
Hospital and Mental Hospital.

The members of the General Hospital project included twenty five eager volun-

“ teers who commenced work with mixed feelings — of fear, anticipation and enthusiasm
—in a world of pain, anxiety and suffering. Their work embraced various sections of
the hospital —the General Women’s Ward, the Children’s Ward and the Institute of
Neurology. In the Women’s and Children’s Wards, cases were found which were at
times as complex as suicide attempts and sometimes as simple as a burnt finger. The
girls helped the nurses and doctors in offering consolation, sympathy and service to the
patients. The Institute of Neurology displayed pitiful cases of strokes and disabilities.
Besides offering companionship, the girls engaged themselves in filling forms, recording
the necessary information about the patients with whom they were able to communicate.
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Feast days were celebrated and the volounteers’ attempts filled the Chi‘]drcn’s Ward
with gay laughter in an atmosphere of festivity. The end of this year has left us sadder,
it is true, but wiser, aware of the stark reality of suffering and aware of a few solutions,

At the Royapettah Hospital we rendered similar service as at General Hospital,
but it presented certain problems which were peculiar to this set-up. The enthusiastic
but inexperienced volunteers were not given as warm a welcome as they might have
expected, but have in the course of the year, succeeded in winning the hearts of the
hospital staff as well as of the patients. The volunteers visited the Men’s, Women’s and
Children’s Wards where they rendered practical help, such as taking temperatures,
taking blood pressures, distributing medicines, and also offering words of comfort and
consolation to unhappy and frustrated patients.

They also worked in the Burns and the Orthopaedic Departments. The members
have been rewarded for their endeavours by small tokens of appreciation such as cards
and letters which reveal the impact they have made on the patients.

The volunteers for social service at the Mental Hospital, Kilpauk were deeply
moved and inspired by a convincing talk by the psychologist, Mrs. G. Menon. They
were warned early that their service would be restricted to the children’s section, where
nine girls concentrated in bringing out talents latent in the children — children who were
in a confused state of mind as a result of ill-treatment. The girls were greeted with
dismal failures at first but were almost stubborn in their determination to help the retard-
ed children. Now, they have been fortunate enough to see that their attempts have
been fruitful. The children have responded to their kindness and were cheerful when
they were taken on a day’s ‘spree’ to the beach. The attempts to communicate with
the adult patients were, however, not too successful.

At the Corporation School :

The twenty-four volunteers working at the Damodhar Corporation School were
exposed to an entirely different aspect of the life and problems of the underprivileged.
They were guided by their aim to improve'the standard of education in the Corporation
School in the vicinity. The volunteers’ first visit to the school premises proved dis-
heartening - the students were unruly and a general atmosphere of disorder prevailed.
The girls were compelled to display sufficient enthusiasm for both the Corporation
School children as well as themselves. They began by probing into the situation and
unveiled the major problem that there were no extra-curricular activities to speak of.
Now that the girls had a starting point, they set off with firm determination and intro-
duced weekly cultural programmes known as the ‘“ Manavar Manram™. These pro-
grammes instilled enthusiasm in the students. On Parents’ Day, prizes were awarded
and the invitation cards were painted by the school students themselves. Once a con-
genial relationship was established between the volunteers and the students, the former
turned their attention towards their studies. The girls made the classes as interesting
as possible by attaching amusing anecdotes to the most dreary of lessons. They. have
discovered and exploited the talents of the students and have firmly established them-
selves in the hearts of the once “little horrors . .



At the Harijan Hostels :

Two sets of N. S. S. members were involved in the Harijan Hostels at Adyar
and Kilpauk. Their work is similar but they also find that no two places are alike and
some of the problems faced by the residents of the Adyar Hostel are very different from
those faced by those living in the Kilpauk Hostel. One of the first aspects that struck
the volunteers to the Adyar Hostel was the living conditions of the girls whose ages
ranged from eight to eighteen. The volunteers resorted to the simple methods of
improving hygiene — they scrubbed and swept the Hostel clean from wall to wall with
the help of the girls. Once ‘rapport’ was established, the girls were willing to be guided.
Extra-curricular activities were introduced such as singing, dancing, gardening and
handwork. Celebrations were held to mark occasions such as Independence Day, and
festivals like Deepavali and Pongal. The girls revealed their competitive spiritin sports.
Two camps, one in September and the other in January, succeeded ininstilling a feeling
of oneness among the girls. The volunteers were struck by the pathetic living condi-
tions and food habits of the gitls, and the fact that the girls still managed to maintain
their “joie de vivre”. This jolted them into action and they approached Mr. Balraj,
the Director of Harijan Hostels, and solved some of the problems in consultation with
him.

The volunteers to Harijan Hostel, Kilpauk, were also greeted by eager young
girls quite willing to learn new activities and to enjoy the company of girls hailing from
a different background. Teaching, the members realised, required a great deal of
patience. The girls were not able to grasp new methods very quickly but their interest
proved encouraging. They realised the value of the help they were receiving and were
quick in responding with their affection and goodwill. The volunteers to both hostels
have found that their work has not just created in them an insight into the problems of
the underprivileged but has also filled them with a burning desire to do their best for
them.

Adult Literacy :

Adult Literacy, although a project which commenced in 1968, has proved to be a
most difficult task. How does a young girl give advice to women who have raised
families, faced births and deaths, lived through joys and sorrows — experiences she has
never had in her life ? This was the uphill task faced by twenty students who volunteered
for this project. They worked thrice a week, each girl teaching five women. The
women often walked in late with valid excuses — they had to cook for the family, they
had to wait for their turn at the water pump. They were most doubtful about their
ability to grasp the intricate art of reading and writing after so many years. But the
students hit upon interesting methods. They recounted an anecdote and then chose the
important words and phrases in the story. The women found it easy to grasp their
meaning as they connected the words with the story. They were each allotted a little
garden plot where they raised vegetables and greens. They learnt about budgeting,
health and hygiene, and the importance of these was brought out through films. On
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festive occasions the girls put up ‘skits’, sang songs and entertained the women. They
were rewarded when the women had a valedictory fuaction when they enacted a play
and sang songs. It was heart-warming to find people who were so much older and
who bélonged to a different social set-up communicating so well.

Narikuravar Gypsy School :

The Narikuravar Gypsy School is a new venture and so the owner of the school
as well as our volunteers work together to establish this still insecure school as firmly
as possible, To control children ranging from five to eleven years is no easy task
and the volunteers’ imagination was constantly at work exploring new methods which
would prove of interest to the little gypsies. Three committees were formed and the
volunteers of each group devoted themselves to their particular field. of activity.
Finance is a pressing problem, and the girls are helping them by selling stamps. The
volunteers are very eager to continue their work for they feel that in time, they will be
able to do a great deal for the school.

Slum Development Projects :

The Slum Development Projects are the most complex of projects as they
include every aspect of the lives of the underprivileged. The Gram Street Slum has
been a centre of service for several years and rapport has been established firmly
between the students and the slum-dwellers. This year, the volunteers went to the
slum with a deceptive assurance, fecling that the path had already been paved for them.
But, almost before they entered the slum, they found that they had a great deal of work
to do. They formed a committee of the slum dwellers and impressed upon them the
importance of getting personally involved in problems. They pointed out that the slum
dwellers themselves contribute towards the uplift of the slum by approaching the
authorities, and demanding their rights. They were very successful in this, as the
committee approached the authorities and small lights and taps were fixed in the slums.
The children were taken on a camp to Tonakela with the S. S. Puram slum children.
A night school was started with some literate men who volunteered to teach the
children. A food stall was set up to collect money and a jumble sale was held at the
slum when clothes were sold at low rates to the people. The money collected from
both sales were used towards improving the slum conditions.

The orientation course given by the N.S.S. staff on the social problem which
India faces, motivated some volunteers to work at the Sivashanmughapuram slum.
As this slum is a new field of activity, the slum-dwellers were understandably hostile and
the confident students soon found their confidence slipping. They set out with great
determination to organize the people of the community. They first established a close
contact with the children who were affectionate. In September a “ Youth against Dirt
and Disease” camp was held at the slum, sponsored by the University. Various
committees were formed such as Sanitation, Education, Health, Ration Cards and
Maintenance Committees with the guidance of various important representatives from
the Slum Clearance Board.
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Pits were dug for the disposal of éarbage, street lamps were installed, Health
films were shown, a night school was started and new ration cards were issued. Thus
in every field, action-oriented schemes were a success. The conditions have improved
a great deal and the girls are now able to understand the problems and harsh realities
of society, and they have acquired a sense of responsibility and are actively concerned
about the welfare of their fellowmen.

R. RADHIKA,
I B.A. (Sociology).
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Social Awareness — In Action

The hand of friendship :

“The living need more charity than the dead” said George Arnold. We realised
the truth of this statement after a visit to the school for the Deaf in Teynampet. Our
class, the first year B. Sc. Maths, was involved in this part of the Social Awareness pro-
gramme under which several schemes had been started in the college.

Saturday afternoon was found to be convenient and though the original enthu-
siasm dwindled a little during the course of the year, we were warmly encouraged by
Sister Leonie-Mary and Mrs. Rajeswari. This kept us going and soon we found that
something really worthwhile was happening. Our main aim was to get to know the
students personally and help them in any little way we could.

On our first day at the school we found most of the students in the playground.
The older ones came forward to meet us. At first we found it difficult to start a con-
versation for we did not know how to communicate with the deaf. But we were all
eager to make friends with them and soon we got them “‘talking” (One can use the word
‘talk’ because they really did try to talk) and even when we didn’t understand them
sometimes, we pretended we did because we did not want to hurt them.

We went there almost every Saturday afternoon visiting their classroom and
their hostel alternately. We could communicate more easily with the older groups of
children, We talked to the students individually about their homes and families (if they
had any) and we would speak to them without using gestures so that we could encou-
rage them to lip read. Some of us helped the girls with their homework, corrected their
letters for them, played games with them and even taught them to play chess. Subse-
quent visits made us such a familiar part of their lives that some of them would chide
us in a friendly manner if one or another of us failed to turn up on a Saturday. It was
gratifying to know that they enjoyed our visits.

We realised that much more than any material help, these children needed our
friendship to place them on an equal footing and we soon forgot about their handicap
which was what they wanted us to do. We would often compare notes about our
studies—their sincerity and diligence constantly put us to shame and looking at their
note books and their delicate embroidery we found ourselves speechless. If they learnt
from us, we learnt a lot from them too. We managed to contribute Rs. 50/- towards
their scheme to set up two Television sets in the school. We were glad to do our little bit.

We have not only made ourselves aware of people less fortunate than us, we
have accepted the responsibility of doing our best for them. What is more, we have
made them aware that.all the world is not so insensitive as they may sometimes think.

SANDHYA RAMASWAMY,
(Co-ordinator)
I. B.Sc. Mathematics
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Experiences and Impressions : Gram Street

Work in the Gram Street'Slum has been going on for several years now, and this
year we’ve succeeded in getting people more INVOLVED. They aired their ills and
grievances at a meeting for slum dwellers that we held at Stella Maris. At last our
dream of making the people realise that only they can contribute most for the uplift of
Gram Street had come true. This was a vital turning point, and henceforth we found
that they took an active interest and worked in close co-ordination with us. Their
enthusiasm saw the opening of the night school by the Harijan Welfare Minister. Young
men volunteered to teach children after hours of heavy work. The course that they
attended at Stella Maris helped them to tide over their problems and improve their tea-
ching techniques. Undoubtedly, we had some harrowing experiences that depressed us,
but thanks to our co-ordinator, Sr. Maddelena, we always managed to see the bright
side of things. The children in Gram Street were a lovable lot.” We had gay times
during the combined camp with the S.S. Puram children which we organized at
Tonekala.

We conducted meetings and intensive work camps on nutrition and hygiene
during the September holidays, and encouraged them in their attempts to solve their
own problems. It was a big day in Gram Street, when two street lamps and waterpumps
were installed. The women were a little wary about the Small Saving Scheme that we
tried to introduce. We persuaded three women to join the scheme and though it sounds
a paltry number it was definitely a breakthrough. Funds were raised by putting up food
stalls and by selling cards. A clothes collection campaign was held at college and we
plan to sell them to the Gram Street people at reasonable rates.

Our visits to Gram Street made us realise that there should not be any ‘Donts’
enforced on them but that gentle persuasion worked wonders. It was generally felt that
with a little more co-operation and less of party feeling, the people in Gram Street will
soon see better days.

RoOSALINE ROCHE,
IIT B.A. Literature

We Have Become Aware

The staff and students of the Department of Economics have become increasingly
interested in studying the socio-economic conditions of our “Neighbours’” — workers,
villagers, people who are less previleged — with a view to finding some solution to their
problems. This enthusiasm has been accentuated this year by the fresh outburst of
social awareness in the college.

Our studies ranged from surveys of working women’s conditions in low income
groups to an analysis of the amazing transformation of Tharamani — an agricultura)
village into a suburb of Madras City.
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We surveyed the households of sixty four casually employed women among the
poorer sections of the city and found that 539, of these women were ‘self employed’,
mostly as vendors while 369, were domestic servants receiving appalling low wages,
often way below Rs. 25/- per month. The surprising fact was that these women were
not unduly perturbed by this state of affairs. The vendors apparently were not so
badly off. Another glaring feature that struck one almost immediately was the high
rate of illiteracy. 349, of the women were illiterates despite the availability of free
educational opportunities. It is imperative that intensive adult literacy programmes
should be got under way among these women. In comparison, the women employed in
Government offices as clerks or typists seemed to be in a better position even though
clerical types of jobs undertaken by graduates seemed highly inconsistent with their
level of education. It was found that dissatisfaction with jobs was strongly prevalent
among the unmarried employed, while 569, of the married women were satisfied with
their jobs which were probably only secondary means to supplement the household
income. About 909, of these women workers expressed a desire to continue in their
jobs even though only 809 of the unmarried and 569, of the married had taken up
jobs voluntarily. This fact throws some light on the difference between the ability to
_join the labour force and the willingness to enter the labour market among the women
in urban areas. While the need for taking up jobs exists among middle class women, a
great proportion of these, if given the option would not want to work. For many
married women there is no option — taking up jobs and shouldering the burden of
household responsibilities seem to be indispensable to make both ends meet.

Contrary to the contentions of Coale and Hoover, the city working women in
our sample seemed to feel that a successful combination of career and family life was
possible and feasible. Our statistics revealed one unusual feature, that is, the propor-
tion of women who felt that a career and family life was incompatible were the
unmarried women. This goes to show that our educated girls assume responsibility
only after marriage — that is, only when the actual situation arises!

Next, we turned our eyes to Tharamani which in 1949 was a specimen of a
flourishing agricultural village but is now more or less an extension of the city suburbs
with all its vissicitudes. What had happened was not so much a transition as a
‘desolation’. The advent of the I.I.T. had sounded the death knell of agriculture and
the rural exodus into Madras city began the absorption of Tharamani into the LI T,
campus. The “Villagers” who did not find employment in the city went to work at the
I.LT. which we discovered, was the major employer in these parts. People wallow in
poverty with meagre incomes and irrational spending patterns; every ‘“‘villager’ was in
debt, and was borrowing beyond his means while the women in their huts bravely try
to keep their fires burning. The situation is an ““interlocking mesh of vicious circles”.

What we need is not a grand village improvement scheme but a self-awareness
scheme to motivate the villagers who are so calmly resigned to their fates.

Our surveys no doubt were limited in scope and size, but the lessons we learned
through direct contact with people enriched our awareness. |
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More than ever before, we have become conscious of the stark realities of life,
of the struggles of the working class; but we need to penetrate deeper to become aware
of the complexities of their day-to-day lives before we can go into action and attempt
to find solutions to their problems.

Knowledge comes through learning and experience and wisdom lingers — the
wisdom to discern the root cause of social injustice so that our awareness can light up
new vistas of change and progress.

STAFF AND STUDENTS,
Department of Economics

Pulicat Calls Again .. ... ..

