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Congratulations Dr. Tolani!

Sri. Ved Prakash Goyal, Union Ministor of Shipping
presenting the Varuna Award to Dr. Tolani. Also seen in
the picture is Vice. Adm. V Pasricha, F.O.CINCWEST
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Dove In Flight

This picture was chosen for the cover of this issue for
several reasons, not the least among them being its sheer
beauty. It is essentially a reflection of clouds in calm,
deep waters and the picture itself is quite breathtaking.
The sheer size of such an apparition is captivating
enough to hold one spellbound, and we cannot help
envying the photographer.

The one thing that fascinated all of us was that it meant
so many different things to so many different people.
When different people were shown this photograph and
asked what they thought of it, the responses varied from
the normal to the amazingly imaginative. While some
people saw it as clouds reflected in water, others simply
saw it as a beautiful picture and felt that it was symbolic
of the very name of the magazine - "Reflections”.

Then came the really imaginative responses -
perspectives that we hadn't thought of ourselves. Some
respondents to the query felt that because it showed "a
bird flying", it represented the flight of their own
thoughts, their dreams, and their aspirations. Some
others said that to them, it represented a bird moving
forward at great velocity, akin to our own lives.

Yet others saw it as a dove in flight, a symbol of peace and
brotherhood among all beings. This was the perspective
that really caught our fancy and that is why the picture
eventually came to be referred amongst ourselves not as
the "Cover" or the "Picture" but as " The Dove".

We are aware that it may mean still different things to still
more people, and it would be unfair to impose our own
views on them.

"Dove In Flight" or "What You Will".




o, A Message from Dr. N. P Tolani (e

Chairman, Tolani Group of Companies

I am delighted to Rnow that the students of the Tolani Maritime Institute are releasing the
third issue of the Institute magazine 'Reflections’.

In today's fast changing and competitive environment, the all round development of our
students is imperative to achieve greater professionalism not only for themselves but also for
the continued worldwide acceptance of Indian seafarers. Towards this end the annual
magazine provides an excellent opportunity for students to display their creative talent and
enhance their skills.

The Institute has come a long way since its inception about 4 years ago and has already
commenced making its mark in the shipping world. I am sure that our students, members of the
faculty and staff will put in their best in the years to come to reach our goal of providing
quality marine engineers for international shipping and bring greater glory to the Institute.

Iwish the magazine all the very best.

Dr. N. P. Tolani




On the occasion of the release of the third issue of our annual magazine I congratulate the
editorial team and the contributors.

It is an ideal opportunity for me to appreciate and praise all those whose participation and
acumen have helped us carve a niche in the competitive world of maritime education.

As the Raleidoscope of time turned yet another year, it has left us more confident and
experienced. We, however, cannot sit back on our laurels and must continue the good work
to maintain our high standards.

The first batch would be graduating soon and they would be ready to face the tough grind.
I wish them calm seas and fair winds.

Let us all continue our work in achieving our goal of making this an exclusive institution.
May REFLECTIONS continue to reflect not just our hopes and aspirations but also the
triumph of our achievements!

Once again wishing the magazine all the best,
Brijendra K. Saxena

Principal
Tolani Maritime Institute
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Brijendra K. Saxena
Principal
Tolani Maritime Institute
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A word from the Editorial Board
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We at the Editorial Board would like to point out what a pleasure it has been to be able to
work on a project such as this. It has been effortless at some times and tedious at others.
But above all, it has been a wonderful learning experience for all of us. It is our hope
and endeavour that you enjoy reading this magazine as much as we enjoyed putting it
together for you.

