
Editorial

Everything takes longer than it takes.
- Murphy's Law

With the periodicity of the Voices issues being more 
random than the appearance of the blue moon, we 
welcome back the Voices from the ashes with a renewed 
team and new enthu pumped in. We have six new 
members on board and hope to make the issues see the 
light of the day every month as promised. Out from 
hibernation after a long gap, there are too many things to 
report that we decided not to report anything at all! This 
issue fills the much needed gap of entertaining articles 
(atleast we hope so!) and we hope to get back a large 
number of responses from the campus community. 

Among the happenings on campus since the last time 
Voices was spotted, was the sad demise of Prof. Puri of 
IIT Delhi due to a terrorist attack. The president came by 
a couple of times, shared his knowledge and left, the 
winter came by and left, and several new Ph.D students 
came by and are here to stay for "sometime". We had the 
institute elections and new representatives of the student 
community have been chosen. A new Student's Council 
has been instated. A new semester had begun and is 
ending. Rajkumar passed away resulting in his fans 
pelting stones at innocent "coffee" researchers at coffee 
board on a lazy thursday afternoon. Researchers continue 
their experiments oblivious of all these happenings. The 
IISc spirit lives on!

This issue has articles varying in topic from rural 
developement to peeves about the institute to praises to 
the campus life. The cover article is the opinion of a 
campus student on how technology and the institute and 
corporates can help in rural developement. An article by 
another student expresses his anguish at the state of the 
insitute and his opinion about the campus in general. 
What follows is an ode to the campus life and its 
lifeforms. This is followed by a piece of fiction created 
by one of us. Another two pieces of literature follow, one 
a collection of limericks and the other, an expression of a 
student on resolution to make and break. The cartoon this 
time is very elaborate and captures the feeling of lot of us 
who are ready to leave campus. 

Wishing the campus community a great summer ahead, 
enjoy your stay at lab because:

   " Enough research will tend to support your theory."
  -Murphy's Law of Research.

Yours truly,

Eds/-
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Rickety development of our countryside

Gone are the days when our countryside survived without 
much interaction with the outside world, when the village 
blacksmith would cater to the farm equipment needs of the 
farmer, and other such village based craftsmen would respond 
to the day to day needs of their fellow villagers. Smart 
marketers are now eyeing villages as never before, as 
lucrative markets of immense potential. Coinciding with the 
arrival of marketers, the self reliant autarchy of the villages 
across the length and breadth of this country is wittingly or 
unwittingly disappearing. Villages are fast becoming 
appendages of the urban markets across the country, but are 
villages ready to compete with cities in free market? The short 
answer is no. This is because income levels in villages are still 
meagre compared to urban incomes. Of course, our villages 
have also got their share of wealthy inhabitants, thanks to the 
fruits of green revolution in some parts of the country and to 
the remittance from migrants in other parts. Vast swathes of 
the rural populace are still overshadowed by abject poverty 
which could not simply afford the luxuries offered by 
marketers. 

Market mechanisms can, at best, cater to the wealthy lots of 
the rural landscape, leaving the others to fend for themselves. 
Politics has divided villages in this beautiful country on the 
lines of caste and religion. Now the market threatens to divide 
them into haves and have nots. Given the fact that village 
craftsmen are already migrating to cities in droves for sundry 
labour jobs currently due to higher wages offered there, the 
entry of market forces into the villages will be an additional 
push force to throw them out from their niches. Thus, the 
subversion of village self reliance will be complete. However 
not having been able to take care of the vast masses of lesser 
fortune, marketers will leave them in the midst of nowhere. 

Another very important aspect about villages which should be 
borne in mind while debating village economies is that, 
village conditions are distinct from urban environs. So the 
requirements of lay villagers will be different from those of 
city dwellers. Also, their economies are altogether different. 
One is primarily agrarian while the other is manufacturing 
and service based. My concern is that by integrating with the 
markets, village economies will end up becoming mere 
appendages of urban economies. Market forces will produce 
goods taking into account the requirement of urban 
consumers and then try and push through the same product to 
the rural populace through ill conceived market strategies of



Why IISc can never become a 
Cambridge or a Harvard

Over the past few months IISc has seen a sudden flurry of 
large chunks of money being poured in. The FM granted Rs 
100 crores to IISc in last year's national budget in order to 
make it an Indian equivalent of the Harvard and the 
Cambridge. Thereafter there was some talk of the Tata's 
giving a similar amount to the institute. But, to elevate the 
quality of research and to make the institute a world-class 
centre of excellence, is lots of money sufficient? I bet not. In 
what follows, I have described, in my opinion, why IISc can 
NEVER become a world renowned institute if the present 
state of affairs continues.