The camp at Pulicat organised for the
History students from the 26th to the 29th Decem-
ber 1974, aimed at creating an awareness in the
people of their problems, and awakening in them
a desire for self-improvement. The programme for
the three days was drawn up in consultation with
the staff of the Social Work Department.

The first day started with a fruitful discussion

with the Panchayat leaders and elders of the village.

The deepening of the estuary, the non-availability

of drinking water and the lack of rice supply in the ration shops were the most pressing

problems. The medical check-up the next morning brought us a pleasant surprise-

anxious mothers took the trouble to bring their little ones for a check-up. Of the

hundred and fifty babies, the healthiest five were awarded prizes of new clothes. The

evening of the same day brought a large gathering of young and old to view some

interesting films on village development, parent-teacher co-operation in the education
of their children, family planning and the like.

The last day of the camp was scheduled for sports which was thoroughly enjoyed
by young and old, at the end of which prizes were distributed. Our spare moments
during the three days were spent in getting to know the villagers and visiting the ancient
cemetery which contained valuable monuments and inscriptions in Portuguese. We
copied these inscriptions for a thorough study of the history of Pulicat at a later date.

To us students, the camp was a unique experience of living and working together.
More important, it was an occasion to make our learning fruitful in service. We hope
that our efforts, though at present but drops of water, will help to make a mighty ocean
and lead to the substantial progress of the village.

S. SUMATHY,
111 B.A. (History)
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An Experience

“T shall kill you. You should be in the hospital while I am in prison”, he
snarled.

“I don’t care. I°ll not budge from this place. The child belongs to me,” she
retorted. v

“You bitch! Have you got any sense? Leave this child alone. Otherwise
I'll thrash you,” he yelled.

Thoroughly confused and moved to tears by the quarrel between her parents, the
child went near her mother for protection. Still unaware that she was the root cause
of their conflict the child cast terrified glances towards her father. A man stood with
a knife in his hands, the wife crouched in a corner. Vessels and boxes were scattered
everywhere.

What is all this about? Can you guess? Is it a rehearsal going on for the inter-
year dramatics competition in the college? Or a bit of a dialogue from any film? Is
it a drunkard talking to his wife ?

The last guess is partly correct. It is a slum dweller of S. S. Puram arguing with
his wife.

This is an episode which occurred during our Y.A.A.D. Camp in S. S. Puram in
September. The children having seen the usual scene ran to their blocks to spread this
news. More men and women streamed in.

1 stood, baffled. Sumathi asked me whether we could get involved in the
situation. I couldn’t think straight. Sumathi quietly approached him and gently
called to him. Immediately he turned towards her. ‘Sir, please don’t do that. Drop
that knife. You must not quarrel before that child. You are setting a bad example to
her. Don’t you know that a child’s mind is like wet cement. Whatever you have said
and done will make an indelible impression on her. Of course, both mother and father
have an equal share in the upbringing of the child. So, you should bring her upina
peaceful atmosphere’. Sumathi continued on these lines. He seemed to give a patient
hearing to what she said and dropped that knife. She requested him to take the child
out for a walk. She added, “Before going to bed this night do think over the matter.
Don’t give room for such an incident in future”. The man promised to do so. “No
one could have handled it better,” I said to Sumathi. We walked out of the place with
a triumphant feeling of having done our bit in preventing the quarrel from taking a
worse turn.

During our subsequent visits, we learned that the ‘hero” of this incident is
leading a quiet life free from ill-feelings and misunderstanding. He still remembers us
with gratitude. It is extremely heartening to us to know that he strives to live as an
understanding and considerate father and husband.

| M. D. RoHIN],
1 B.A.
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Leadership - XXI

The aim of this ambitious programme by Stella Maris College was to create
youth leaders for the India of Tomorrow. A small group of young people was selected
from the various women’s colleges in Madras. It was an odd assortment of girls who
arrived at the Community Welfare Centre, Kilpauk. Hardly anyone knew the other.
After the Vice-Chancellor, Mr. Sundaravadivelu’s address, we had a short coffee break
which established an atmosphere of friendliness.

-~ The programme, an intensive course in leadership training, was packed with
lectures, seminars, discussions and field visits. Our first lecture was on ‘Leadership and
Communication’ by Mr. G. V. N. Mudaliar of “Tube Investments”. The most interest-
ing item of the day, however, was our field visit to the Mercy Home for Destitutes.
We began with the Children’s Ward which was spotlessly clean and well maintained.
Here we saw babies suffering from malnutrition, invalid and diseased ones, and some
who were orphaned. But a trait which was common to them all was the smile they had
for every visitor. This could not be ignored — we had to respond to it. After some
time spent with them we passed on to the next ward where we were in direct contact
with suffering humanity - the chronically ill, the mentally retarded and the disabled. It
was an overwhelming experience. Finally we were led into the ward where the
incurably ill were. We sensed at once the despair and hopelessness here - the patients
gazed fixedly and unseeingly - how could we help ?

The next day began with a lecture by Mr. M. T. Paul on “Understanding One-
self and Others”. Mr. K. N. George delivered a very impressive and dynamic lecture on
“Student Leadership”. He was a revolutionary speaker who inspired us to exercise
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student rights to the utmost to achieve a good end. That evening we visited the Bala
Vihar - the school for the mentally retarded children. It was definitely a new experience
to talk to these children who were so trusting and affectionate. From here we proceed-
ed to T. P. Chathiram and we were conducted around the slum.

We looked forward to the next day, for it was going to be devoted entirely to
Public Relations. It was conducted by the Institute of Public Relations and Manage-
ment. Experts in the field like Mr. Haksar and Mr. Barathan spoke to us. The camp
was definitely not one of all work and no play, though. In the evenings we relaxed and
were entertained by the ingenious creations of the Recreation Committee which we had
formed. ’

Thursday began with a series of lectures and discussions. The topic of the day
was ‘Indian Social Problems and Needs.” Dr. Srinivas spoke on ‘Disease and Disabili-
ties’, Mrs. Viji Srinivasan on ‘Slums’, Mrs. Singh on ‘The Socially Handicapped’ and the
session wound up with Mrs. Paul’s lecture. More impressive than these talks were our
various field visits, and our reaction to what we saw. For after every visit we sat down
and discussed the day’s happenings and thus came to know the others’ views and how
they reacted emotionally to what we all saw. But it did not stop with mere discussions
of solutions to the problems confronting us. In the second phase of the programme
the girls took up various agencies like Bala Vihar, Deaf and Dumb School, Mercy
Home, Slums and did constructive work.

" Friday morning was another strenuous day. It began with lectures but we sailed
through it happily for we knew we were going to visit ‘Saligram’ in the afternoon. This
is a residential school for destitute and very poor boys who cannot afford to have a
decent education, It offers them a comfortable life while giving them a formal edu-
cation and an intensive training in technical courses,

We greeted the last day of the camp with mixed emotions - happy to be returning
home, sad that this lovely course had come to an end. We had a ‘crash’ course in
Public Speaking under the guidance of Mr. Ramanathan who dealt with us so expertly
that our nervousness vanished, so much so that we were able to go up to the mike and
deliver an impromptu speech. The camp came to an end with the valedictory ceremony
in the evening.

This leadership programme was a success - it trained us as leaders no doubt but
also created in us a sense of awareness, made us keenly aware of our responsibility as
human beings to the less privileged people around us.

The first phase of the programme being theoretical, a second phase was organised
by the college authorities. Here we could translate into action what we had learnt.
We had to choose one of the various agencies offered - Bala Vihar, Mercy Home, Home
for the Aged, Slums like Shiva Shanmugapuram and work there. We aimed at esta-
blishing personal contact with these people before beginning to deal with their various
problems, and this proved rewarding.
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The second term saw us at a ‘Rural Camp’ at Vedanthangal to observe village
life. Our arrival there was heralded by rain. Since we had gone there to harvest
groundnuts we squared our shoulders and resolutely set to work in the rain pulling out
the groundnut plants. After lunch and a short stroll, we were back at the job. You
can do only two things in a groundnut field. You either root out the plants from the
field, or you sit around plucking the nut from the plant. This is exactly what we did
the next day too. All at once it seemed to be time to pack our baggage and get into
the Madras bus, which unexpectedly dropped us at Chingleput. We were forced to
clamber into another bus and arrived at the city at an unearthly hour. We were none
the worse for the trip for certainly it was an unique experience after all.

MALLIKA DASAN,
II B.A. Literature

English Speaking Course for Bus Conductors

About 108 bus conductors of the Pallavan Transport Corporation pride them-
selves in being the students of Stella Maris. On Mondays, Wednesdays and Fridays at
the stroke of 4-30 p.m. they stride into the campus with a file in their hands, avail them-
selves of a cup of coffee and hurry to their respective class rooms on the second floor.

The English Speaking Course was started in mid February in response to an
appeal from the Regional Manager of the P. T. C. 'We were thoroughly convinced of
the value of such a course for it would be a sign of appreciation of the services of the
bus conductors which we take so much for granted ; it would also go a long way in
building up cordial relations between the bus conductors and the student community at
large. Above all, it would be a concrete expression of the sense of social awareness
and national service which the college is striving to inculcate in the students. No
sooner had we accepted this proposal than the Education Officer of P. T. C. was be-
sieged with applications from the bus conductors. The pressure was so great that a
selection had to be made and the orginally agreed upon strength of eighteen had to be
increased to one hundred and eight. Under the direction of Sister Christine, the
N. S. S. Officer, the course was inaugurated on the 12th of February. The one hundred
and eight bus conductors were divided into seven groups. [Each group was assigned to
a panel of three teachers. The staff consisted of a number of teaching sisters and
senior students of the college.

The bus conductors made good students — they were industrious, punctual and
eager to learn. Home work was asked for and done with meticulous care. They
broke the record of the student community in never wanting a holiday. In an
atmosphere of understanding and acceptance even the diffident and shy ones became
daring and bold. They spoke English non-stop, unmindful of the mistakes they made.
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Rapt attention.........

The obvious outcome of all these painstaking efforts was steady progress. Their
vocabulary increased; correct construction of sentences and apt expressions were
learned.

The staff was equally enthusiastic. It was encouraging and satisfying to teach
students who possessed a genuine thirst for knowledge. A special syllabus was prepared
drawing up basic sentence patterns which were drilled time and again, until the learner
mastered them.

The progress was quite evident from the evaluation session held at the P. T. C.
auditorium on Saturday the 8th of March. The entire programme was conducted in
English unlike the inaugural function which was in Tamil. All the speeches were perfectly
understood and appreciated. The conductors gave their first speech in public. They
were grateful to the P. T. C. officials as well as to the college for all the help and felt
thrilled when Sr. Principal addressed them as ““Students of Stella Maris”.

The course will be resumed in June and will continue till September. By then
we hope that the conductors will have attained a certain proficiency in the English
language.

SISTER CHRISTINE,
N. S. S. Officer.

......... and participation
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The College - School Complex— 1974-75

There is always room for pioneering work to be done in the field of education
and Stella Maris College was happy to explore possibilities under the guidance and
support of the All India Association for Christian Higher Education. One way in which
Stella Maris could play the role of a co-ordinator of educational facilities was through
the formation of a College-Schoo! Complex.

The aim for such a fraternity of schools under the leadership of a college is to -
bridge the gap between schools and college and to pool resources in order to make
education more relevant to local needs.

Stella Maris formed a College-School Complex with ten schools in the neighbour-
hood and placed at the disposal of these schools the facilities and expertise available in
the college. The schools were invited to suggest areas where help might be required
and it was found that teachers of New Maths would welcome a course in Geometry, the
Science Teachers required lectures on Popular Science topics and even suggested a Joint-
Science Exhibition.

The suggestions from the schools started a number of activities. One of the
schools had just been up-graded and the enthusiastic Head Mistress was eager that the
pupils should not suffer any loss due to lack of facilities. At her request and with her
unstinted co-operation, students of Stella Maris took classes in needle-work, drawing,
games and group study. The college students found their involvement with high school
students satisfying and the enthusiasm of the high school students was most infectious.

While students of Stella Maris reached out to the school students, the Science and
Mathematics lecturers of Stella Maris conducted week-end sessions on Popular Science
topics, a few demonstrations and a course in Geometry. Inthe meanwhile, preparations
were going on for the Joint Science Exhibition for three days. There were sections on
New Mathematisc, Physics, Chemistry and Biology and the College Campus was alive
with the school children who felt a thrill of adventure visiting the college campus. At
the concluding function, certificates were given to the enthusiastic participants of the
Science Exhibition.

The college showed its interest in the non-academic needs of high school students
by arranging a three day camp for Community Development at Royapettah during
which college students worked with children from the neighbouring schools. Eectures
on Family Life Education were given to schools which requested them, and a Joint
Cultural Show was arranged for three days with competitions in Debates, One Act Plays
and Variety Entertainments.

The Valedictory of the College-School Complex was held on 19th March, 1975.
The participating schools answered the evaluation questionnaire and expressed their
impressions of the programme while offering their suggestions. The schools were eager
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that the programme should continue and should be an on-going process. The co-ordi-
nator of the programme, Miss Rajalakshmi of the Department of Botany, declared that
the co-operation from the schools and from her colleagues was heartening. Sister Irene
rightly observed that it was the spirit of sharing and giving of one’s best that united all
those who contributed to the College—School Complex. Thus it was that Stella Maris
College took the first step in offering leadership to educational institutions in the neigh-
bourhood by co-ordinating educational endeavour through the College-School Complex.

Mrs. SowMu Francis, M.A ,
Assistant Professor in English

Social Awareness as a P. U. Sees IT

What is social awareness ? It is the quality of being aware of our social surround-
ings, being aware of the people around us and being interested in them and their pro-
blems. Though this may appear to be a simple thing, unless this quality is inculcated
in childhood, we can grow up entirely self-centred without a thought for others or for
the society in which we live.

It is the duty of everyone of us in society to help to cheer up someone less fortu-
nate than us. There are so many who are unhappy, who have no food, no clothes, noth-
ing at all and all this through no fault of their own! Is this fair ? What have they done
that they deserve unhappiness and what have we done that we can live so well? We
could very easily be in their place, then wouldn’t we like it if someone took an interest
in us or tried to help us?

By helping we don’t mean just monetary help for the poor. Many of us give
away money, but do we really feel for the poor? Again helping should not be confiined
to places like hospitals, homes for the poor, slums and similar places. If we simply look
around us, we can see thousands of ways in which we can make ourselves helpful.

From their earliest years, children should be taught to share things with their
brothers and sisters or with other children. They should learn to sympathise with those
who are less fortunate than themselves and to help them. The child who has been
taught to be kind and considerate to young and old, and not to hurt others’ feelings
will grow into a sympathetic adult.

Since social awareness is so essential, most schools and colleges have programmes
for fostering this quality in children. At school the girl-guide activities and first aid
training teach children how to help those in distress or who have been suddenly taken
ill or injured. Later, especially at college, their efforts are channelled through the
National Service Scheme into many worthwhile projects. Teaching the illiterate or
semi-literate to read, explaining the need for hygiene to slum dwellers, working with
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the physically disabled, all these are organized ways in which college students help
their less fortunate human beings.

We feel and know what we are doing is something worthwhile, something useful
and that gives us self-confidence and the courage to act in the right way. Life is
indeed greater when we give.

Unless we are always aware of all that is happening around us and are able to
perceive how it will affect us and those around us, we cannot rise to the challenges of a
fast changing society where we have to recognise everyone else as our equal and be
aware of them — be aware that they too have a right to live, to breathe, to expect.

SARANYA KuMAR — P.U. 5
DiLsHAD — P.U. 5

Whither Courtesy ?

It was about nine-thirty in the morning — the busiest time of the day in the
city, Amidst a huge crowd of people stood an old man in the scorching sun waiting
for his bus. Cars whizzed by, people scurried past him. Many a time he was knocked
about by the passers-by. There was not a single soul amongst them who stopped to
say ‘sorry’.