We would also like to take this opportunity to express our gratitude to all those who have
directly or indirectly contributed to the compilation of this issue of the magazine.
Valuable assistance came from all quarters, and the all the people involved are too
numerous to mention here. We must in particular thank members of the faculty for
providing vital guidance and support without which this issue of the magazine would
not have been possible.
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Mr. M.P. Pinto

Mr. D.T. Joseph
Captain J.C. Anand
Mr. B. K. Biswas
Captain M. M. Saggi
Mr. A. Chatterjee
Captain Sudhir Kumar
Mr. S. Kumar

Cdr. Rajiv Gupta

Mr. Sudhir Kumar

Mr. P. Govindrajan
Mr. Kumares Datta
Mr. D K Afzalpurkar
Ms. Asha Vasant Sheth
Mr. S. K. Aneja

Mr. Jaswant Singh
Mr. B. K. Saha
Captain M. Baweja
Mr. Dipak Raut

Mr. Vilas Salunkhe

Vice Admiral M. P. Awati (Retd.)

Ms. Leela Poonawala
Mr. Ajay Achutan

Mr. Govind Shahani
Dr. Aspi Doctor

Mr. S. Hajara

Cmde. C. M. Belliappa
Mr. A.K.Nigam

Mr. A.M. Raizada

Mr. O. P. Kapur

Col. T.D. Tamhane(Retd)

Mr. Vijay Handa
Mr.M.V. Nataekar
Mr. Kamal Kumar
Captain S. Nagia

Captam DJ Masurek

Captain Kamal Chadha

Secretary Shipping,Govt of India
Director General of Shipping
Chairman, Indian Register Of Shipping
Chief Surveyor, DGS

PO, MMD, Mumbai

PO, MMD, Calcutta

Dy. Nautical Advisor

Principal Surveyor, IRS

ADG Shipping, DGS

Dy. Chief Surveyor, DGS

Vice President, Essar Shipping
C.E.O. Mitsui O.S.K. Lines

Great Eastern Group

Institute of Mar.ine Engineers
Diesel Power Engineering
Former. D.G. Shipping
Captain Supdt. TS Chanakya
Aarnav Shipping

MD, Barber Ship Management

Principal, MASSA Academy

Principal, Jai Hind College , Mumbai
Principal, Tolani College of Commerce
Director, SCI Ltd

CO, INS Shivaji, Lonavala “
Conservator of Forests, Pune Circle
Lloyds Register of Shlppmg‘
Secretary, F OSMA
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Mr. Sanjay Shesh
Captain Deepak Laud
Captain Easow Thomas
Mr. Shrikant Bhat
Captain V.A.Correa
Mr. K.Shankar

Mr. Philip C.Menere
Prof. L.N. Verma

Mr. Pooran P.Chugani
Mr.S.M. Mukherjee
Mr.Sunil Kumar Madan
Captain Raman K.Mehra
Captain Raman Harish
Mr.A.J.Bevan

Prof. V.S. Rao

Mr. Kees Krot

Captain S. Nadampalli, IN
Mr. R. H. B. Rikken

Vice Admiral MP Awati (Retd.)

Mr. Pavan Kapoor

Ms.Y.U. Hongrong
Mr. Li Nong

Mr.Xue Jing

Mr. B. Udhad

Sir C. P. Srivastava
Mr. Mark Pendlebury
Mr. R.C. Bansal
Mr. K. S. Rajvansh

Fleet Management Ltd
Barber Ship Management
Bergesen (I) Ltd

Great Eastern Shipping
Great Eastern Shipping

Chief Executive Sanmar. Shipping Ltd
Chennai

MCA, HQ, Southampton

Training for Trainers Course
Training for Trainers Course
Principal, OMECI, Mumbai

Siemens (I)

Elan Maritime Consultants
Chellaram Shipping

Fuel & Marine Marketing, London
Dy. Director, BITS, Pilani
Wijsmuller Engineering BV, Holland
INS Shivaji, Lonavala

Technical Director, Vroon BV, Holland

Head, IMTC, Mumbai

Shanghai Maritime University, China
Qingdas Ocean Shipping Mari
China _ ’
Shanghai Marit
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Visit of Vice Admiral M. P. Awati PVSM, Vr.C (Retd.)
December 22nd, 2001

The Tolani Maritime Institute has started a system of 'Visitors' to observe the system &
functioning of the Institute so that their advice would enable us to achieve continuous
improvement in our standards. Vice Admiral M. P. Awati, was the first 'Visitor' to the Institute.