Let me begin with a couple of disclaimers- First, I have never 
seen the Harvard or the Cambridge. But it doesn't take brains 
to see why things can't be of good quality irrespective of the 
comparisons made. Second, my observations are restricted 
only to division of biological sciences. But I am tempted to 
extrapolate them to other divisions as well, since the same 
rules govern the institute functioning.

Now to the core issue-with a handful of exceptions, the 
quality of research done at the institute is bad, to say the least. 
I think there are at least four reasons for this. First, a partial 
lack of bright, daring, motivated and smart faculty members. 
Reasons for this are twofold- the primary recruitment in the 
faculty seems to be based on one's publications as a post-doc 
in a well known university abroad. Typically a couple of 
papers in high impact journals are necessary and sufficient. 
Now, this does not always reflect the intellect of a faculty 
candidate. The publications could be due to a brilliant or 
influential post-doc guide. Given that faculty induction itself 
could be faulty, there is no way of correcting the mistake! 
Having gotten inducted into the prestigious faculty of IISc, a 
member almost earns protection against being thrown out for 
being non-productive. There doesn't seem to be any periodic 
objective assessment of the faculty members' achievements. 
If at all there is some secretive assessment, it's a mere 
formality. Neither there is an incentive if one does well, nor a 
punishment if he or she doesn't! Compare this with institutes 
that have faculty induction on contract basis. Contracts are 
renewed or terminated depending on the output of the staff 
member. And such institutes have done well, even being new 
and smaller than IISc.

The second reason of the bad quality of the research I think is 
courtesy the non-academic staff- in purchase/ bill sections etc. 
The word 'professionalism', I suspect, is unheard of in this part 
of the population. It will take you only a few weeks' 
experience to realize that these people work in-between their 
coffee breaks and not the other way. A simple indent takes 
usually months to be “processed” and most chemicals take 
even more time to reach the labs. Scholarships are rarely 
sanctioned on time. It's a PhD student's responsibility to run 
around to fix the problem- only being tossed from one unit in 
the office to another.

This of course slows down the pace of research and lowers 
general motivation. In an institute which boasts of fantastic 

 VOICES 2          04/2006

lesser paid and lowly qualified staff professionals. So in the 
final analysis, I would like to say that well! -free markets and 
corporations provide a decent mode of development in and 
around urban centers, however the same doesn't hold true for 
rural areas because their needs are unique and the majority 
doesn't command the coveted purchasing power. However, it 
doesn't seem probable and appealing to go back to the era of 
our age old self reliant villages. Villagers of this country 
should be provided the benefits of progress in science and 
technology so that they can improve their production and can 
become competitive. Elsewhere (read outside villages), this 
job is being nicely done by corporations. A unique solution has 
to be devised to take our villages to the next level of 
development from where they can be successfully 
incorporated into the free market  economies.  

The growth model adopted by IISc gives some insights into 
this unique strategy of development. At the ASTRA centre in 
IISc, scientists first study the specific requirements of the rural 
communities then innovate novel technological devices for 
use in their day to day life. Biomass gasifiers, ASTRA ole and 
ASTRA dryers are some of the examples of such innovations 
by the centre. These technology packages are then offered free 
of charge to chosen NGOs which in turn spread awareness 
among the populace about the device, along with training and 
disseminating the units to the end users. Many of the 
innovations from the centre have recorded deep penetration 
into several states of India, courtesy the hard work put in by 
NGOs concerned. Nevertheless, the list of required devices is
 endless.