Fifteen minutes passed. A bus was now in sight. There was a bustle. As the
bus approached nearer, the old man asked a young gentleman the number of the bus,
only to be greeted by a ““ Get out of my way”. He asked a few others, but no one
had time for him. The people scrambled into the bus. The bus moved away. A few
more buses went by in the same fashion.

It was over an hour since the old man had been waiting at the bus stop when a
fairly empty bus halted and the old man managed to get into it with great difficulty.
There were people who said that the old man took too long a time to get into the bus
and yet others who said that old people should not be allowed to travel in buses. All
the seats in the bus were occupied and so the old man had to stand. He was weak
with age and could not stand steadily in the moving bus and stamped a gentleman’s
foot, and was asked menacingly to move off.

An incident such as this is not uncommon today. It is just one of the many
" instances which emphasise the decline in social behaviour. Today small courtesies
and good behaviour seem to matter so little. It is true that we have made tremendous
progress in the field of science and we may plan to build colonies on Jupiter and Mars.
But where people and society are concerned we are indifferent and calleus. It is today
a world where one human being does not respect another, where he is totally unaware
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of the other’s existence or at least pretends to be. He lives in his own world of egoism
and has no connection whatsoever with the outside world. What is it that has made
us so callous towards the feelings of others? Have people become so involved in their
own personal aggrandisement that they have become apathetic towards the world
around them ? Or are these just bestial appetites of a supposedly civilized man ?

When we see a blind person on the road, do we consider it our duty to help him
cross? When we give a beggar a coin, do we give it as one human being would give
another? When we see a person fall, do we consider it our duty to help him? Do we
say ‘sorry’ and mean it truly when we are wrong? Do we say ‘thank you’ when we
have received? Are we aware of the people around us?

It would not be too much to say that we are becoming like animals — deprived
completely of our reasoning, understanding and social awareness. Why have we
become so impassive? What is it that makes man a man and distinguishes him so
clearly from animals? Man has been made to live with the people, to work with them
and work for them. The real man is the one who is filled with a Sense of Duty — one
who is ready to immolate his own ambitions because of a sense of duty. These are but
the small courtesies of life, but they are those that really matter — those which make
man really a man,

NeeLa G. MANDE,
P.U. 1
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Consuming

Developing from a small
Burst of flame, to a
Soaring, scorching

All enveloping

Blaze

A glimmer it was

And then, it grew,

It brightened and expanded.
Glaring, unbearable

And I closed my eyes

I closed my eyes against it.
But it seeped through

My eyelids,

My eyes,

To those nerves beyond,

To create sensation,
Incessantly demanding attention
Insisting

Till it glowed in a circle

As large as the earth
Larger

Till slowly

My eyes,

My mind,

And my being

Opened to it

Till the excruciating pain
Settled itself upon me;
While far above me ;

In a distant haze,

In an Utopian mirage

I saw the pleasant

Promises of years to come.
Of a Land of Promise and Plenty ;
Comforting

Slowly, but inexorably,

It drove me to an unrelenting Death.
To that beckoning future
Hunger.

DAKSHAYANI CHANDILYA,
I. B. A. (Literature)
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Redadlite

Au milieu de grandes rues

Et des batiments flamboyants

Je vois quelque chose

Quelque chose - éffrayante et étrange.
Des visages blimes, des corps difformés
Des yeux nus regardant aveuglément
Comme des songes vides

Sans &spoir, sans lumiere.

Un tunnel noir.

De désespoir

La vue passe, je marche lentement

Et pense

Etait -ce un mirage. ....ccceeceveen.. Non.
Non! seulement

Une réalité vivante.

L. SHEILA,
IT B.A. Literature

33



GAYATRI
I M.A. Fine Arts.



I filled my bucket with jasmine flowers
Ran the water,
Undressed......
Sprinkled the flowers
Like cold stars

Onto the water,
Soaked in it.

Beauty bath!

1 slept,

When I awoke

I found myself......

a green — winged bee
Still wet,

On a jasmine bower,

SHALINI REDDY,
I. M. A. Literature
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The Chemist and Social Awareness

Chemistry and social awareness — Are these two things poles apart? Can a
chemist really do something about social awareness? He is constantly in the labora-
tory mixing one solution with another, watching golden yellow spangles or scarlet red
precipitates. If you feel that a chemist confines himself to a laboratory and has no idea
of the world around, we chemists feel you are wrong.

A chemist like any other citizen can do his share for the betterment of the less
fortunate people. Apart from this a chemist can do something special in his own
chemical, methodical way !!

For instance, a chemist can discover new drugs, fertilizers and chemicals
which can be effective and cheap and available to the poor patient, the agriculturist
and the small scale industrialist. Instead of giving complicated formulae to discover a
costly tetralon he can think of a method of manufacturing long lasting cheaper fabrics.

It is the chemist who can explain the nutritive values of various foods and teach
the slum dwellers to prepare a balanced diet — from cheap raw materials like Soya
beans or green leafy vegetables — The cost is low to suit their purses and the food —
palatable and nutritive.  What better solution for the imminent problem of
malnutrition ?

A chemist can also picture graphically the harmful effects of alcohol and thus
participate in a very concrete manner in the efforts to eradicate this vice of drinking
in society.

As regards sanitation and keeping the environment unpolluted, who else other
than a (sanitary) chemist will be suitable ? The hazards of living in dirty environments
can be explained, ways and means of keeping the surroundings clean through the use of
insecticides and bleaching powder — all this can be done effectively by the chemist with
his first-hand knowledge.

The importance of sterilising drinking water, which is the chief carrier of dis-
eases and the preparation of good potable water is within the domain of the chemist.
And it is he who can talk more convincingly and effectively on this subject and educate
the people as well as the authorities.

However much one may increase production it is of no use if the population
increases at the present rate. Out of a population of 2.7 millions in the city, about a
million are slum dwellers —the impact of these slums on the general living standards
of society will be felt very soon. Even now one can see that its harmful effect is felt.
No sensible person will try to blame the Corporation or the Government authorities.
Chemists should focus their attention on the subject of population explosion instead of
on nuclear explosion and try to control the increase in population. Even though the
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Govern'ment in collaboration with various service minded clubs is taking measures on a
large scale, the chemist can do his own share. No doubt there is the pill. But the pill
is costly and more suited for the upper classes. Chemists should do research to dis-
cover cheap, effective drugs which have no side effects — it should be within the range
and reach of the economically backward.

All this does not need great financial resources but it just needs a will, a total
involvement. The chemist should think of the less fortunate and realise that his
researches and resources are not to make T. V. or sophisticated instruments but to
discover a cheaper medicine or food or any tiny useful pill or drug which will be useful
for the less fortunate, the poorer section. He can fight poverty and the population
explosion and find ways and means of increasing the per capita income of an indivi-
dual — A chemist like any one else should question himself *“ Am I doing what I should
for the needs of the society — for the needy poor?”’ If the answer is positive then one
can be proud of oneself as this will lead to a better Madras, a better Tamilnadu and
a better India.

Mrs. YASODHRA DORAISWAMY, M.Sc.,
Assistant Professor of Chemistry.

To sit in the lounge

of a five-star hotel:

I anticipated

People, people everywhere
Moving like automatons — used simile
a few used men and

women

and children.

The eternal lollipop holder

now sat opposite me

Looking between the long pillars.

But here there were

no people

This one sat for sometime
and then slid off

The Chair.

I felt the silence:

silence of the rubber shoes,
of squatting minds.

Silence is sophistication :
This is a 5 star Hotel.

J. CHITRA,
I M.A. Literature.
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La Jeunesse Indienne

La jeunesse est une des phases les plus belles de la vie humaine. Les
jeunes, en général, sont pleins de vigueur, de vitalité, d’énergie, d’espoirs et d’illusions.
Rien ne leur semble impossible. Mais il ne faut surtout pas oublier que ces jeunes
citoyens tissent le bonheur ou le malheur de leur pays. La seul espoir d’'un pays
sous-dévelopé et misérable est sa jennesse. Quand on parle de pays misérable, nous ne
pouvons nous empécher de penser & notre pays : I'Inde.

L’Inde est un des pays les plus pauvres du globe. La population comprend une
majorité de jeunes. Quelle est I'attitude de ces jeunes en face de la vie ?

En général nous constatons que ces jeunes se disent ‘““modernes”. Encore
fandrait-il savoir le vrai sens du mot ‘“moderne”. Trés souvent ils ne veulent que
copier 1‘Occident. Ils ne choisissent dans les habitudes occidentales que ce qui leur
permet d’échapper a la contrainte. Par exemple: la liberté des moeurs, la drogue
etc... Mais I’Occident iecele des coutumes autrement plus lovables, qu’il serait
préférable d’adopter. Mais les jeunes de notre pays préférent les ignorer. V

Dans an pays comme Is notre od les traditions sont encore trés importantes,
“moderne’’ devrait signifier que ces traditions ne pésent plus sur nous.

Par exemple, tout le monde sait qu’en Inde il existe un systéme de castes trés
rigide. La caste & laquelle on appartient nous determine (langage, coutumes, cuisine
etc...) La jeunesse indienne en général accepte les bien de systéme de castes, mettant
a part quelques exceptions. Or cette jeuness qui see dit moderne devrait trouver tout
cela dépassé a I"époque ot ’homme marche sur la lune!

Mais chacun se tait, ou laisse faire, car le mariage a V’intériur de la caste permet
de parler de dot. Nous savons que depuis des centaines d’années cette habitude existe
en Inde, la fille apporte sa dot quand elle se marie. Récemment cette habitude a
quelque peu dégénéré en véritable marché. Le jeune instruit peut s’attendre a une.
plus grosse dot. La fille pauvre a peu de chances de se marier.

Tout cela devrait paraitre ignoble pour un jeune homme qui a des idées nobles
d’égalité et de fraternité.

Mais non, on accepte de bon coeur, on met szs idées a part, car ses idées
modernes seraient fatales pour la bourse. L‘argent n’est-ce pas la clef de la vie ?

L’argent! voila le mot que tout le monde a a la bouche: Jeunes, vieux, moins
vieux on ne voit pas de différence.

A une époque ou I'Inde connait les plus grandes difficultés dans tous les
domaines, la jeunesse fait des réves, batit son avenir. C’est normal, pourrait on
penser. Mais le malheur c’est qu’elle batit son avenir hors de 'Inde : On ne parle que
de ““foreign*’ de “ visas ", de *‘ passe port ”.
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L’Inde qui a besoin de sa jeunesse, de cette méme jeunesse insouciante qui
aujourd’hui prend tout 4 la 1égére. Les univesitaires de maintenant sont les médecins,
les professeurs, les juristes de domain. Seule la jeunesse peut apporter une solution
aux probléemes de I'Inde. C’est d’elle seule que dépend le salut de I’'Inde. Pour cela la
jeunesse doit réaliser pleinement la situation actuelle, pour bAtir ’avenir a la mesure de
ses qualités et de ses capacités.

CHITRA, S.
I B. A. Sociology
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Social Awareness in the Indian Novel

e, Kanakchand was my first contact with the quivering poverty of
India. One day he showed me what he had brought with him for his mid-day meal—a
single black roti smeared with a mess of oil and chilli, and a whole raw onion......... he

ate, hungrily and with relish”. Abhay feels close to tears. This is the first consciousness
of society that the heir-apparent of Begwad state, ‘“‘reared in the lap of feudal luxury”
experiences. ““The Princes” by Manohar Malgaonkar, is essentially a novel of a world
far-removed from this “‘quivering poverty”, in the sense that it is a personal novel. It
concerns the life of Abhayraj, who belongs to a ‘tightly-knit’ group. In no place in the
novel does the novelist allow a conscious intrusion of the general conditions prevailing
outside the immediate concerns of this group. Yet, this almost incidental mention
of poverty reflects something. I say incidental, because, though Kanakchand is a very
important character in the novel, the interest later on is concentrated on the individual
growth and maturity, against a purely political background, rather than a social one.
What is this something ? Briefly, it is Manohar Malgaonkar’s social awareness. The
potent power of the society around the novelist, with a sense of immediate experience,
finds some form of manifestation within his creation — sometimes in spite of himself,
as in the case of Malgaonkar.

India is a poor country. Therefore, the dominant social evil is poverty. And
social awareness has itself come to signify an understanding and appreciation of the
problems of the masses who live well below the poverty line. It is only with an exten-
sion of the meaning of this term that it comes to denote society in its many facets. To
return, if the novel in India is used as a vehicle of expression of social awareness, then
ultimately, it follows that poverty is the main theme. A question then arises whether
it is social awareness that prompts the novelist to exploit this theme of poverty. India
is poor, and the novelist may argue, that he too has to live, so he is justified if he capi-
talises on her social evil. It is but logical that he should be moved by the glaring
poverty around him, rural or urban, and paint it in his novel in graphic detail. More
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often than not, he finds that this kind of portraiture, provides a “Paying Image” to his
novel. ’

Mulk Raj Anand has declared himself to be the champion of the poor. His
novels treat of characters whose bane of existence is poverty, and of situations that
spell “Squalor’” with every nerve. There is a definite indication in his novels, of the
novelist’s effort, not merely to chastise the society, but also to reform it. No other
novelist has afforded such a sensitive treatment of his kind of principal character— who
is from low life ; he is a tool brought to life. It sounds paradoxical, but the fact is
-that Anand’s characters like the untouchable and the coolie are tools he employs to
show, that in spite of all distinction of caste and creed, they too are capable of feeling.
There is such a depth of psychological perception, that one cannot but be startled
into realization while reading his novel, “Untouchable”. 1 use the present tense, not
merely to emphasise that particular experience while perusing the novels, but also
because this social evil of class and caste distinction, though it has lost much of rigidity
today, is still extant—but in a dormant form. It is almost as if, we would rather not
recognise its presence, because we know it is ludicrous, yet we are fools enough to be
bound by convention and tradition that are meaningless, and we imagine that we are
powerless to do something about it—even in our own homes. This is forcibly brought
home in Anand’s own novel-‘“‘Untouchable”. The characters themselves are aware
that this fallacy hides itself under the norm of religion, and that individuals mean no
harm. Admittedly, the situation in the novel itself has lost contemporary significance,
but there is still that rancid complacency about the problem that is an insult to the
intellectuality of the Hindu religion and the Indian mind. It is not enough just to give
the class an idealistic name—Harijan ; the name only emphasises the hollowness of
inaction within the confines of religious society.

If we move on to consider the question whether the novelist infuses this aware.
ness into his characters, the answer is definitely yes. Xalo, in Bhabhani Bhattacharya’s
“He who rides the Tiger”, and Bakha in Anand’s ‘“Untouchable” are conscious of
this. There is however, one primary difference in the condition of Kalo and Bakha.
The sin Kalo suffers from is universal poverty, and not any created social hierachy.
Of course, the differences are there. To Bakha, untouchability added to poverty is like
adding insult to injury. But, both suffer. Again, there is a sharp contrast in their
reaction. Kalo, motivated by personal reasons is moved into action — there is nothing
of the defeatist mentality in him. He capitalises on the fanatical trends refigion has
taken, and the true spirituality that Aurobindo was so proud of, that has degenerated
into mere ritual. The full moment of his victory comes, when those very people who
in some way or the other caused his and his daughter’s suffering are virtually under his
thumb. The elevation of his status ironically enough, has come through religion,
under whose dicta, he was considered low. The social evil, then is definitely a compell-
ing force that propels him into action, But Bakha is helpless. Numerous personal
insults are hurled at him, but they are the direct cause of the circumstance of his birth.
Towards the end of the novel, there is an increased perception of the problem, and
though his character is fully developed, Bakha is inno position to rebel and react. We
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cannot even characterise his to be a defeatist mentality, — it is just that the problem
covers a wider range. XKalo’s is only a question of personal revenge against society,
but here it is one class of society pitted against the other. It, of necessity, therefore,
needs a unified awareness, and combined effort towards solution, and thence progress.
This is partly due to the novelist’s own delineation perhaps to drive home his point.
Whether a character cowers under relentless social pressures, or rises against the tide,
he gauges the intensity of the problem.