Vice Admiral Awati in the
lush green surroundings
of the Institute

The Jewish Bottle Dancers at
the cultural programme in P
honour of Admiral Awati

A scene from
"The Pie and the Tart"

Unity in diversity-
India comes together P
on stage



Visit of Dr. C. P. Srivastava, KCMG

Secretary General Emeritus, International Maritime Organisation, London
Chancellor, World Maritime University, Sweden
Chairman, Governing Council, Tolani Maritime Institute

P

"So we were right!" - A meeting of the Titans.

A Summary of Dr. C. P. Srivastava's address , March 7th, 2002

Dear Dr- & Mrs. N. P. Tolani, Mr. Rohet Tolani, Principal Saxena, Fi aculty members & Dear Cadets,

It gives me great pleasure to be amongst you all today in your beautiful campus which has come up so well
in a very short time. I am happy to inform you that Dr. Tolani has been awarded a very prestigious "Varuna
Award" for his immense contribution to shipping & maritime education in this country. This institute has
come up because of the vision, foresight & meticulous planning of Dr. Tolani, who has literally carved this
place out of nothing.

I would also like to bring to notice the tremendous contribution & committment of Mr. Rohet Tolani, who
gave able direction to the project when ever Dr. Tolani was away and is also actively involved now in the
development of the Institute and shares the vision of his illustrious father. I must confess that I have seen
many maritime training centers around the world, but I can assure the cadets that TMI undoubtedly is of
international standards & amongst the best.So, you should be proud of this fact & are indeed privileged to
be here in such beautiful surroundings. I urge the cadets to always uphold the honour of the institute & our
country where ever you go, as you will be sailing to all parts of the world. You should always be loyal to the
Alma Mater by living upto the standards that TMI has laid down. Remember that when you go out in to the
world, you stand to representyour Institute & your country.

In step with the The Governing Council
P v v g

younger generation debating future visions




Visit of Dr. C. P. Srivastava, KCMG

At the helm of affairs -
of the boiler

Words of wisdom for the
younger generation

< Three cheers for
Dr. C. P. Srivastava




The Paper Bags Project

Recognising the menace to the environment due to excessive use of non bio-
degradable plastic bags, the cadets of Tolani House took it upon themselves
to provide environmentally friendly option in Paper Bags made out of news
print. The project was completed under the able guidance of
My N. D. Junnarkar, Mr. S. T. Chawle and Mr. K. A. Mehendale




—ee{  The Chiefsez..  Joo—

Mr. Mukund Jogalekar, (MJ), is a Chief Engineer with Varun Shipping. He was in TMI lately to deliver a
series of lectures as part of the curriculum to the third year.

Mr. I K Basu, (IKB), also a Chief Engineer, is a senior faculty member with the Marine Engineering
Department of the Institute

We, the members of the Editorial Board (EB) decided to speak to both of them about their experiences at
sea and their advice to budding marine engineers.

Read on as we share with you the knowledge that we have gleaned from them and yes - be sure to pay heed to
their advice!

EB: Sir, to begin with, please tell us about your schooling and higher education.

MJ:  Formy schooling, I was at the Mayo College, Ajmer and then I did a four-year course at the DMET,
('73 to '77). After that I went out to sea and in 1994-95, I obtained my B.Tech. in Marine
Engineering, in Australia. I was at Launceston in Australia. I passed my Class I Exam in December
'82 and I have been a Chief Engineer from November '85 to date.

IKB: Istudiedin Calcutta at the Scottish Church School. According to the pattern of education at
that time, you only studied till the 11" standard and not the 12" as you people do now. |
passed Class 11in 1963

EB: What made you join this line of work?

MJ: No partlcular reasons as such; a couple of my friends were there in the Merchant Navy. Iam the first
one in my family to have taken up this career.