A village's requirements are as unique as the village itself. All 
across India most of village dwellers are still performing their 
economic activities by primitive tools with least efficiency 
and thus earning far below the potential. Others are compelled 
to buy very highly priced devices, even though a device of the 
same efficiency may be produced at far lesser expense. High 
pricing of pump sets and other such agricultural items have 
been found to be a major cause behind the suicide of majority 
of farmers, who run into a debt trap because of the high prices 
of these devices. I feel the need to add one more dimension to 
the ASTRA rural growth model: villagers should also be 
involved in the innovations. We have to really put faith in our 
villagers because they are the ones who desperately feel the 
need for a certain device. Villagers in India have proved that 
they can be smart and intelligent innovators too. 108 
innovations being awarded by Govt. of India are a testimony 
to their abilities. In addition, one periodically comes across 
some or the other innovations by villagers in the regular media 
itself. However, whatever innovations have been recognised 
so far are only the tip of the iceberg. The majority of 
innovations done by village folks goes unnoticed and 
unrecognised. If their innovations could be scientifically fine-
tuned by practicing scientists and be disseminated through the 
existing NGOs all across the country, I think, it will definitely 
make a big change in the lives of our villagers

-Rajiv
.C.E.S



ODE TO IISc

Do you, every morning, in honour of the day,
Recall the nights gone before, and filled with devotion pray-

Offering heartfelt thanks that the simulation worked,
Or that on the agar plate a suspicion of growth lurked,

Do you lie in bed estimating your advisor's arrival time,
So you can make it a split second before (sorry, that didn't 

rhyme)
Is your idea of a holiday the incubation time of your strain?

Or even the (rare) power cuts that you ask for in vain?

Do you tell yourself that the U.S is the place to be,
While religiously going to the Friday (hindi) movie..

Do you insist on a 'half fry' and drink endless cups of tea,
And try convince other people apple cake is a delicacy..

Do you groan at being 'scooped' at least once a quarter..
And wonder if PhD's can't be exchanged by some system of 

barter..
Do you think the campus probably has lots of animal 

(literally) charm,
And also think you've done a lot by not doing them any 

harm..?

Then no Linnaean committee would hesitate in proclaiming 
you-

Species 'IIScia' loud and true!

Laasya 
 

Integrated PhD, Biological Science  
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computer scientists, I wonder why students can't see the 
status of bills/indents/scholarships online and e-mail the 
concerned persons accordingly. 

Third in the list of culprits are the central instrument facilities. 
These are very expensive equipments common for usage by 
all students and are handled by trained personnel. There are 
only a few facilities that can be called as 'well-functioning'. 
The rest are almost non-usable due to trivial reasons. Students 
have to either go to other institutes to work or just junk the 
project! Here the problem is not the money to get things 
working but some focused plan and implementation thereof.

Finally, I think an average student of IISc is not bright and 
motivated enough. The reason, I guess is straightforward- if 
the institute isn't doing well, it can hardly attract good 
students. There are many small institutes all over the country 
which are really doing well and posing competition to IISc for 
the best minds that opt to be in India. Many such bright people 
either never join the place or leave soon after getting the taste 
of waters here!

Having said all this let me also assure you that the picture that 
I have painted isn't any work of intelligence. It's more than 
obvious to anyone who looks at the state of the institute 
seriously. Of course all the faculty members must be well 
aware of these problems, but no body bothers to implement 
even the simplest of the solutions. That's what makes me say 
to our most generous Finance Minister who gave us lots of 
bucks hoping for some returns- “It's not about money, honey! 
It's about people and the attitudes they choose to carry.

All that the money will do is to get swanky buildings with 
better paid staff working at the same old efficiency!”

-Ritwik Sawarkar
MRDG

Website of the month:
“www.slashdot.org”

 A site intially started by “geeks” for “geeks”, it has become one of the most watched and followed news ,sci-tech site 
of the net. With headline updates on the happenings in the science and technology front all over the world ever minute, it has 
evolved to become a site of utmost importance to scientists and technocrats around the world to keep updated on the 
happenings on their front ,to stay ahead. 

In the beginning there was no Slashdot. Bored and confused geeks would scribble "First Post" in the sand. Grits were 
strictly for consumption and there wasn't a place to get nerd oriented news. Then in September of 97 Rob “CmdrTaco”Malda 
changed all that. With the help of Jeff “Hemos”Bates and others, Slashdot has stumbled forward with the simple mission to 
provide 'News for Nerds. Stuff that Matters'. 

  Today they serve millions of pages to hundreds of thousands of readers. But the goal is still the same.