Kamala Markandaya is yet another novelist who deals with this theme of poverty.
Rukmani, in * Nectar in a Sieve” and Apu, in *‘ A Handful of Rice” can be best des-
cribed as stoical. They are typical, accepting their lot without as much as a murmur.
It never occurs to them to better themselves, and the idea of rebellion is blasphemy.
But Ravi, the hero in “A Handful of Rice ” is urged to rebel. Towards the close of the
novel the reader’s mind is alert, waiting for Ravi to act-to hurl brick at the offensive
glass-window, that almost symbolises his subservience. It is that shop which sells his
tailored creations at ten times the price it pays him - catering to the ‘‘stinking-rich”
and battening itself in the process; while he wallows in poverty, unable to satisfy the
basic needs of his family. And it was not due to want of effort on his part. Here we
have a look into the Indian defeatist mentality. The spirited hand that lifts the brick
drops down nervelessly, and what might have closed with a bang, ends in a whisper.
Perhaps, the optimist might say - it is better this way ; it shows the disinclination of the
Indian mind to destruction. But if the mind that is disinclined thus is a little more
inclined towards construction — with a little less of that all pervading, and all-domina-
ting “self ” we might be justified in satisfaction. But today the situation of course, is
just topsy-turvy.

But social awareness could also signify in its broader sense, not necessarily only
the recognition of the social evil around the novelist. The artist’s sensibility could
react creatively to his surrounding, which is ordinary dailiness of daily life. William
Walsh justly talks of R. K. Narayan’s *Creative Use of the Ordinary”. With
a rare sense of humour, and a Chaucerian geniality to the very human idiosyncrasies
around him, Narayan seems to be the undeclared champion of the middle-class
society. What gives his novels an unspoken emphasis is the very matter-of-fact
treatment of theme and subject. ‘““Take it Easy, it’s just life’” seems to be his dogma.
Every little detail is picked straight out of life but treated with no passion.
His Malgudi tingles with life but with none of the complexities of emotion. A
homely creation, into which you and I could fit in with perfect ease. Perhaps
what appeals to the South Indian mind is the familiarity of not only the setting
but also of characters like Mr. Sampath, Chandran, Susheela, Srinivas, or the
lovable little Swami. The mind, as it reads Narayan, almost involuntarily translates
the character, incident, situation and dialogue into something that is essentially your
own — an inexpressible nuance that identifies the novel for you. A feeling probably,
that we share with Jane Austen’s public. Apatt from Manohar Malgaonkar, Anita
Desai, Raja Rao and others, Narayan is one who deals with the middle or upper classes
of society that is intermingled with Anand’s world of squalour. These afford glimpses
into the Indian Society, and in that sense, remain novels of social awareness.
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Yet, one important factor about these novels needs emphasis. They are not
novels of mere social awareness, in which case they would be nothing more than pro-
pagandist novels. Their world compasses a variety —a spectrum which offers a
brilliant panoramic view of life. They satisfy the primary aim to please, as they
instruct. To appearances, I have concentrated on the instructive appeal. To appre-
ciate the pleasure, the novels themselves allure, and need no advocate. Moreover, the
nuances of experience when such an appreciation of a novel is involved, must remain
one’s own. These charms and attractions, the reader will best find for himself.

SOWMYA VARADARAJAN,
I M. A. Literature
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Look the Other way

“Take a look at you and me
Are we just too blind to see

Or do we simply turn our heads
And look the other way......

In the Ghetto”

Through the rhythmic poundings of the drums and the pattern of bamboo
framework, the bier swayed — a cascade of flowers and the corpse submerged beneath it.
The pipes and trumpets blared while the dancers rocked to and fro, tipsily. Death
marches are always gay for the people of the slums.

A whizzing stone crashed suddenly into the procession, then a second and a
quick third — an angry, concrete hailstorm. Nobody paused. The burning ghat was a
long distance away and the anger against the miscreants impotent, for being ill-
equipped. Throw the corpse down —run for your party, Council-of-War, disappear
into the night.

Street lights fused. Shop shutters slid down with a crash. Emptied streets and
the whirling tumult of stones. Bursting soda water bottles.

Respectable citizens withdrew into their homes. Respectable cilizens always do.
They bolted their doors, barred the windows and commented upon the shameful state
of affairs. Then they waited for each other to telephone the police.
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. The brawl lasted half an hour, and then the remains were borne to the ghat—a
fitting funeral trauma for such a hero. Everybody knew him. Lolling at the arrack
shops, a brave man at knife-fights, a quick hand at cards — his woman wept for him —
even now.

It had been a good life for her while it lasted. A man to cook for, and one
who cared so deeply. He would pawn no other woman’s sari but hers—the regular
beating when he came in drunk. Why, before she had met him, she had worked at
the house, nearest the slums—so large, it had a number on its gate— 13. But
they kicked her out. They said they didn’t approve of the man she lived with. Too
much expense. The question of morality was neither here nor there. He had a job
— trade unionist in the factory.

And then two days ago, when he staggered his alcoholic way down the rubbish
infested road, leaving her with her bruises, he met his political rivals. Everything was
over in a flash — the hot words, the quick offense swifter than the flash of knives that
ripped the life from his bleeding side..... they carried him home dead.

When the trauma passed and the gauchy faces of grotesque film posters began
to smile again, and the tea shop sang out new film songs she went to house number
thirteen with timid hope. T’ll work twice as hard. Any work you give me.

But we have two people working for less pay — mother and child.

"That evening there was a fire. The hut where she lived was an orange and red
sheet of leaping, burning violence. Later, others screamed in hysteria that it was a
funeral pyre. She was within - kerosene and a match - an inexpensive price to pay when
life becomes too dear. The flanres crackled through the brown thatch, like the angry
impatience of frustration. The hot ashes blew with the wind and the glowing sparks
ignited the neighbouring thatched roofs. The wind blew insistently. ‘Phone for the
fire engine’, said the people of house number 13. Someone ought to put it out before
it becomes a danger to us...no, don’t close the door...we won’t know what’s happening
outside...where is the telephone number ?

But the flames hissed and writhed their fiery coils across the slum towards the
houses. The wind blew stronger and the fire engine was a long time coming......

JEAN FERNANDEZ
II B.A. Literature
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Thé Road to Nowhere

We were grasping and eager, rushing ahead aimlessly, trying to get a grip on life;
to find ourselves, to discover a mutual identity. We were hypocrites condemning the
world and the meagre satisfaction it offers, yet remaining very much a part of it and
savouring those pleasant aspects of existence which in retrospect seem contemptible.
Our intellectual theorizing and unconventional ideas weren’t much -more than valiant
but pathetic attempts to conceal our very real and deep-rooted awkwardness and
insecurity in society, and our basic inability to confront without prevarication the
problems we were saddled with. And then.........but there doesn’t seem to be any point
in brooding over it, particularly when you take into account the fact that such post-
mortems only emphasize the mad exaggeration and flamboyance characteristic of
reminiscences. All said and done, however, we were friends of a sort. Though how
. the friendship survived as long as it did is beyond me.
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Anyway, we were thrown together more or less by accident. She was perhaps
my senior in years but mentally we were at par. She was cynical, bitter, fatalistic (it
wasn’t genuine, though.........jt was the “in” attitude to adopt) and I was going
through a period of intense emotional conflict, plagued by complexes and suffering from
what a psychologist would term an ‘“identity crisis”. But somehow we tuned into
each other’s wavelength and adhered to one another from then on. 1 realize now that
there was no stable basis on which our relationship was built. Huxley, Freud, Marx,
Lenin, McLuhan, transactional analysis, transcendental meditation, rational thereby
ad infinitum are hardly conducive to a purely human understanding. Hasn’t the indivi-
dual much more to give than a few hours of mere pseudo-intellectual conversation ?
He can truly understand himself only by seeing his mirrored image in the sympathetic
reflecting soul of a kindred spirit. But we didn’t know all this then.

Our favourite hang-out in those days was the small coffee lounge at the
University., As coffee lounges go, it wasn’t too bad, but it had the usual quota of flies,
leering, apathetic waiters, dirty tableware, an uncared-for appearance and a smell to
match, and stools (minus two legs) to sit or rather, to squat on. But we talked. And
how! We argued, we agreed, we discussed. We’d never let anyone in on our abstract
enunciations. We were going to change the world you see. We were the champions
of the neglected intellegentia. We were the highbrows who knew so much that we
weren’t able to descend to the level of the humanitarians. In short, we were
also fools.

I went on in this fashion for two years, almost. Both of us were supposed to be
studying in college, and in a very sought-after one, at that. But we were escapists,
remember? There never was a lecture which held our attention. She and I being in
different classes, it was naturally difficult for us to meet whenever we wanted to.
During the lectures, however, I used to formulate new theories to discuss and so would
she; and we’d meet at that coffee lounge in the evenings to digress on them. The room
grew clogged with cigarette smoke, the noise around us would be deafening, and the
heat outside would ‘be replaced by the inviting evening breeze, but we never budged.
When a decision regardicg the efficacy of Socialism was at stake, who cared about the
fact that the beggar on the roadside was horribly mutilated, that the pot-bellied
malnurtured child vainly striving to crawl to his ragged mother was the result of the
selfsame ideal, that common human problems demanding our attention were being
thrust aside ?

Thus we remained blind for a long time and revelled in the sensation, believing
that we were nihilists, that we were eradicating all the difficulties in our personal lives
by alienating ourselves from them. But nothing is ever permanent, is it? Nothing. So
too our idyllic abstract refuge of pseudo-intellectualism terminated abruptly. It
happened in the course of a single day. A Sunday, I remember.

That far-off morning, she came to me with a kind of radiance emanating from
her. “Look® she said, ‘there’s something tremendously exciting this evening,
J. Krishnamurthi is speaking! I’m just dying to hear him, Come with me, won’t you?
Say you’ll come!”
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“ Well...... to tell the truth, I don’t think I can...... I've this test tomorrow......

“ Oh, forget that—! Hey, you haven’t become square suddenly, have you?!
Don’t tell me you have!”

*“No, I haven’t...but these days I feel we’re just heading nowhere. We talk the
whole day, we criticise everything but we never attempt remedies. What’s the purpose
of the whole thing?. And all J. K. is going to do is lead us further into the mess .

‘* Please don’t moralize, it sounds sick ™.

“] know it does, but can you honestly call this moralizing? What I’'m trying
to say is that let’s do what we say...... for .example even if we want to live a life of
escapism, let’s honestly do so instead of merely talking about it. But why don’t we
face reality? You tackle your problems, I'll tackle mine. Try and DO something.
Sitting in the coffee lounge while the rest of the world is intensely alive, intensely
human, isn’t helping cither of us one bit. I have my problems too. I can’t ignore
them. I’'ve been ignoring them far too long. I could apply the theory of relationships,
or the theory of this, or that, or the other. But how does it help? Tell me”.

‘;I don’t know, and I don’t know what’s made you change so much either. Why
do you want to change? We’re quite happy this way, aren’t we ?”

“We were. But I’m certainly not happy now. Something’s missing. Some-
thing’s wrong. I wish I could find what I'm looking for........ but I myself don’t quite
know what I want......... ”

“Hey, what on earth’s come over you?......Anyway, I intend to go there this
evening, whether you come or not™.

She went. I accompanied her. Why? I don’t know myself. 1 think it was
because I was so used to being a faithful shadow.

G. Rama,
I B.A. Literature.
(By kind courtesy: “UDAYA”)

The Quest of the Modern Mind

“ We're waiting for Godot
It’l] be day again, What’ll we do what’li we do!

We are bored...... We are bored to death......
We are all born mad '
Wait......... g0 on waiting......... waiting......... go on waiting

Nothing happens, nobody comes, nobody goes, it’s awful”.

Beckett in his play ‘ Waiting for Godot’ diagnoses the plight of humanity as
purposelessness in an existence out of harmony with its surroundings. Awareness of
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this lack of purpose in all we do...... produces a state of anguish which is the central
theme of the writers in the Theatre of the Absurd. ‘ The rational linking of idea with
idea is abandoned, and instead the irrationality of experience is transferred to the
stage ’1.

* Waiting for Godot’ does not tell a story, it explores a static situation. Beckett
sets four characters all different, and yet all recognisably human, in a dream landscape -
a bare road with a single tree. In the dream landscape two men - half-tramp, half.
clown wait for Mr. Godot, who never turns up. Pozzo and Lucky arrive instead.
The play is in two acts of unequal length, both of which are set in the same place, and
begin at the same time (early evening) and night falls at the close of each. In both acts
Pozzo and Luckv appear. Both acts see the entrance of the Boy, a messenger from
Mr. Godot, and in both his message is the same! ‘Mr. Godot will not come that
evening, b surely tomorrow ”. The two-act play displays the same basic events in
both aci., vut showing in its second series an accelerated state of decay. The text
announces ‘ The next day ’ for the second act - but what kind of ‘ next day’ is it, when
leaves have suddenly appeared on the bare tree, when Pozzo has gone blind and Lucky
dumb? And when Estragon’s boots seem to have altered? The answer is that all
days are identical, they mirror or parody one another. Even the apparent differences
between Act One and Act Two only serve to emphasize the essential sameness of the
situation. The day of Act One ends, as does the day of Act Two with “Let’s go” -
They donot go! ‘

There is no conflict and no conclusion. There is no initial exposition of the
situation. Beckett gives only minimal information at the beginning. What action
there is, such as the arrival of Pozzo and Lucky, come to nothing. The second act
though sadder than the first, lacks tragic finality. Pozzo tells Vladimir- “ Guess who
taught me all these beautiful things......But for Lucky all my thoughts, all my feelings
would have been of common things .

“One day he went dumb, one day I went blind, one day we’ll go deaf one day
we were born, one day we shall die......They give birth astride of a grove, the light
gleams an instant, then it’s night once more”. Pozzo’s outburst contains the very
core of Beckettian anguish and despair at the cruelty of life, the shortness and waste of
it, and man’s compulsion, in spite of it, to go on. Each character though distinct, now
and then drops his individuality, and speaks in the impersonal vein. Pozzo’s speech

and Vladimir’s are examples of this ‘‘impersonal vein,” the sentiment expressed is
universal.

For Beckett, the only real brotherhood of man lies in his grief and loneliness ; in
the cry of distress Estragon, Vladimir and Pozzo are all one. Though they are different
in appearance, yet they are similar in spiritual condition, within the mind. For mind
in Beckett’s World is universal, impersonal and timeless.

Affection and tenderness between human beings is always present and is promi-
nent in the mutual need for each other of Beckett’s pains — Vladimir and Estragon,
Pazzo and Lucky. This is seen in Pozzo’s words to Estragon — “ Don’t leave me ™.

1 *“The Penguin Dictionary of the Theatre” —J. R. Taylor
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Beckett is not a didactic author, interested in conveying a message in literary
form. Such truths as he does enunciate are the simple observations of the human
condition. ‘‘ Waiting for Godot ™ is a poem on a world in which man waits and hopes
for something, to give a meaning to his life. There is hope of salvation in the arrival
of Pozzo or the messenger.

Like Harold Pintef, Beckett is remarkable for his effective use of silence. In the
first act the ‘Boy " says (in a rush) —

“Mr. Godot told me to tell you he won’t come this evening but surely
tomorrow .

SILENCE

Vladimir — Is that all?
Boy — Yes Sir
SILENCE

In his novel ‘The Unnamable’ the language moves close to the language of Silence.
Beckett has returned to something simpler and elemental in novel and drama. Beckett’s
characteristic density and compression make his theatre a literature of significance and
awareness.