IKB: The trend in 1963, when | passed Class 11, was to join the Engineering stream. It was no
different for me, and | joined the Bengal Engineering College, one of the oldest
engineering colleges in India. Englneerlng then, was a 5-year course and | graduated as
an Electrical Engineer in 1968. Now in 1965, after the Chinese aggression, the Indian
economy went into recession (this is after the Government increased the number of
Graduate Engineers in '62). So when we passed out, there were no jobs for us. It was als
around this time that | heard that the Shipping Corporation of India was expanding. | |
an application as a graduate engineer and was called for an interview. At the inte
was asked only one question "Who is the Hockey captain of India?" | answ
Singh". Thatwas it! | was sent for the medical test, which | cleared. That's
line of work. | hadn't the faintest idea that | would ever saﬂ | had
but never as a sailor!

EB: Please tell us alittle bit about your first voyage.

MJ:  Basically, when you enter the ship for the first
know much about anything. But you learn

Plus the seniors also help out - in the

Marine Engineering once you go ot

There was a con’




EB:

MJ:

IKB:

EB:

MJ:

IKB:

engineers that we had were the DMET boys. There was a lot of friction initially. When | went
on board, | experienced this friction often enough. My first ship was called the State Of
Travancore, a 6000 tonner with a 3000 BHP engine. We sailed from Calcutta to the UK, all
the way around the Cape because the Suez Canal was closed. | didn't face 'difficulties’, to
be honest. The only difficulty was living away from home.

Sir you've been a Chief Engineer for so long now. What would you expect from a Fifth
Engineerora Trainee Marine Engineer?

As regards shipboard jobs - not much. But basically what one would expect is absolute honesty. If
something goes wrong, most of the troubleshooting depends on the inputs you get from people. For
instance a Watchkeeping engineer is primarily involved in overseeing things in the Engine Room. If
you canreport, as a junior, exactly what happened, without trying to cover up anything, it helps a lot
in troubleshooting. So I would really appreciate an honest person. It doesn't matter that he has made
a mistake - honesty really goes a long way in running the ship. As soon as you try to hide
something, there's a problem. Because, you see, ultimately it will be found out. Nobody trusts you
after that. Life on board is not very pleasant once that happens.

One characteristic of shipping that you must take note of is that the whole command
structure is based on verbal directions. Written orders, such as in industry, are not used
aboard. Instructions are all verbal. If | tell you to do something and you report back that it is
done, then itis accepted as done. Everything runs basically on trust. So when you go on
board you must first earn the trust of your seniors. A few of your mistakes can be
overlooked, but you must be honest with yourself. Besides, you have to be diligent, you
should have an open mind and you should be able to take what your seniors have to offer
without being biased by it.

What have been the changes since you first started working? Have you noticed any major
changes in technology?

The main area is Technology. There is a lot of automation nowadays. Earlier, we used to have a crew

of more than 45 people. When I joined in 1977, it was common to have at least 45-50 people on the

ship. Now it is more like 20-25. The machinery is definitely more complicated. They develop more
power. Earlier, if things had to go wrong it would take some time before things really went out of __
order. These days, because you are pushing the machinery to its absolute limit, when things start
going wrong, they really go wrong very quickly so you have to really be very alert. But on the other
hand, the reliability of the machinery has also improved. '

Basically the ship is still a ship. We still have a main engine, 3 generators, pum )
earlier, the risk factor was greater. What | mean to say is, you could prob:
engine a little further. But today, if the maker has defined parameters
them. Secondly, Electronics has come in, in a big way. Commt
up. Most of the ships have Internet and satellite phone. Ott
there are no major changes except for the quahty 0
noted here is the strength of the crew. O
Today it has come down to 20.».And : h




IKB:

EB:

MJ:
IKB:

EB:

MJ:

IKB:

threatening incident. Sometimes you experience rough weather but in these days the ships are so
well built that even rough weather is not a problem now.