Also visit:

-www.technologyreview.com
-www.wired.com
-www.boingboing.net
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The threat of the terrorist squirrel

“What?”
“No, Aasha, that's what she said!”
“Oh, come on, I'm sure she was just joking!”
Divyapriya gave me an exasperated look and dialed a 
number on her cell phone. She handed me the cell phone 
with a flourish.
“Here, talk to Nirmala, she was the one who told me”, she 
said.
“Hello……….Hello………?”, I spoke into the phone 
straining my ears to hear something other than the static.
“EEEEEEEEE……..it's trying to jump on me and bite 
me!! Aasha? Is that Aasha? Help! Aaaaaaaaaah………”

I threw the cell phone to Divyapriya and ran towards the 
hostel………. A rogue squirrel? Never in my two years in 
the Indian Institute of Science (IISc) had I come across 
rogue squirrels. Sure, you get dogs that stalk you, cats 
that serenade you while you eat, monkeys that hold out 
their paws for upma and even a few elephants that amble 
out at you from nearby bushes. But squirrels? No! They 
were probably the only sane mammals around the area. I 
shook my head in deep despair. The IISc life was even 
upsetting the squirrels. 

When I got to the hostel, I found a Nirmala hopping 
around the gate clutching her foot.
“Did it bite you?”
“No! It tried to scratch me! It wants to give me tetanus!”
“Calm down, Nam, and tell me where your rodent 
terrorist is.”
“There, towards Akanksha's room, that squee has held her 
hostage in her room for half an hour now, hurry!” 
Nirmala was so scared, she couldn't even pronounce the 
word “squirrel”, she was calling it a “squee”. Things were 
pretty bad. 

Akanksha and Nirmala are seniors at the lab I work in. 
They are extremely wary of living creatures…………I 
was quite sure they'd done nothing to harm the squirrel, 
so obviously, this act of terrorism was not revenge. Was 
this a particularly bloodthirsty little monster? Had it been 
mutated into its present form by the waves of despair that 
periodically smote the campus? It is quite well known 
that at any given minute, at least 25% of the student 
population is either in deep despair or in raging 
frustration……….psychological fallout………a bane 
almost as bad as nuclear fallouts. I shuddered as I walked 
carefully towards Akanksha's room.

“Akanksha! Me and Nirmala are here. Are you OK?” 
“Aasha! Nirmala! Help me! That squirrel's been banging 
the door and windows, I can't get out of my room.”
“What happened, Akanksha?”
“When me and Nirmala got to my room, I found the 
squirrel on my bed. It had messed up the whole room. 
When it saw us, it ran towards us and tried to scratch and 
bite us. I thought that maybe it has hidden its babies 
somewhere in the room and was protecting them, 

I know that mother squirrels are very protective and get quite 
violent when their babies are threatened…….So I asked 
Nirmala to distract it…….When it ran out of the room to 
chase Nirmala, I quickly got in and closed the door and began 
looking for its babies. When it heard the door close, it streaked 
back towards the room and rattled the windows gnashing its 
teeth!”
I walked warily down the corridor.
“Watch out, Aasha, it'll try to jump at you”, said Nirmala.
I rounded the corner and reached the bathrooms, Nirmala 
close behind me. We checked each bathroom, opening the 
doors cautiously. The row of bathrooms ended in an open 
courtyard surrounded by the small balconies of the single 
rooms. 
“Is it there?” Nirmala asked.
Then I caught sight of it, the little jehadi rodent………It was 
perched on Akanksha's clothes stand and was staring beadily 
at me. I walked up to it slowly, but the squirrel remained 
motionless. It didn't seem the least afraid of me, and regarded 
me with an almost eager look in its eye.
Then it hit me!  
“Akanksha, do you have some grapes in your room?” I called 
out.
“No, I don't think so………wait, I have one left”, she replied.
Nirmala quickly ran and got the grape while I tentatively 
reached out and stroked the squirrel's soft back. It crouched 
down, but didn't move.
I handed it the grape which it grabbed and nibbled at furiously. 
The little squirrel sure was hungry…….she probably hadn't 
eaten for a day or two. I held out my hand, and the squirrel 
scampered up my arm and sat on my shoulder. It then 
promptly dropped the remainder of the grape down my collar 
and snuggled down at the nape of my neck. My suspicions 
were confirmed. The “terrorist” was a runaway and belonged 
to Ranjitha. She'd raised the squirrel by hand. Spanky (as 
Ranjitha called her) had escaped from her room two days 
before to sample the great wilderness outside. She probably 
didn't like the squirrel way of life, being so used to humans 
and also being very finicky about her food (she'd turn up her 
dainty little nose at slightly bruised bananas and oranges), 
hence her return to the hostel............
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Boulevard of broken resolutions! 