‘There is nothing to express, nothing with which to express, no power to
express, no desire to express, together with the obligation to express— This statement
of his contains the Key to all his works, Beckett refuses to create and yet he creates.
He will take any situation to its ultimate depth, wallow in the gloom of despair, and
after reiterating the impossibility of hope, he finds that when his eyes are accustomed
to the darkness, there is a glimmer of light, a hope that something may survive after
all. Beckett never leaves his reader without hope at the end. Vladimir in * Waiting
for Godot” reflects on his lot, on the possibility that he too is observed from above,
breaks suddenly into panic, but pulls himself back from despair —

‘“ Someone is looking, Of me too someone is saying, He is sleeping, he knows
nothing, let him sleep on (Pause).

1 can’t go on”.

SHEILA JOSEPH,
II M.A. Literature
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You are a cliché
In the discussions,
Interpretations

In the streets and book houses

Of my cities
I don’t know where
To hide you.

Why do you dog my
Car-wheels ?

My fingers shut you out
of the gate:

You were in the garden
My feet washed you
away .

In the warm waters of
my pink, porcelain tub:
The windew showed you.

The cream rich on

the fruits.

The spoon eagerly dips in—
scoops out

Icicles of guilt complexes
The urchin looks in
grinning with

brown teeth

You had your revenge
You still do.

J. Chitra,
I M. A. Literature
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In Memoriam

CHITRA (II B.Sc. Maths.)
1974-°75

She said she would come back — come back soon.
We waited eagerly, day after day,

Hope and cheer swelling in our hearts, we waited,
For the first time in her life, she didn’t, rather

She couldn’t live up to her word.

Alas! that was also the last time.

The pretty flower is always plucked a bit too soon.
She was pretty but never petty.

Pretty in her own simple ways.

Her innocence was like the fragrance of a flower,
Her heart as soft as the petal,

She smiled and radiated the warmth of the sun,
She was ‘active — ever active like the bee.

And now she is taking eternal rest in a flowery grave.
Easily touched by poverty and suffering,

She remained unaffected by pomp and show,

Her hobby was work — hard mental work.

Her greatest beauty was her unique purity.

Her greatest love was laughter.

Thinking back I realise how unfit she was to

live in this world. She was a flower to be offered only to God,
meant only to beautify His feet.

Her smiling face is imprinted in our minds forever.
Memories are evergreen !

B. UMA GOWRI
IT B.Sc. Mathematics



A Record of Service ...

Last year, two of our veteran staff mem.
bers, Miss Rukmini, Department of Economics,
and Mrs. Agnes Joseph, who served in both the
Departments of English and French, retired from
years of dedicated and selfless service to Stella
Maris College. As teachers and persons, they
endeared themselves to many..... who still re-
member them and their “acts of kindness > ““too
deep for tears”. Here are two among the multi-
tude who have tried to translate their feelings of
love into words...... and confessed how inadequate
words are to describe two such warm, friendly
persons who were so noted for their integrity,
their selflessness, their sprit of co-operation and
their dedication to duty.

Miss Rukmini A gentle breeze and on the corridor a

neat figure appears with a small bag and

an umbrella neatly folded - An air of purity and serenity prevails. The person who
arrives - none other than Miss Rukmini.

Her quiet smile of friendliness - it means a lot. She has a patient ear to all our
troubles - academic or non-academic, and her advice is full of practical wisdom.

What strikes one is her humility, her modesty. Where others tend to ostenta-
tiously display their knowledge, she is prudent and sober and adheres to essential facts
to suit the needs of her students. But her range of reading is wide. = When others
flounder in the sea of knowledge, she would readily lend a helping hand.

In all her work which was always neat and systematic, she never let her emotions
get the better of her. When there used to be dissatisfaction all round and evidence
of “frayed tempers ”, Miss Rukmini was ever placid, even tempered and would go out
of the way to foster understanding and better human relations,

In whatever she did or said she would never assert herself first. Ever soft-
spoken (one is reminded of her ‘soft’ request for a mike in the big lecture halls ) and
gentle-mannered, she used to give opinions last - but opinions which were so valuable
that they had to be considered and acted upon - not brushed aside, for Miss Rukmini
was and is an unforgettable personality respresenting the almost vanishing tradition of
courtesy combined with wisdom.

Mrs. Joseph and “ Self-effacement ” seem to go together. As a person, Mrs.
Joseph is so self-effacing that a new person in Stella Maris might miss her altogether
and not realise what a gem of a person she has failed to meet !
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As one of the oldest members of the staff she would never let her personality be
felt. She would always co-operate with her colleagues and the management and would
be ever ready to accept work. Her punctuality would put to shame all truants in the
academic field. And then she would join us all in the ‘“ funfare” we occasionally had
and in this she was younger than the youngest of us.

He patience was and is monumental - the
hard work of going through scripts indifferently
written in French and English would have made
anyone else ‘bitter’ but not Mrs. Joseph. Equally
well versed in both languages, she proved herself
equal to the task — something to be admired and
emulated. As a teacher she was a strict disci-
plinarian but her “firmness’’ was ever tempered
with love.

There was never an occasion when Mrs.
Joseph would lose her equanimity and poise.
Quiet and unassuming, she charmed us by her
gracious ways and her readiness to help.

We miss these two stalwarts of mind and
manners...... we wish them a long and eventful
retired life...... their tradition of courtesy combi-
ned with wisdom will continue, we hope......... Mrs. Joseph

Mrs. SEETHA SRINIVASAN, M.A.
Mrs. CHELLAM MITRAN, M.A.
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JAYASHREE PARTHASARATHY,
I M.A. Fine Arts
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Amateur Astronomers in Kavalur & Bangalore

Our interest in astronomy having been whetted by Miss Thangamani’s reports of
the observatory at Kavalur, we decided to combine business and pleasure and left on
January 23rd for a visit to Kavalur and Bangalore. On the first day of our stay at
Kavalur, the Director of the Observatory, Mr. Babu, showed us interesting features of
the cosmos, which included the craters of the moon, the rings of Saturn, the dogstar
Sirius, the Orion nebulae and Jupiter. The operational details of the 40" telescope and
the results of the spectroscope studies were also explained to us.

On the afternoon of the 24th we arrived at Bangalore. We visited the Bangalore
Dairy and the Vidhan Soudha where we met the Speaker of the Assembly and were
shown the different chambers. At Lal Bagh we were fortunate enough to see a horti-
cultural show. This was followed by boating on Ulsoor Lake, worship at the Bull
Temple, and of course shopping at Russell Market, Majestic Circle and Commercial
Street. '

One of the unforgettable highlights of our return journey on the 26th was when
one of us accidentally walked away with somebody else’s suitcase and it was noisily
reclaimed by an irate owner at Jolarpet station.

In college, one is not so conscious of the bonds that link us together but on a
happy trip of this sort, we realise what good times we have had together and as the
sands of time are running out, we know this marks the beginning of the end.

SHYAMALA VENKATRAMAN,
I B.Sc. Mathematics

Good times......... to-gether.........
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Zoologists on Tour

What a scramble there was as we jum- e
ped into our carriage and the train pulled -
slowly out of Madras..... ... This was the
beginning of ten glorious days of music, laugh-
ter and companionship......... not forgetting

the knowledge we gained!

-

We reached Pamban the following day
and when we arrived at our resting place, we
felt we had stepped back in time — there were
only thatched sheds and coconut palms proclai-
ming our oneness with nature. We spent an
enchanting evening collecting the corals that
lay littered along the shores of Pamban and
it was refreshing to watch animals in their
natural habitat. The next day, armed with
forceps, nets and bottles we waded through
2 miles of shallow water to Kuntakkal point
from where we took a launch to Shingle and
Krusadei islands. We were completely spell
bound by the myriad colours of creation that
caught our eyes in every direction and yet we remembered to collect Planarians,
Coelenterates, Polychartes and Molluses which were in abundance everywhere. At
Krusadei, the *“Paradise of Biologists” where our Junch awaited us we were a little
disappointed with our collection though we did see Stoichactic, Peachia, Balanoglossus
and Gyrostoma. '

At Mandapam, in the
aquarium the next day, we saw
“Dugong dugong” or seacow
which is a very rare specimen.
We had an exhilarating swim
at the beach though we found
ourselves constantly stepping
on starfish! We also visited
the Indo-Norwegian Fish Meal
Plant and the Oceanic Export
Company. At Rameshwaram
we saw the lovely coral reefs
and bathed in the twenty four
wells of Rameshwaram Temple
and worshipped at the shrine.
From Madurai we ascended the cool heights of Kodai — the hillsides flanked by groves
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and orchards. We saw the museum run by Jesuit priests at Shenbaganur and as the wea-
ther was misty in Kodai we couldn’t visit all the places on our schedule. The shrouded
lake made boating impossible and so with great reluctance we returned to Madurai by
nightfali.

The next day we relaxed by picnicking on Vaigai dam and on our last day at
Madurai we visited Tiruparamkundram, Gandhi Museum, Tirumalainayak Mahal and
Meenakshi Temple.

Our memorable trip came to an end on the fourteenth morning when a group of
tired but beaming girls rushed out of the train at Egmore eager to relate our adven-

tures and relive every moment of our happy time.
VasanTHI Rajuru,

IIT B.Sc. Zoology

The World Hindi Convention and Me

“Hindi is completely endowed with the
beauty of Sanskrit and like English it is the most
versatile of Indo-European group of languages’.
This affirmation by Professor Buckle of Belgium
together with his keen desire for more facts on
India and Hindi rightly revealed to me my ‘par-
tial’ ignorance of India at the World Hindi Con-
vention held in January, 1975 at Nagpur.

The First World Tamil Convention at
Madras in 1968 set off the trend to consider in
depth the universality of content and appeal of
each language and Hindi was no different.

The convention began with thought-provoking and inspiring advice from Mrs,
Indira Gandhi and Dr. Shivasagar Ramagoolam ; followed by two days of discussions
and seminars punctuated by entertainment. But the climax of the convention was the
Poet’s Meet, called the ““Kavi Sammelam” in Hindi and “Mushaira” in Urdu. Scholars-
foreign and Indian, held us spell bound by their pure, chaste language and their belief
that the popularity of the tongue was a befitting claim.to make it an international lan.
guage at the United Nations Organisation. Statistics taken at the convention further
proved Hindi’s growing popularity among the large majority of Indians and its quintes-
sential quality.

Certainly the convention proved to be a mark of inspiration, a realisation of a
great unity that underlines India’s multilinguality and regionalism. No wonder then
that I returned with a sense of exhilaration, a glorious feeling of ‘‘reciprecation, mutual
respect and affection”.

UMA VENKATESWARAN,
ITI B.Sc. Chemistry
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The Student Union

The past year has been quite an eventful one. The Union as usual began with
a decisive election of the Executive Committee consisting of Brinda Arumugam (P. G.),
Padmavathi (III Year), Jaya, S. (II Year), Uma Gowri (I Year), Sunu (P. U. C.), and
Meera Srinivasan (II year), Secretary.

The Student Council carried out its functions through the several committees for-
med from among its members, such as The Book Bank, The Social Awareness Commit-
tee, The Tuition Committee, The Canteen Committee and the Cultural Committee.
The Committees have trodden steadily through a beaten track.

The Independence Day Celebrations provided some Indian Music and Indian
Dancing making us renew our fondness and respect for our culture.

Teachers’ Day was just round the corner, and we ransacked our brains for ideas-
wanted only the best for our teachers. Finally a simple entertainment was provided by
a jolly band of students. ’

Mr. Prasantham conducted a Group Dynamics Session for the members of the
Student Council. This helped the Council function intelligently and efficiently as a
harmonious group.

The Student Union and the Debating Club had an inter-collegiate seminar on
‘Marriage Without Dowry’. It was a success because of the intelligent participation
and was popular because of the students’ ardent faith in the proposition.

In November began a series of lively club weeks, with the clubs vying to out.
shine one another. 26th November brought cheery grins and beaming smiles to college
workers — It was Workers’ Day organised by the Social Awareness Committee. This
was a day of relaxtion, relief, and a wee bit of money making for the workers. Three
cheers to them !

And then came a scintillating week of competitions, ably organised by the Cultu-
ral Convenor, Caroline Coelho. This talent week was remarkable not only for the com-
petitive spirit that it infused into the students, but also for discovering the talent in
the college. -

College Day this year was a very special event as it marked the formal opening
of our long awaited library building. The evening began with Sr. Principal presenting
the Annual Address, summing up the curricular and co-curricular achievements of
Stella Maris for 1974-75. His Excellency Thiru K. K. Shah, Governor of Tamil Nadu,
presided over the function and also declared open the library.
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COLLEGE DAY

Prayer......cee

......... and dance veeers...and song



COLLEGE DAY

Lighting the Lamp.........

essesensato illumine the abode of Learning



Her Excellency Thirumathi Madhuben Shah distributed the prizes. The Student
Union President, Rajalakshmi, proposed the vote of thanks. The evening concluded
with a brief but enjoyable entertainment.

One cannot help feeling however, that the Union for all its activities and achie-
vements did not have its full share of the youthful enthusiasm and spirited participation
of the students. We have simply got to blow away this blue haze of apathy and indiffe-
rence—truly ‘live’ and not exxst in college.

MEERA SRINIVASAN,
II B. A. Literature

Gaslight

Two weary figures jostled their way through the crowds looking for round red
beads. The great hunt was on — the search for the Barlow Rubies!

We had acquired an ornate glass lamp, a Victorian bell cord, an elaborately
wrought mirror and sinister looking handcuffs with comparative ease, but those Rubies
put usin a quandary. In fact, at one stage the *“props” pitifully queried, “Why not
Barlow pearls or emeralds or diamonds? Why rubies? But find the rubies we did —
in a remote shop in Town — And when Mrs. Manningham held them in her palm —
the light shining through for all the world to see—“They were in the case all the
time”’ — You could see bliss writ all over our faces, back stage.

Enthusiasm, laughter, tears, hard work, last minute misgivings—all these were
very much part of Gaslight & Co—The directors were busy with prima donna tempera-
ment and hysterical clownishness~-what with one person losing her cool because some-
body missed out a favourite line of hers and another forgetting chunks of dialogue
because an actress had made a new unexpected move!

I haven’t forgotten the three nights of the play when actresses wandered around
getting into the “mood”. One night, Betty Scen who admirably portrayed Mrs.
Manningham found herself doing quite a bit of embroidery on stage waiting for the
muffin men backstage to get into the mood and give her the cue!

Yasodhra Menon, Mr. Manningham, insisted on looking as diabolical as
possible. Despite all her attempts to do so people gasped — “Oh, Mr. Manningham is
so handsome. What beautiful diction!”

Nancy —Iadu Menon with her cascade of black hair was chirpy and alluring.
But our ingenious one was Elizabeth — Lakshmi Manian who thought she could walk
about like a cat.

Padmini Ramamurthy — the Inspector — never stopped telling us that he would
have never liked to leave the company of Mrs. Manningham - so charming was she.

With the directors Prem Kishore and Prema Ragunath and the intelligent
lighting crew Laurence Vincent and Gowri Nayak, the costume designers Rama Rama.
krishna and Sandhya Varma, the play slowly took shape and came alive.
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Prem Kishore recalls — ““It began in a bewildering manner — the lack of time,
the choice of play —the tension within the group and outside and later the ticket
selling frenzy. But I’'m glad that I was committed and I realised this on the first day
when the darkness on stage fled and the play was on!”

Prema Raghunath recalls —‘“What an exciting time it was! Prem and I in
hysterics, the actresses showing temperament, tears, tantrums, the two directorstrying
to be their age and keep their cool! I couldn’t have missed a minute of it!”

Even “The Hindu” had its say —

It stood to the credit of the dramatic troupe that the atmosphere of late Victo-
rian England was truly captured. Their speech, accent and action were true to type.
‘Gaslight’ was a photographic negative for Patrick Hemilton’s crime thriller with the
characters sharply focussed”’.