| don't really find any incident in the engine room worth mentioning. As a chief engineer |
always made sure that | did not allow any incident to be blown out of proportion. | used to
start my day at 7 o'clock. (The normal time used to be 8 o'clock, but | used to make
sure that at 7 o'clock, I'd be in the engine room. | used to take a round, make sure that
everything was well. And even after everyone leaves the engine room, after dinner, I'd take
a casual walk around the engine room so that | knew things were ship shape before people
went to sleep. | could not leave everything to the juniors because they are quite prone to
mistakes and a chief engineer has certain responsibilities. During those 34 years | did not
face a single enquiry in the SCI. |always stayed within limits.

Sir. we have heard so many stories of pirates and ships disappearing. Have you had any
such experience on board?

Notreally.

Yes, | did encounter pirates in 1991, when | was on a tanker, the Palma. Pirates had
boarded our ship. When we were in Singapore, our Master was the first to discover that
something was amiss when he found his personal safe missing, and also noticed some
drag marks on the floor. He notified the bridge about the incident and told them that if they
heard of any other similar happening, they were to sound the general alarm, because
there surely were pirates on board! Now, as you know, in times of emergency, there are
two escape routes on board a ship one through the accommodation and the other through
the stern. So late that night (at about 0130 hrs.) when the Mate heard someone trying to
break the door of the accommodation, he knew that it was the pirates trying to escape, so
he sounded the general alarm. The Second Engineer and the Third Engineer grabbed
cleavers from the kitchen and ran out to face the pirates. Butwhen the pirates pointed guns
at them, they quickly retreated. The situation turned quite bad when the pirates held the
Second Mate as hostage. Having heard that it was in these waters that an Indian ship
disappeared, and watching the pirates wielding loaded guns, we were compelled to watch
helplessly as the pirates made their getaway.

What do you think about the prospects of the Indian seafarers when the Chines
coming into this field so strongly? v

The Indians are still pretty good and because of their technical expertise they still ha
The Chinese are good but their main problem is English. Once they get over th:
good. ButI don't think that will affect the Indians. ”

Well, frankly speaking the Indians have two adva.ntage, ’averth
Firstly, an Indian has a better command ove

Indian is known for his art of merging into
comfortable at sea. Many companies the
Philippine crew team on board, beca

awork team.

e

Sir, Do you th g
They should be ab



much.

IKB: Girls are known for their hard work and dedication and since '96 | have seen quite a few
girls doing well as long as they can stand the noise and the heat of the Engine Room. But,
we Indians, with our family traditions, pamper our girls and don't allow them to grow up
rough and tough! So, can our Indian girl stand the pressure of sometimes working
continuously for 30 hours?

EB: Isthere anything that you will like to tell us cadets, any advice for us before we go out to
sea?

MJ:  Well, aMarine Engineer's job is a very peaceful job. Once you get used to the job it is difficult to get
adjusted to a shore job. Another thing about ship is the constant change. Every month, roughly one-
fifth of the people on board change. So basically every month we see new faces. On shore, working
hours are fixed and the people around you are the same. So we can get quite bored! So sail as long as
you want and enjoy the peace and tranquility of the seas.

IKB: Well that's a good question! There are quite a few things for you to learn before you go on
board.

The first thing that you must remember is that there will be no pampering on board. There
will be no one to punish you or discipline you. A couple of your mistakes may be
overlooked, but after that your carelessness will not be tolerated.

Secondly, you must learn your way around the ship, especially the emergency exits!
Then, you must be punctual. No excuses of 'But | slept late' will be tolerated. Remember
never to disregard the advice of anyone on board. The person offering the advice may not
hold a degree like you do, but he may have more experience, and that is what really
matters. Seize every opportunity to learn from those who have spent more time at sea

And, mostimportant of all, respect each and every person on board!

Take as much feedback from your seniors before you go on board, and groom yourself
well to face the challenges of life at sea.