It had been two weeks past New Year eve and I was 
wandering in the serene premises of Mahatma Gandhi Road. 
Among that motley crowd, I felt I was the only one without 
New Year resolutions. For, all other faces looked resolute 
chasing a resolution they made a fortnight ago. Even though 
my motto was “Made resolutions are sweet, Unmade one's 
are sweeter” I was tempted to make a few New Year 
resolutions. For a change, I chased the owner of a low-rise 
jeans and entered one of the biggest malls of the city only to 
allow myself to be marooned in a mob of lechers, 
dipsomaniacs and oniomaniacs. To which category I 
belonged I prefer not to divulge! 

Deciding not to besmirch the reputation of a great science 
institute by ogling at the surrounding nubile beings, who 
clearly hailed from a land that didn't boast of a textile tycoon 
for a long time, I perched myself on the edge of a chair in the 
nearby coffee shop. 

I was surreptitiously trying to slip into a hyperspace of 
scientific thought assisted by the injection of a Cappuccino 
into my veins when I heard Rohit Jayakaran airing his show 
“Disco nights with Rohit”. What greeted my ears was the 
lovely sensuous voice of Samantha, who introduced herself 
as Sam (not yet Uncle), crying to Rohit over the ghastly fact 
that she broke her New Year resolution. 

She had resolved to date only one guy! She would join the 
ignominious list of resolution-ruiners that Rohit was 
preparing quite meticulously  I must say quite cruelly! Then 
Sam requested the song “Boulevard of broken dreams”. I 
could only sympathize with distraught Sam. I would envision 
her lonely gait along the empty “boulevard of broken 
resolutions” with her heart as cold as coleslaw! It cost me a 
couple of hours and a few cigarettes to muster up enough 
courage to scuttle the negative thought that my resolutions 
also are doomed to go in gutters. But, alas, with a heavy heart 
(and an empty head) I jotted down these resolutions: 

!As a part of my fitness regime  The Frustrated 
Researchers Miracle Diet (TFRMD) - start having food from 
the mess. Energy spent in digesting it is much more than that 
it provides! 
!· Try to increase the level of blood in my caffeine system. 
My veins are so supersaturated with coffee that next time 
when mercury drops, it might crystallize in me. 
!· Change my motto from “I think, therefore I'm” to “I 
don't think, therefore I research”. 
!· Design and manufacture a new outfit to protect poor 
males from the tentacles of anti-male organisms. Brainwash 
myself so that I will start talking about anatomy of female 
souls rather than that of female bodies. 
!· Buy and practice a Hornet .22 with a double 
strength telescopic sight and obtain permission for a 
shoot-at-sight order at those who make that infernal 
sound pulling chairs in the mess. 

!   Imbibe inspiration from Michael Manga to become ·                        
the “sexiest graduate student alive (or dead!)”.

I hope I won't end up like Sam sauntering the Boulevard of 
broken resolutions!  

Krish Nair 

Crow Sin: The Pain Killer

       My only sin was to feel a bit drowsy.
              Cramming my text, fearing the big E
              In the test, the following day.

For this sin, I had to dearly pay.
All I aspired for was a midnight coffee.

Shambled along to the beloved T-board
How I wish I had carried along a sword
Barely managed to carry my coffee
To a lonely table:Like a trophy!
Awaiting my arrival was an insane horde!

The moment I rested my seat
Loud began the bitter bleat
A table teeming with hooligans
Thinking they are the only ones
At 200dB noise, began their b'day party meet.

At midnight, wished I for peace of mind,
Never knew the Lord would be so unkind.
We at IISc, who fear the crow,

 Find this a tougher row to hoe.
I felt my neurons squeal from within a grind.

Rushed to the test the next day morn
Less aware than the day I was born.

 Little would I blame the test
Seemed more like a jest
Became I the victim of the Prof's scorn.

To put an end to the midnight cacophony
Put to use the weapon of Mafia Berlusconi.
Shot the criminals with firearms,
How sweet, the silence of the lambs.
The only sinners now: the crows and their crony.

A tortured T-B(T-board) customer
Aneesh
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