For all of us who were involved, Gaslight was GREAT, not only the smooth
run of the play but everything it stood for—the hard WOrK, the butterflies, thc applause

— ‘Gaslight’ was an experience!
SANDHYA RAO,

II B.A. Literature.
Cultural Programme

Music Academy throbbed with excite-
ment on 15th October, 1974, Promptly at
6-30 p.m. Stella Maris College began the eve-
ning’s programme with the “Invocation Dan-
ce” by Alarmel Valli. Her quick rhythmic
movements full of grace interpreted the joyous-
ness of the Thillana. The classical Bharata
Natyam was followed by a group of dancers
who wove in dance the life of the Maharash-
trian fisher folk.

At last the special feature—The Fourth
Dimension, which was but a vague beat group
to most of the audience! The three dimensional
effect is evident to an average connoisseur of
art whereas the Fourth Dimension (relating to
time and movement involved in a painting) can
be interpreted only by a kindred spirit in
rapport with the artist.

The chant of ‘Buddham Charanam

Gatchami” echoes in the background as the

Alarmel Valli Buddha figure is shrouded by incense smoke-
........ Joyous Thillana serenity and transcendental bliss.
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A dance- the abandoned dance of Salome at the feast of King Herod. A dance
replete with the gruesome head of St. John the Baptist!

From Rajasthan came the Krishna Leela paintings. Simplicity amidst nature’s
beauty in a bygoneera. To Sitar music, the Gopis’ dance, rejoicing at their beloved
Krishna, Radha then appears and on hearing the magical flute goes in search of the
“Ultimate Essence of Life”.

The Virgin Mary in her pristine glory cast against illuminated stained glass win-
dows—In the background, inspiring music of a mediaeval congregation. A gloriously
lit Batik painting created a stained glass effect.

Blood curdling screams from a tormented mind bring Edward Munch’s picture
of “The Cry” to Life.

‘Child Life’ and ‘Hill Women’, paintings of Amritha Sha Gil, reflect silent images
of willing submission and endurance.

Graceful figures, adorned
with massive coiffures ent-
wined with pearls made the
audience recall Ajantba
Frescoes. Another figure
dances—glittering and shim-
mering with gems and preci-
ous metals invested with
_strange powers and set in
astrologically calculated
patterns.

When the charioteer of
Delphi, a symbol of pride
and triumph is illumined,
we almost hear the thudding
of horses’ hooves, the roa-
ring of the spectators centu-
ries ago.

The three Graces novs; breeze on to the stage in flimsy folds dancing to the music
of Apollo. Pretty Flora scatters flowers in their paths. Spring or ‘La Primevera’—
charming Zephyrs, waft in the evening twilight.

Two very good reproductions—Christ revealing Himself to his Disciples and
Donatello’s Judith.

Changing hues at dawn......... to a brilliant yellow and at sunset to a glowing red.
Sculpuresque postures reveal the skill of those anonymous artists who worked in stone
on the temples of Behir-and Hahobid.
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As Chitra Sarathy, the commentator, ends the special feature with a Keatsian
thought - * Beauty is truth and truth beauty, that is all ye know on earth and all ye
need to know”’, one must applaud the lighting expert Laurence Vincent, the backstage
crew, the Recording professionals Mr. Hubert and Thangaraj of Christian Arts and
Communication Centre, and The Director—Miss Gowri of the Fine Arts Department.
An excellent synchronisation of sound, light and music.

Wing Commander Manivelu, the M. C. of the evening, then introduced the Male
Quartet—Dr. Grubb and the guest artistes of the evening’s programme. The selection
of songs was interesting but acoustics did not do the five singers justice.

Chittilakshmi of Kuchipudi fame executed a ‘Tharangam’ brilliantly with a
Kalasa filled with water on her head and a brass plate under her feet.

Suddenly Bhangra dancers to the accompaniment of cries of joy and drum beats
broke onto the scene—They danced, savouring every moment of their zesty dance.

The next part of the programme was highlighted by the ‘Musiano’ led by A. V.
Ramanan and Uma Venkataraman. There was instant rapport between the orchestra,
singzrs and audience. Familar well-loved songs and melodies gave much pleasure for
another one and a half hours. A wonderful evening.

HEERA SANGHVI, M.A. &

Gowrl Nayvax, M.A.
Asst. Professor, Fine Arts Department

Donatellow’s Judith Chittilakshmi — Tharangam



Poetry Workshop

After a lapse of more than a year, the Poetry Seminar was revived by the
English Department. It was a unique and rewarding experience for those of us who
were involved in it. We were happy to have it conducted by one of our foremost
poets, Mr. R. Parthasarathy. He inculcated in us an awareuess of poetry as a
living experience,

At our weekly meetings, the work of one of us......... we were six in all ........was
read and discussed. At the first meeting, we read one of Mr. Parthasarathy’s own
poems, ‘Temple by the Sea’. From our reading and discussion of the poem, there
emerged the necessity of looking at every poem as an entity by itself, complete and
self-contained. A poem was an object made up of words, and it functioned in its own
specific gravity. If it were to disclose to the uninitiated, it had to be approached with
reverence and infinite patience. We recognized that a poem may be looked at from
different angles : logical, grammatical, structural, prosodic, and semantic. Each encoun-
ter brought us closer to the heart of the poem, as it were. "Eventually, the poem began
to take on a life of its own. It began to communicate, to become a part of us.

In the meetings that followed, the poems that each one of us had written were
read and discussed. The approach was novel: while the writer of the poem offered no
comments, the others studied the poem, its use of words, its structure, its images, its
tone and metrics. Only after a thorough analysis, the writer was called in to express her
opinions. This unique approach to each poem led us to a new realization of the
entire creative process. A poet’s task is to keep the language on the move, and through
unusual collocations of words offer fresh insights into human life.

Next year, we expect to begin the Poetry Seminar early in July itself, and include
among our activities the following :

1) Poetry readings, both live and recorded.

2) A seminar on the problems of writing poetry.

3) A course in the speaking of poetry.

4) Publication of a collection of our poems.

5) A reading of our poems over the All India Radio.

We are grateful to Mr. Parthasarathy for his encouragement and guidance, and

we sincerely hope that the experience of working together and understanding poetry
will be furthered next year.

NIRMALA PARTHASARATHY
I M.A. Literature
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Debating Club

The tale of the Debating Club began sadly with only fifteen members on its list.
It was inaugurated with a talk on public speaking by Mr. Robin Benjamin, which was
attended by a small but interested audience. The inauguration must have taken place at
an auspicious moment, for this year Stella Marians brought back eleven gleaming shields
and a great many cups. An inter-collegiate extempore debate was conducted with
student judges from five different city colleges. Mr. B. G. Krishnan of Loyola bagged
the first prize with his talk on ¢ Practice of Religion is a hindrance to progress’. The
second prize went to Sundaram of Vivekananda who spoke on ‘ Permissiveness in girls
impedes their chances of marriage””. Shanta Kanyakumari of" Presidency was adjudged
third best speaker for her * Traditionalism is necessarily a sentimentalistic creed ”.
Anil Gadi and Mahesh from I. I. T. won the team prize. On 10th February there was
a debate to choose the best speaker of the college and Mythili of I Year bagged the
honour.

The Smiling Victors......

The first shield of the year was brought back from Ethiraj by Usha Bendigiri,
I M. A., and Alamelu Sharma, II B.A. Alamelu and Latha Ramamoorthy won the
Annie Beasant Memorial Shield at the Theosophical Society. Meera Srinivasan and
Jayanthi won the team trophy at Service Civil International. Sheila Rani, I M.A. and
Jessie D’Souza, I M.A. won the trophy at B. D. Jain College speaking on Maha.
vira’s teachings. Alamelu spoke on “The impact of fuel on modern society”’ and won
the rolling trophy of the Indo-Arab Friendship Council including a medal and a fabu-
lous cash prize of Rs. 1000;-. Usha, B. I M.A., won the first prize at the Forum of

78



Free Enterprise. E. V. Usha, II B.A. secured a voucher for Rs. 100/- at a debate held
by the Rotary Club. Latha, R, IT B.A,, was adjudged best speaker at the Theosophical
Society. With a rather poor membership and an almost nil bank balance, the
club’s performance has been startling.” The debating teara has done a good job.

LATHA RAMAMOORTHY,
II B.A. Economics

Dramatics Club

Like the princess who slumbered for a hundred years and was awakened by the
kiss of Prince Charming, the Dramatics Club was given its much — needed kiss of life
by Rajani Chacko, the President, who took over the reins at the last minute.

The inter-year dramatic competition held on the 4th of February had just three
participants : The P. U. s, the I and II Years. The II years’ play “Idols™ dealing with
six women characters during the French Revolution could have been more effective if
its emotional depths had been fully exploited. However, Meera’s acting contributed
to the success of the play ; so did Sabrina’s, which, incidentally, collected the supporting
actress prize. The P, U. s’ roaring comedy held the attention of the audience and
though the play did not call for histrionics, the actresses played their parts with gusto.
“Shut the door softly” by the I Years was the best play. Its two characters were superb-
ly delineated by Chitra Sarathy and Yashodhara Menon (they deserved the applause)
and the atmosphere of the modern world was perfectly captured and sustained.

Here’s hoping that next year we have more participants and, of course, better

fittings for our auditorium.
SANDHYA Rao,

SivaGawmi, S.
- II B. A. Literature

P. U. Literary Club

The inaugural of the P.U. Literary Club was a lively affair, with refreshments to
satisfy the palate, and entertainment to relax the tired brains.

A literary Quiz Programme, and a series of films—sensitive studies of Robert
Frost and John Steinbeck, and a delightful film covering a basketball match, formed part
of the club’sactivities. An Oratorial Competition and a debate were also held. Sheila,
who spoke on ““ Socialism ” bagged the first prize in the oratorical competition. The
debators on ‘“Love or Hate — which is the greater motivating force in the world 7’
exhibited talent and originality.

Though not a bee-hive of activity, the club did not lack enthusiasm or response
from its many members, and the short year drew to a close, leaving everyone

satisfied.
Divya, J.

P.U.C.
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Literary Club

The first meeting of the Literature Club witnessed the election of the office-
bearers — Viji, S. II M.A. Litt. (President) Vanitha Narayanan, III B.A. Litt.
(Secretary) and Prabha Rau, III B.A. Litt. (Treasurer). The year’s representatives,
Bilkhis (I M.A. Litt.) Geetba (II B.A. Litt) and Chhaya (I B.A. Litt.) were elected at
subsequent meetings.

The memorable inaugural social, incidentally described as a roaring success—
performed the double function of allowing the hundred odd members to get to know
each other, and of welcoming the I M.A.’s who arrived the day before.

This year several movies (courtesy U.S.I.S.) were screened under the auspices of
the Literature Club. '

Much preparation went into the highlight of the year’s activities, ‘‘Literature
Week”. The week opened on an intellectual note, with a Seminar (The Quest of the
Modern Mind) conducted by Dr. Appaswamy. In the inter-collegiate Quiz conducted
by Mrs. Prem Kishore on the second day, Bilkhis, I M.A. walked off with the first
prize, and M.C.C. won the second and the team prizes.

The inter-year play reading competition held on the third day, saw the P.Gs
victorious. But the celebrated event was the literary pageant, based on ballads, fairy
tales and nursery rhymes. Sleeping Beauty (III Years) and Little Miss Muffet
(Il Years), stood out amidst the colourful spectacle, and were adjudged first and
second respectively.

The Club also conducted an Inter-year Literary Quiz, in which the III Years
were the top-scorers, and Jayashree (I Year) won the first prize.

The end-of-year social was held on 21st February. A short but gay affair, it
brought the activities of the club to a close.

VANITHA NARAYANAN,
III B.A. Literature

Music Club

The Music Club launched its activities this year with an attractive proposition '
for its members : Bhajan Classes conducted by Mr. T. K. Govinda Menon. An impre-
ssive start to the year’s activities was a flute recital by Mr. Krishnaswamy, followed by

an impressive performance in Hindustani Classical Music by Vanitha Narayan, III B.A.
Literature.
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The highlight of the club’s activities was the Music week. Mr. Krishnaswamy and
Miss Radha Warrier were the judges to a high standard of performance in Carnatic
Music on the first day. Radha, III B.A. and Chitra, I M.A. were adjudged winners of
the light music competition the next day, by Mr. Mahesh Mahadevan, Miss Uma
Venkatraman and Mr. A. V. Ramanan. ‘

Dr. M. Balamuralikrishna’s inspiring and enjoyable music performance on the
third day, was followed by a grand finale when members of the club enthusiastically
exhibited their talents.

CHANDRIKA SUNDARARAJAN
II B A. Fine Arts.

Economics Club

Bright sunshine and an overflowing hall saw twenty determined debaters engaged
in conflict over the subject “State Autonomy is the the only solution for India’s Econo-
mic Development.” M. M. C. (best speaker) Loyola (team prize, and 2nd best), and
Ethiraj (3rd) shared the honours. ‘

The Inter-Collegiate Quiz Competition suffered a threat of stampede for the
second day in succession. M.C.C., Vivekananda and Stella Maris were the winners
(Team, Ist and 2nd prizes respectively) and the enthusiastic House which solved in a
trice some questions that nonplussed even the quizzers, thoroughly enjoyed the evening.
Miss Sowmini (Department of Economics) conducted the Quiz.

Receiving the Prize from the President of India.
...... Sharmila and Usha
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Wednesday saw the advent of an Inter-Collegiate Oratorical Contest sponsored
by the Forum of Free Enterprise. Usha Bendagiri, I M.A. and S. Alamelu, II B.A.
were declared the winners.

“A mock planning session” formed the fitting finale to the week. It proved to be
an interesting satire on the Planning Commission with the participants even staging a
walk-out.

The week’s hectic activities proved to be an interesting, stimulating and satisfy-
ing experience.

RADHIKA RAMAN,
I B.A. Economics

History Club

The History Week commenced with Mr. Badrinath’s speech on “The Methods of
Teaching History”. The 20th evening was an important one; an exciting debate was
held, the provocative title being “Today’s Socialism is a blind faith”. Shashi Menon
of M.C.C. marched away with the first prize with his more neutral argument. The
inter-departmental quiz held the next day was fairly exciting though there was a
meagre audience. The Literature Department finally walked away with the prize. On
the last day, the History students put up a variety entertainment-cum-fashion show.
The melodious songs and the amusing skit, ““Pistols at Sundown”, were well received.
But it was the fashion show that stole the day. The various costumes worn in India
were modelled in accordance with the theme — “The Wonder that is India”. Compere
Nandini’s amusing comments made the evening go. It was a week of rush, worry,
headaches, fun and excitement !

S. PUSHKALA,
II B.A. History

Sanskrit Club

The Sanskrit Club was inaugurated with a talk by Mr. Narasimhachari. A few
weeks later, a Recitation Competition proved to be a satisfying aesthetic experience.
K. Shanthi, I B.Sc. Maths, the winner, was most expressive. Our club associated itself
with the Music and Tamil Clubs and helped in conducting a Music Competition, in
which Vijayalakshmi, IT B.Sc. and Chandrika, IT B. A. won the first and second prizes
respectively.

S. PADMALATHA,
IT B.A. Economics
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Tamil Club

The inaugural meeting of the Tamil Club for the year 1974—75, held in July, was
presided by the eminent writer Sri N. Parthasarathy.

An inter-class music competition was sponsored by the Tamil Club in August.
Jayanthi, II B. A., Lakshmi and Vijayalakshmi, II B.Sc. were the winners. An oratori-
cal contest was held on ‘Bharathiyar Day’, 11th September. Radha, II B.Sc. and Aruna,
III B Sc. were declared winners.

The first and second prizes of the inter-collegiate debate on ‘““Dictatorship is the
only remedy for the malaise in India’ were won by Stanley Medical College and Queen
Mary’s College respectively ; M. C. C. claimed the team prize, while R. Meenakshi, III
B.Sc. was awarded the first prize in the Tirukkural Competition conducted by the Sharada
Ladies Union. The Secretary of our Club was selected as Joint Secretary of the Inter-
Collegiate Tamil Association. Our members also won many rolling cups and prizes in
inter-collegiate events throughout the academic year. ‘

JAYANTHI,
1I B.A. Economics

Chemistry Club

The Club started its activities for the year with an interesting and informative
talk by Mrs. Paul of the Zoology Department on the popular subject, ““ Heredity ”.