~4 A Change of Views? |-

= -r entry to the institute, one has to compose an essay called "Why I want to be a Marine Engineer". Like
-adets, Cadet Gaurav G. Lobo also wrote his, but that was a long time back. Now that he is back from his

- ~AlUclD

- stint on board, we asked him, if his views had changed and if he regretted choosing this field of work.
~zre are his compositions

A mgust 1998:
Why I Want to Become a Marine Engineer

\!zrine Engineering involves the design, construction and repair of ships. In addition to this, in Marine
- ~zineering, we learn about the working of ships, learn the maintenance of main engines, auxiliary engines

LI

=2 2 host of other equipments including cargo handling gears and other such equipment.

Tnis appeals to me tremendously. My fascination and interest in Marine Technology is huge because it is
-~z of the few areas where we have an opportunity to work with the technology of the time. This is never
<zgnant and is constantly upgraded.

"= Marine Engineering, not only is brainpower compulsory but also physical fitness mandatory. After
-ompletion of Marine Engineering training, when one goes to sea, life at sea makes him a man of himself as
~= 15 trained to be resourceful, (sometimes under severe conditions), and manage himself. He is also taught
=2 stand on his own feet independently.

\foreover, a Marine Engineer can enjoy both worlds i.e., a sea life, where we can see different places and
~=zm different customs and also satisfy his craze to see the world and he also has a steady and lucrative job.
\{arine engineers are also in great demand and thus the jobs are available easily.

n 2 world of developing technology, India is a competing nation and can excel greatly in the Marine
Engineering field. Moreover, India relies heavily and tremendously on the merchant navy for trade and

-ommerce.

\!zrine Engineering also deals with the disciplining of the mind and body, which is necessary for a young
man like me, who is now ready to take on the world and accept all challenges like a man.

Hence | am greatly looking forward to launch my new career in Marine Engineering.
Gaurav G. Lobo

February 2002:

iWell that was a long time ago. Some of it I have seen what with all the training ane
hundled together.

[ view the world with a different eye now. I know now that when 1 have '
mansion and the Mercedes. And the part about 'seeing the world'?
the irony of it all Ido like the life, and that's why....

I Don't Regre-t Bein-
I never realized the fact that my mtera s in




spoken about, just like my working hours on board, which were nowhere close to what was written on

paper.

"My ship" - a place where STCW '95 had never been heard of, a place where people relied on each other, a
place where one learnt to be self-dependent or independent based on the others' unreliability - a constant
contradiction to what you have been told and what you have heard. A place which is so backward, that you
have to use hand signals to get a message across, that too efficiently and quickly, a place where walking

quickly or running was taken to be a sign of trouble or just running away from work.

So why do1likeit? Or why don't I regret being a marine engineer?

Simply because I couldn't have chosen a better profession to be a man. There is no profession like a Marine
Engineer's and there will never be one, and its not all about the pay...the pay 1 should think is measly for the
work you have to do. ’

Butits work.....andIloveit!

It's the fact of being alone with your own instincts to rely on, your own strength to depend on. Your own
mind is planning your next move and is never at rest. I could offer a million reasons. The career is
fascinating, and I am in constantawe ofit!

The seafaring community is often in the public eye, especially with incidents of rough weather and sinking
ships, pirates and hijacking of vessels in the dark oceans of the world. The mysteries of the sea are only
seafarers tales but in constant need of being heard. They bring about the seasoning of a sailor's skin, the mad
gleam in his eye, the unbelievable strength gained from all the hard work. I wouldn't blame anyone for
saying that the career was an insane one, but you do get critics from all over in every profession.

"Why notsitatatable witha 9to 5job?"

"Why leave your loved ones behind?"

What if these are actually reasonable questions? I choose to answer them with one word God! Every sailor
depends on that Man upstairs. For he knows that his fate is in His Hand and that the next minute is as
unpredictable as the previous and could mean death or a continued life with a little more gratitude for the
gift of extended life.