At the next meeting, V. Uma of III B.Sc., spoke on *Perfumes and the Art of
Perfumery.” We also conducted a Quiz Programme for Pre-University students.

The second term activities included a Quiz-cum-Entertainment programme by
the First and Second Year students of the Club. We had a series of talks by several
professors from the Chemistry Department of Indian Institute of Technology, Guindy,
and they were mostly for the beneflt of the third year members.

During the third term, we were involved in a School-College Complex, the first
of its kind. In connection with this, the Botany, Chemistry, Mathematics, Physics and
Zoology Departments organised a Science Exhibition in which many schools partici-
pated. The Chemistry Club members incidentally took an active part in it.

Soon after this, twenty five students with two staff members left for Bangalore and
Mysore on a five day educational trip. They were third and first year students and they
visited the Indian Institute of Sciences, Kissan Factory and H. M. T. Watch Factory
among other places of interest.

83



Following this, the Chemistry Club organised an educational trip to the Atomic
Research Centre at Kalpakkam. Sixty-nine members visited the centre accompanied
by five members of the staff. We terminated the activities of the Club with the social

on 25th February, 1975.

In spite of several upsets, we have had a fairly active year, thanks to the
co-operation and enthusiasm of the members and staff. We also wish to thank the
staff members for their help and advice, especially Miss Revathy, our Staff Adviser.

Zoology Club

Zoologists on Tour

VUAYALAKSHMI,
III B.Sc. Chemistry.

The activities of the
club began with the election
of office bearers. At the first
meeting the members enjoyed
a film on Reptiles and Birds.

Dr. Dharmaraj gave an
informative and useful talk on
“New Genetics”’. There was
another film show ° Desert
Life and Parasitism”. The
activities concluded with a talk
by Dr. Sahasram on *‘ Radia-
tion and its effects ™. '

JAYANTHI,
ITI B.Sc. Zoology

Sports Roundup

Games : Once again, Stella Maris came out with flying colours, retaining the Major

Games Trophy for the second year in succession.

Netball : ‘We were the Runners-up in the Inter-collegiate Tournament, losing to

Ethiraj, in the finals.

Coaches : Mrs.- Mangaladurai and Anita Ratnam

Team : Poonam (Captain) III B.A., Preeta Ratnam III B.A., Menaka III B.A,,
V. K. Pritha T B.A., BerylI B.A,, Souji I B.A., P. Geetha I B.A., Yashodhara I B.A.
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Hockey : We emerged
champions in the Inter.
collegiate Tournament.
Rashmi Devi represented
Tamilnadu in the Nationals
and Rashmi, Sashikala,
Sabrina, Anjali and Par-
vathi Debi represented
Madras University in the
Inter-University matches at
Gwalior.

Coach : Mr. Duarte

Team : Rashmi Devi
(Captain) III B.A., Anna-
Hockey Team ma Abraham II M.A., Nina

Shenoy II M.A., Shashi
I M.A., Elizabeth John III B.A., Sabrina Il B.A., Taral B.A., Shobha Kuruvilla I B.A,,
Karuna P.U.C., Audrey P.U.C., Anjali P.U.C.

Basketball : We were the proud winners in the Inter-collegiate Tournamcqt and Run-
ners-up in the Second State Women’s Basket-ball Championship at Vellore.

éoach :  Mr. Muniappa

Team : Sudha Kini (Cap-
tain) III B.A., Annama
Abraham II M.A., Sonal
Shah III B.Sc., Minnie
Mathew III B.Sc., Pradipta
Mehta II B.A., Sandhya
Rao II B.A., Hema Naidu
II B.A., Souji Palandy
I B.A., Reena George
I B.A., Madonna D’Costa
I B.A.

Sudha Kini, Sandya
Rao, Souji Palandy, Hema
Naidu, Pradipta Mehta,
Madonna D’Costa and
Minnie Mathew represented
Madras University at the
Inter-University meet in
Hyderabad and Sudha,
Sandya and Souji in the Twenty-fifth Silver Jubilee National Championship at Delhi.

Basketball Team
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Ball Badminton : Stella Maris was declared winners in the Inter-Collegiate Tourna-
ment, after an easy victory over W.C.C.

Team: Asha Prabhu II M.Sc., Rajeswari III B.A., Padma Mahadevan III B.A.,
Jayanthi P.U.C., Sharada P.U.C.

Tenniquoit : We bagged the trophy this year with an exciting win over M.M.C.

Team : Veena & Vani (P.U.C.) (for the finals) Subhashini (I B.A.) & Rita Alexander
(II B.Sc.) (for the Zonal matches)

Cricket : We formed our own Cricket Club and became member of ‘the Tamilnadu
Women’s Cricket Association.

Team : Shashi I M.A., Usha Ramanathan III B.A., Jayameera III B.A., Ranjini Bhas
II B.A., Gita Das II B.A., Kalpana I B.A., Sumathi I B.A., Malathi P.U.C., Raja-
lakshmi P.U.C., Varalakshmi P.U.C., Suguna P.U.C., Mathangi Shankar I B.A.

Athletics : R. Radha came out first in High Jump and Pentathlon, and Jayashree Rao
(IL B.A\) second in High Jump in the A. L. Mudaliar Sports Meet. R. Radha and
Sharon Garlow (P.U.C.) were active participants in the All India Open Nationals Meet
held at Madurai. R. Radha represented Madras University in the Inter-University
Athletic Meet at Calicut.

The sports activities of the year came to a close with the College Sports on
March 8th. Sharon Garlow (PU. 7) won the individual championsnip and the I years,
the group championship.

SubHA Kini,
II1 B.A. Literature

Hostel Day

I chose to get nostalgic on the eve of the examinations about the hostel (which I
hadn’t seen for precisely 24 hours). Nostalgia is sweet and hostel day is worth getting
nostalgic about. There is a big sunflower staring up impudently at me as I descend the
stairs and it looks more like a hypnotical stop signal because I just stand there looking
at it. That special something hangs in the atmosphere through the exhilarating trea-
sure hunt, brunch, a fancy dress competition where the theme of Ancient India manifests
itself in diverse but occasionally dubious forms, and tea with visitors. There is even
something festive about gheraoing a sad-faced photographer and demanding snaps to be
taken. Someone strums on a guitar ; so many silhouettes rise from nowhere being drawn
to the gentle music. Music alternately boisterous and mellowing brews ‘togetherness”
in the atmosphere. A figure galvanizes into action, leaps three feet on to the stage and
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throws itself jerkily about, alarmingly disengaging various limbs from its body and
jerking it back into its socket. It gets cock - eyed, knock-kneed, breaks into a ghastly
run, its facial contortions reach new realms of ugliness. Finally the figure flies off stage
and collapses, its exertions having won it a mighty applause. A brave hostelite has
done her duty. I know that feeling of well-being was there because we got good grub.
Extravagant adjectives are redundant—grub is either bad or good and there is a lot of
meaning behind each word. 1 know things worked out like well-oiled machinery that
day because we prepare for it by learning to live in a big set-up with big undertakings
which just cannot be done without big feelings.

CHITRA SARATHY,
1. B. A. Fine Arts

The AICUF

The All India Catholic University Federation comprising of a few diligent social
workers from our college, had its inaugural Mass on 22nd July 1974. In collaboration
with the N. S. C., camps were held during the Michaelmas holidays, and help extended
to Gram Street Slum and the Harijan Hostel, Adyar.

A thought provoking discussion on the “Hopes and Frustrations of Youth™” and
a role-play on the attitudes of politicians and farmers in India formed part of our Inde.
pendence Day Celebrations. Once again, along with the N. S. S,, X’mas cards were
made and sold and the proceeds of the project went to the Harijan Hostel. The session
concluded with an inspiring Mass.

We also participated in the regional project of collecting data on the working of
Student Unions in City Colleges, and on the New Year had a beneficial Sunday Session
with Leadership as the theme.

THELMA D’ Souza,
II B. A. Economics.
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O.S. A

And they are aware — what it is to be a Stella Marian, what it is to look back
on the ‘good old days’ in Stella Maris and how their Alma Mater has shaped and
moulded their living present... .

Ruth Cornelius, (née D’Souza) of B.A. Lit. *68 writes from Ahmedabad.

June, 1974

Things are fine over here. I’'m one of the new French teachers over here and
am in great demand. In addition to continuing my work at St. Xavier’s College, I am
also teaching a six month French course to some scientists and other technical staff
connected with the Physical Research Laboratory and Indian Space Research Organi—
sation. I find my work very rewarding. Also these places are just five minutes away
by car, which after much patience on the part of Caius I have learnt to drive.

I have become an enthusiastic gardener and bird-watcher. Just by sitting on the
door-step, I’ve been able to spot at least thirty-five different kinds from kites to gorge-
ous peacocks. Life on the campus is good, because one is so close to nature.
(snakes inclusive!)

Hope we have more of French teaching, gardening and bird-watching Ruth.
Shall we say ““ encore ”’?

From New Delhi, Prajna Paramita, M.A. Lit. 73 writes about her training as I F S
Probationer.

November, 1974

We’ve started off with Foreign Trade at the IIFT three weeks ago. It’s sure to
prove very useful as a course in the long run. There’s another five weeks of this
during which we have to work in a Project ; India’s diplomatic and economic ties with
any country or region. [I’ve chosen West Africa, since very little has been done so far
in this area.

My compulsory foreign language is French and my first posting is in all
probability — Paris.

The course here is varied ranging from Accounts Training to Protocol. There’s
also an Army Attachment for three weeks. We’ll be covering South India mainly and
I do hope to see you when we stop by at Madras.

There are a lot of good plays and cultural programmes in town right now and
I’m trying to see as many of them as I can. When I'm through with the major work
for my project, I plan to join the Triveni Kala Sangam for Indian music and also the
Theatre Action Group for a bit of diversion from the schedule.

Of course, the diversion must have been most enjoyable.
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Two letters from Kottayam; one from Mano M.A. Lit, 71 and another from Josi
Kurien, M.A. Lit. ’72.

November, 1974

Mano writes :

Right after the wedding we went to Mangalore where my husband was doing his
house-surgeoncy. After we came back to Kerala, he started working in a Mission
Hospital run by German sisters and we stayed there. Then he got a job in a hospital
near Kottayam where his parents live and fortunately I got a job in a college nearby.
It’s very near our house — only walking distance. Since we’re staying with my in-laws,
I have absolutely no house-work and can give my whole time to college work. But still
I can’t say I am very satisfied. You see, there is no Literature main for B.A., which
means that the English staff have only the Part-I English to handle and all ten of us
feel very sad at losing touch with literature... ... ... ...

October, 1974
Josi writes :

I’m sending an M.O. for Rs. 100/-. The money is for buying books for our
department library. Hope you manage to get something good — I know how expensive
books have become and how worthless money has become — comparatively speaking,

Thank you Josi, You must visit us especially to see the New Library.

Nalini Potti of M.A. Lit.’71 writes from Trichy.
February, 1975

I am well and happy teaching in Seethalakshmi Ramaswamy College. I have
applied for the British Council Scholarship for Research and Study in the United
Kingdom for the year 1975-1976.

I will allways remember my two very fruitful years in Stella Maris. I owe the
college a debt of gratitude for what I am today............

From Madras — Vinita Rajagopal, M.A. Lit *74 writes :
January, 1975

Here at home, we’re having a small break from shopping partly due to ‘fin’ and
a very welcome break it is too. Collecting things for a South Indian wedding is un-
fortunately reminiscent of that Queen of Sheba party game, with each requirement
becoming more bizarre than last. An umbrella, a walking-stick, a silkbag with coins,
wooden planks to sit on with metal flowers at the corners, straw mats of a particular
length and goodness knows what............
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Vinita was married on February 21st 75 and will be in Germany by the time the
Magazine is published............

Well, Vinita, it was worth the trouble, wasn’t it?

From Ragini also of M.A, Literature 1974
January, 1975

I’'m working with Klein and Peyerl, Photographers, at their Connemara Branch
at the moment, I can’t say I love my work, but I'm 'seeing an entirely new side to
life — the other side of the hedge as Forster would call it, and I must say it’s worth the
experience.

From Madras to Ottawa, Canada, where Vasantha Narasimhan, M.A. Lit. *71 writes :

December, 1974

My parents and Priya were here for four months. We toured some parts of
Canada and the United States, I intend becoming a full-time student at the University
of Ottawa from January 1975. I shall write to you about my new programme of
studies.

Nirmala Sridhar, M.A. Literature, 1966 writes from Pinawa, Canada after her short
visit to Madras.

December, 1974

Except for the heat, my trip to Madras was quite nice. As usual it seemed a
rather rushed affair. The days just flew. I managed to see quite a few of my
friends this time.

When I left for Canada, Prathim came with me for a short holiday. Having her
with me was a real help. 1 didn’t feel half as homesick as I would otherwise have felt.
We showed her around Ottawa, Montreal etc. She is returning on 4th January. She'll
drop in to see you to give you first hand report about Kala and me. Prathima did.
And here’s something about Pinawa, from Nirmala.

Pinawa is about seventy miles from Winnipeg. It’s English-speaking, and is
very cold. Everybody has been warning us about the 30 degrees below temperature.
The cold Arctic air from the North really gets you sometimes when it is windy.

The town could have come out of a picture postcard for all its scenic beauty.
It’s hemmed in on three sides by woods, and on one by the Winnipeg River. Could
you believe it - the last community letter carried this newsclip: ‘“ Children were found
bothering a hibernating bear behind Lewis School. Parents are asked to warn their
children to keep away from them **?

Did Kala keep away ?
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Vaijayanthi Raghunéthan, M.A. Literature *66 also writes from Vancouver :
July, 1974

I shall be going back to my studies in September. I have three units to
finish and I have also to begin work on my thesis. You will be glad to know that for
this year I have been awarded the Tina Morris Wagner Foundation Fellowship.

Jyotsna is one year old now and she is growing more mischievous by the day.
She has quite a few words in her vocabulary and understands all that we say.

Congratulations Vaija! Here’s wishing you all the best in your thesis work......

From Canada, across the border, to New Jersey, United States, where Georgina
Mathen, M.A. Literature 1970 is:

December, 1974

It was a big job settling down here with Sushil especially with my husband away
from home most of the time. We have now worked things out such that when he goes
for long projects, Sushil and I tag along and stay at a hotel close to his work spot.

We have made a number of friends here now, and we are really enjoying our stay
except for this awful cold weather. We experienced our first snowfall two weeks back.
I met some Stella Marians here. Angelina, Marina and Shyla Ipe......... I really miss
college.........

Christmas is just round the corner......... all the shops are gaily decorated and
it’s such a beautiful sight. _

February, 1975

Today we have had eight inches of snow. I love to watch it fall and see the
children play in it but I personally don’t like to walk in it, or be out in it. We are
eagerly looking forward to spring.........

And from ‘down under’ Valli Subramaniam, M A. Lit. *71 writes :—

April, 1974

You must have had a prayerful Easter — I had a beautiful one, with prayers and
Easter eggs and my first ever hot cross buns. And I read Blake’s Jerusalem and enjoyed

myself thoroughly.

Valli writes from London, again.........

November, 1974

It was lovely to read your letter to Kanchana and me just before I left Adelaide.
I’ve been here two days now, spent today getting familiar with the British Museum
Library......... I’'m going to like London very much. It has so much more culture
behind it than dear old Adelaide......
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Kanchana Chidambaram, M.A. Lit. 1970, is still at Flinders University, Australia, but
hopes to complete her Ph.D. there soon.

April, 1974

Yes, Valli Subramaniam, M.A. Lit. 72 and I are sharing an office in the School
of Humanities ; we also share your letters and news about S.M.C.

The Festival of Arts was gay and packed with plenty of interesting things
R. K. Narayanan was one of the speakers at Writer’s Week. Valli and I met him at a
party Sid Harrex gave at his place. The Stratford National Theatre of Canada perfor-
med a Moliere play, * The Imaginary Invalid > which was quite good.

Januvary, 1975

My thesis! The end is in sight at last. Nine chapters have been typed - two more
to go. Then, footnotes and bibliogpaphy, and finally the proof-reading before it goes
off to the printers and binders. It is enormous, and it is going to be in two volumes.
The last few months have been intensive, as final throes always are, and I'll be glad to
see the end of it. It will probably be early March before my thesis gets dispatched to
the examiners. Flinders has offered me some tutoring to fill in time till I decide what
to do.

Karin Kapadia, M.A, Lit. 1974 writes from Oxford:

October, 1974

I arrived Tuesday afternoon, looking out for the spires of Oxford - and when
I saw them, soaring above the buildings - I could count six from the station - I was de-
lighted ; it was really true that Oxford was still Arnold’s city of spires.

Friday was a busy day: first registration with the college, then a business meeting
with Mrs. Butler where all the young second years turned up, and we were paired off
for tutorials (Mrs. Butler asked who we’d like to do of the Elizabethans- Marlowe and
Donne were plumped for), then lunch in the Buttery with Rina, and off to the Oxford
Union for sherry (an inaugural invitation had come), then to the Fresher’s Fair in the
exam halls, to look at what the countless societies had to offer; home, meeting with
Miss Bruton, the Old English lecturer, then after dmner, off to the Oxford Union for
the first debate of the year.

Oxford, November, 1974

This week’s plays: Monday, “Zuleika”, musical written by Oxford under-grads,
based on Beerbohm’s famous story; Tuesday, St. Hugh’s Dinner, with the food in the
Hall excellent for once ; Wednesday, “Gammer Gurton’s Needle”, well done ; Thursday
Strindberg’s “Miss Julie”, excellently done, with such fine acting that at its appalling
end I was frozen with horror and could not bring myself to clap. Friday, a Chinese film
of the Shanghai Opera performing ‘“The White-Haired Girl”’—very good indeed.
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Pat Butler came down last Saturday. That was lovely, it made home all the
closer to be with her. My friends were happy to meet her, too—and liked her, of
course. Work is interesting ; we’re reading the Metaphysicals for Mrs. Butler at present.
I’'m attending only one lecture a week, though we have such worthies as Dame Helen
Gardner, Richard Ellmann and Wain lecturing. No time for them, so much reading
to do.

December, 1974

Oxford really has a prolific theatrical life. 1I'd been to so many plays—most of
them well done—that I thought I’d like to take part in one. Auditioned for two—one
was the Oxford University Dramatic Society’s major production of next term—Pericles.
This term they did Tennessee Williams “Camino Real” and well, too. ““Volpone” was
splendidly done by Oriel College—The boys who played Volpone and Mosca were
among the best actors I've seen in Oxford. The delight, excitement and richness of the
play were wonderfully communicated. ’

Sheila Antonyswamy, M. A. Lit. 1974, writes from St. Teresa’s College, Ernakulam.
' October, 1974

You must have heard of my being safely tucked away in the land of coconut trees.
The lecturer’s quarters are on the 6th floor of a 7-storey building. We have a lift to
waft us up and down, but when the electricity plays tricks on us we have to fall back on
our poor legs. My windows open out- into a vast stretch of coconut trees that sway
gently in the breeze. Roof-tops peep out here and there in the midst of this luscious
greenery, and on the other side we can see the backwaters merging with the sea. At
night when the ships are illuminated, it’s lovely to watch.

I am teaching Pre-Degree students, first years, and third year Br. XII. I really
enjoy my classes.

January, 1975

When I came back from Madras I was involved in our College Day Play, taking
practices. November 30th was “The Day”, and I was very apprehensive, because it
was my first venture in directing.  The play was * The Sheriff’s Kitchen . Every-
thing turned out well, and it was a success, so now I’'m again cast in the role of assistant
director of “Coriolanus’’—not the whole play but certain scenes.

Noorjehan Makhdoon, M. A. Lit. 1971 writes :
' February, 1975

Soon after I had passed my M.A. exam in July 1971, I was appointed as a lectu-
rerin S. I. E. T. College, Madras. I was very happy with my career. I worked
there for a period of three academic years.
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Gaynor Macedo, B.Sc. Maths—1967 — Edmunton, Canada writes delightfully of
her little one-Losley Ann who is growing on a daily basis of height, weight and
mischief!

January, 1975

She is a full-time job and the most enjoyable one I've ever had.  She’s trying
hard to walk and you can imagine with what excitement we follow her progress as she
gets bolder and bolder. X’mas and New Year were spent quietly at home. The tree
turned Lesley’s eyes to saucers. You turned your back and she made a beeline for the
gifts so she could chew on all that lovely paper and ribbon.

Ken is enjoying his work. He is the senior consuitant there now. The staff are
a friendly lot.

Meera Chidambaram, M.A. Lit. 1973 writes from a warmer clime :

February, 1975

I have got through the written part of my I.A.S. exam and have qualified for the
interview at Delhi. I hope to come and see you when I pass through Madras. I heard
that the interview will be quite an ordeal!

Edisha Soman, M.A. Lit. 1970 writes happily from Kerala :
July, 1974

A Stella girl can never forget her life there especially if she happened to be a
hostelite. When we write, we remind each other of our outings, midnight sessions and
our over-enthusiastic activities. And now — Responsibility.

My two daughters are fine. The younger one is just taking her first steps and
the older one gets so excited and pushes her down. There is only a tiny gap of sixteen
months between them, so it is real fun to watch them grow.

And from Toledo, Ohio, Kamala Srinivasan, M.A. Lit. 1970 writes :
February, 1975

It would be wonderful to meet Stella Marians again and talk of college days,
which without exaggeration were among the happiest I have known. I married in July
1973 and came to the U.S. soon afterwards. My husband is an engineer here. Since
I could not find a teaching job without going to the University at least for a year to do
some courses in English and Education, I took up a secretarial job, which I still have,
Sometimes I feel that life here is too much of a rat race and the hectic and feverish
speed with which people go about everything is difficult to understand.
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Padma Gotur, B.Sc. Chemistry, 1974 writes from Washington about her studies:

December, 1974

The fall session of college begins day after tomorrow. I am taking some courses
in Economics to qualify for admission to M.A. early next year, at the George
Washington University.

Subashini, B A. Lit. 1972 writes from Delhi to share the happy news of her results :

August, 1974

My results were announced today and to my great joy I found that I have been
placed at the very top. ‘You now stand vindicated’ said Dr.Kaul — because when I
went to the Delhi University seeking admission, a lot of fuss was created. I should
thank Stella Maris and the staff out there for the very good grounding I received.
Not only did 1 have to study many books already covered in my B.A. Course but I
also learnt the right approach to work in Stella. The family spirit which we so valued
in Stella is almost non-existent here. But of course I can’t have everything and I only .
hope I don’t succumb to the system.

Congratulations Subashini.

Lavanya Raja, M.A. Lit. 1970, Lecturer, Dept. of English 1970-’74 wrote from Delhi :

December, 1974

I was in Mussorie for four months (for I.F.S. training) and loved every moment
of it, The lecturers themselves were very dull to a literature student, but the staff and
the officer-trainees were wonderful. I’ve never felt so lazy all my life! No corrections.
But how I missed the girls! I used to dream of them, and like Caliban, cry myself to
sleep again. I write often to most of them, so I get all the S.M. news regularly. Our
training here is interesting, but a literature student like me finds stuff like Value of Tax
Added and FOB incomprehensible. Would you believe I read a paper on International
Monetary Reform? My findings were so profound they left everyone baffled, and the
two economists among the IFS group wearily tried to untangle my arguments.

My language allotment is Spanish — I can’t believe my luck. I’m the only one
who’s got Spanish, so I’m hoping to get Madrid as my first posting.

Our training is heavily commercial and trade-oriented. Diploma these days is
more a matter of finding markets than of politics. Right now I'm attached to the
Indian Institute of Foreign Affairs for eight weeks.  After this I’ll be shunted back
to the Ministry for three weeks traininig in Accounts and Auditing. After that,
hopefully, I will be in Tamil Nadu for District Training.
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February, 1975

Did you know India imported ducklings and dogs? I didn’t until this afternoon.
Along with chemicals like Alfa Nepthylamine and wire rods. I was puzzled, so I asked
if it were a code word for something else. But it isn’t. Do you suppose they make
Bombay duck with ducklings? Or may be ask Clementime to drive them to the water
every morning just at nine? Dogs are police dogs. But ducklings?

Today we started a week-long course at the State Trading Corporation of India,
and next week will be with the Minerals and Metals Trading Corporation, after that, a
week with the Bureau of Security, and then — Tamil Nadu!

Vasantha Rangaraju, B.Sc. Zoology, 1960, who though very much married finds the
charm of higher studies irresistible, writes from Sholapur :

February, 1974

My thesis is completed. I did some work on Acanthocephala. Last year
I scored 739 breaking previous records. The credit goes to you for laying the
foundation. '

Congratulations Vasantha,

Rajam, M.A. Economics, 1974 writes from Bombay :

September, 1974

We have been very busy with Sports Day and College Day. Rather colourful
functions. I have been called for a written test by the Bank of India for the senior
clerical post. I have also applied for Ph.D. at Madras University. 1 am interested in
Monetary Economics. '

Mary Joseph, B.Sc. Chemistry, 1974 writes from Lucknow :

December, 1974

I have joined the Indian Institute of Technology, Delhi, for M.Sc.in Chemistry.
The standard of the Delhi University students is quite high but the training I received
in Stella Maris stands me in good stead. The course is rather tough as there are
students from different parts of India.

Hope you do well, Mary.
We have news of her sister Rebecca Joseph, B.Sc. Chemistry, 1972 who has finished
her M.Sc.
December, 1974

You will be happy to hear that I have secured a first class and the sixth rank in
the University. I'really do miss Stella Maris very much. Sometimes I feel I cannever
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recapture those carefree happy days of college life. Time seems to pass so quickly and
I guess I can only hope to live up to the ideals laid by my Alma Mater.

Congratulations, Rebecca. Keep it up.

Gauri, B. A. History, 1974 writes nostalgically from Colombo :

September, 1974

I am getting along fine with the Montessori Course. We have to be always
alert due to the surprise tests that are sprung upon us time and again. It really keeps
me on my toes.

I don’t go out very much here, unlike in college where we used to long for food.
But I'd love to come back again.

Meera Murthi, M.Sc. Maths 1972 writes from Bangalore :

Last year I had applied for the post of Probationary Officer in the State Bank of
India and this week I have just received a letter saying I have successfully passed the
competitive written examination and now I shall go for the interview.

Ayesha Hakim, B.A. History, 1974 writes from Ohio :

December, 1974

I have joined Columbus University and am taking a year’s course in interior
designing. [ intend starting a business of my own when I return to India. The edu-
cation which I have received in college has been of great help to me. Ihave a lot of
confidence in whatever I do here. 1 have exams every week!

Audrey, B.A. History, 1974 writes from the city itself :

December, 1974

I am now teaching in a school and it is only now that I know how difficult itis to
teach children who are naughty. Sarah George is also working in my school. We
often talk about our lovely college days and wish we could go back for a few more
years. At times when I feel lonely, I take up the college handbook and go through the
pages.

And now T. R. Kokilambal, Inter, 1954 a very old student remembers us fondly from
Neyveli :
February, 1975

There are so many Stella Marians here — Vimala Ramaswamy, Ambiga, N.
(1950-54), C. V. Jayalakshmi (1951-55). I am the Science Assistant in the N. L. C.
Girls High School, Neyveli. I am married and have three children. College is so vivid
to me. I can still picture the Chemistry Lab and the Aspirator Experiment, though so
many years have passed and my eldest daughter is in Xth Standard !!

We are happy that you still remember us. Do write again.

100



W. B. Sita, Maths M.Sc. 1970 promptly wrote to us from Kumbakonam to share the
happy news of her transfer :

August, 1974
I am transferred to Madras as Asst. Professor of Maths in the Office of the
Superintending Engineer—P. W. D. Design Circle, Chepauk, Madras. So I shall have
to say goodbye to classes and become involved with problems.
Happy problem-solving Sita.
Her sister W. B. Vasantha (M.Sc. 1974) also is a regular correspondent.

Sunanda, M.Sc. Maths. 1970 on the staff till 1973 is a regular correspondent from
Bangalore : '

- May 1974

I am slowly adjusting to the new place, and new people. Our house is far away
from the main city.  So I feel very lonely. I hope some of you will come over here
for a Summer Course. 1 am learning Kannada and am progressing rather well.

N. Rajeswari, B.Sc. Maths-1974 writes from Sivaganga :
August, 1974

I am learning typewriting and shorthand. I was very happy to know of my high
marks. You lecturers gave me a lot of encouragement and opportunities to help
myself. The reason for my success is because of your zeal in teaching us.

J. Vaseegari, B.Sc. Zoology 1974 working in Providence College, writes about her
work :

February, 1975

Thank you for the specimens. Here, we conducted a biology exhibition - and
went fishing to get some exhibits! We got some exhibits from the Pasteur Institute.
The exhibition was a success.

Our good wishes to those Stella Marians who ever remember the college but who
never write - their awareness is never expressed thro’ letters but thro’ verbal messages
and surprise visits!

We express our deep sense of grief at the sad demise of Shenbagadevi (B.Sc.
Zoology, 1974) who died under tragic circumstances. She stood first in the State in her
subject and even before the college could felicitate her, death snatched her away.
Our condolences to the bereaved family and our prayers for her soul.

Our condolences to Janaki (M.A. Economics, 1966) who lost her husband. We
pray God grant her that strength of mind to bear this irreparable loss.
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University Examinations - March-April 1975

RESULTS
Name of the Examination call;f:loi'd:fes Passed in Total Percentage
appeared 1CL  UCL  IICL of passes

Pre-University :

( English Medium )

Mathematics, Physics & Chem. 182 168 6 3 172 96%

Physics, Chemistry & Nat, Sc. 348 200 105 20 325 93.39,

History, Economics & D. & P. 39 11 16 5 32 829,

History, Economics & Adv. English 59 17 31 8 56 . 95%

( Tamil Medium )

History, Economics & Adv. Tamil 18 4 4 22.29,

B.A. (English Medium )

First Year 215 207 969, .

Second Year 226 200 88.49,

Third Year: History 37 7 24 31 83.59,
Economics 77 24 44 68 88%
History of Fine Arts 22 2 8 9 19 869,
Sociology 39 11 28 39 1009,
English 37 1 19 16 36 97%

B.Sc. ( English Medium ) ‘

First Year: Mathematics 39 39 100%,
Chemistry 32 32 100%,
Zoology 40 35 87.5%

Second Year : Mathematics. 40 40 1009,
Chemistry 30 30 1009%,
Zoology 37 31 83.7%,

Third Year: Mathematics 40 28 1 29 729,
Chemistry 30 26 2 28 93%
Zoology 39 10 15 8 33 84.6%,

First Year: M.A. Economics 26 20 7%
M.A. Social Work 24 e 21 87.6%,
M.A. Hist. of Fine Arts 3 2 66%
M.Sc. Mathematics 27 23 85%

Second Year: M.A. Economics 24 22 22 91.5%,
M.A. English 25 6 17 23 92%
M.A. Social Work 27 4 22 26 969%
M.A. Hist. of Fine Arts 2 1 1 2 1009%,
M.Sc. Mathematics 23 12 9 21 91%
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Statement about ownership and other particulars about the newspaper Stella Maris College Magazine
to be published in the first issue every year after the last day of February
Form IV—(See Rule 8) )

1. Place of Publication
2. Periodicity of its publication

3. Printer’s Name
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