And then we have the sailor; the person closest to nature in today's polluted world, where he looks at the
stars not to guide him but to pray to, not to show him where he goes but to let him know that there they are
watching over him. A spooky tale? _:
If one on land were told that he was being watched, then he would naturally assume that he was
'stalked' and 'followed'. But whata sigh of relief for the sailor! ’
And the reason why I don't regret being a marine engineer. .. the part of coming home,
sailor comes to patch his wounds, a place to look forward to, for I really beli_cvevin.th
makes the heart grow fonder". .

The feeling is unbelievable and the best part is, every one onbc;ard‘is ha :
that you are leaving a family to go to a family. Envy is an obsolete term :
ask me for a reason why a ship is called a she, my one and only ¢ S
mother.
Not everyone may understand, but sailors will, an

I look forward to going bac oth




°—°°°{ A Nightmare }0“—'

The tower clock struck 9 o' clock and Sam, as usual, was engrossed with the news headlines. Sam was a
hardworking man and thought that he deserved his rest at this time of day.

The news headlines were almost over and apart from the usual robbery and other mundane stuff, there was
nothing interesting to watch. He was about to turn in for the day when he heard a most peculiar sound -
Scratch Scratch Scratch...

At first he tried to ignore it but as the sound became incessant he knew he would have to deal with whatever
was making the noise. Finally, picking up a broom, he tiptoed towards the sound. As he neared the
bathroom, the sound increased in intensity.

Switching on the bathroom light, he braced himself for whatever it was that he would have to deal with. He
-ntered the bathroom .The sound was now gone but he knew that if he waited, the sound would surely
return. And then - right on cue - there it was again Scratch Scratch Scratch......... - coming from behind
~im. He realized that the sound was coming from the basin .He tiptoed to the basin and peered into it - his
whole body went cold- for there, right in front of him, was a small pinkish finger poking out of the drain
The finger was moving round in circles and scratching the edge of the drain .

For a few moments, which felt like an hour to him, he stood rooted to the spot. Finally, he darted out of the
hathroom and shut the door.

He was now drenched in cold sweat. Trying to convince himself that it was just a figment of his
'magination, he tried unsuccessfully to push the 'vision' out of his head. But there came the sound again.
Scratch, Scratch, Scratch...

[tcouldn'tbe! ...He was hearing things!

Finally managing to muster up enough courage, he again entered the bathroom, fervently hoping that it had
a1l been an illusion. However, the finger was still there. And now, it seemed to be pointing straight at him.
Things were really getting out of hand now. He knew he would never be able to talk about this to anyone.
They'd think he was wacky!

He was suddenly filled with dark despair. Realizing he could do nothing, he took a sleeping pill hoping h
would sleep. .

Butin vain.
The sound now haunted him .
He had to do something! But what??

Then it struck him. Rushing to the storeroom, he began to search frantically fo
God...Why couldn't he be more organised? And then, just when he had lost
behind a carton was a bottle labeled "Drainezee"-the instant drain cleaner.
clean your drains of anything and everything." Good. Jusvtv_what heneeded
He headed for the bathroom. But at the back of his mind :m_g
Yanking open the door, he entered the bathroom. The fi

and more grotesque. .

Like a man possessed, he empt
disappeared down the dr

And then it sudden

greenish in col



Sam struggled to free himself. He started screaming frantically and throwing things around as far as his
hands reached. He hit out at the finger with the shampoo bottle, the mug, the hand shower- anything he

could get hold of. But the finger would not let go!
Hearing all the noise, Sam's neighbours decided to call the police. Meanwhile, Sam still struggled with the
finger. He knew that it was either his sanity or the menacing digit.

He thought of his shaving kit on the ledge by the basin. He raised himselfa little and reached for it. It was too
far off. He then picked up his toothbrush and used it to pull the kit closer by its sling. He finally had the
shaving kit in his hand. He fished out his razor and began striking the finger with it in maniacal rage. He

managed to lacerate the finger in quite a few places.

The finger, now damaged and bleeding profusely, began to retreat into the drain. By this time the cops had
arrived. Fearing the worst, the cops broke down the door and were greeted by an awful stench. They knew
for sure something was wrong. Upon hearing some noise coming from the bathroom they headed for it.
There was blood everywhere and Sam seemed to be muttering incoherently to himself. Someone had surely
been killed there- the cops knew it- after all, its their job to know it!

Knowing that this had just been the scene of a brutal crime, the cops looked for a body. Sam was arrested
and escorted out of his house. Just as Sam left with the policemen, the same - Scratch, Scratch, Scratch...

wafted gently to his ears

Cadet Tyrone Tome Vaz
2000 Entry

The Tourist's Prayer

Heavenly Father, look down on us your humble obedient tourist servants who are doomed to travel this
earth, taking photographs, mailing postcards, buying souvenirs and walking around in drip-dry
underwear. We beseech you, O Lord, to see that our plane is not hijacked, our luggage is not lost and
our overweight baggage goes unnoticed.

Give us this day divine guidance in our selection of hotels. We pray that the phones work, and that the
operators speak our tongue, and there are no letters from our children, which would force us to cancel
the rest of our trip.

Lead us to good inexpensive restaurants where the wine is included in the price of the meal. Give us th
wisdom to tip correctly in currencies we do not understand. Make the natives love us for whe
and not for what we can contribute to their worldly goods. .
Grant us the strength to visit the museums, the cathedrals, the palaces, and if, pe
historic monument to take a nap after lunch, have mercy onus for our flesh
Dear God, protect our wives from 'bargains' they don't need or can't
temptation for they know not whatthey do. . -
Almighty Father, keep our husbands from looking at foreign wome:
them from making fools of themselves at nightclul

trespasses for they know exactly what they do.

And when our voyage is over, grant us ¢

movies, and listen to our stories,




-—--0{ My Experiences Aboard }o--—*

20" September 2001.

0110hrs I stood on the jetty of the Singapore container terminal watching M. V. Freedom Container come
alongside.

0140 hrs Itook the biggest, most significant step of my life I climbed the first rung of the gangway. It wasn't
just like climbing any other staircase. What made it different was the fact that at the end of it I would not
only be on a higher floor, but on a higher level in life as well - something that I had thought about day and
night for the past three years. Finally when I did get there, the feeling was one of total anxiety, which
brought with it questions

Will I be able to? Am I capable enough? Will I be able to prove my worth?

With these questions still troubling me, I reported to the Chief Engineer who in turn asked me to report to
the Second Engineer. I did. Those first words I will never forget. Reaching into his pocket he took out a
bunch of keys and handing it over to me he said, "From today onwards you are in-charge of the stores." And
then began my first assignment onboard receiving and arranging stores. Carrying paint, grease, and
chemical cans was quite an experience. Time just flew by. The next thing I knew was that it was morning
and the ship was casting off. As the ship sailed into the horizon the land grew more and more distant and
finally it disappeared. Here I was in the middle of the ocean with just 20 others, waiting to face the
hardships of sea life. It was at that instant that I found the answers to the questions that I had asked myselfon
the gangway.
I have to do well. I have to work really hard. I have to live up to my parents’, the Institute's, the
Company's and above all my own expectations.

These answers became my driving force for the next five months.

My second day started with the 2/E calling me to the engine room at 0600 hrs and asking me to start tracing
pipelines. This was something that  had been hearing about for the last three years and was something that
thought I was prepared for. But once I did get started, the jigsaw of pipelines and valves left me absolutely
dumbfounded. Things just did not make sense. Suctions became deliveries and sea water lines ended up in
fuel oil tanks which resulted not only in sheer wastage of time but also invited the wrath of the 2/E. But
slowly I got the hang of things and things started to straighten out.

Mine being a watch-keeping ship, I started keeping watch with the 4/E. He was the person who was
responsible for getting me acquainted with the engine room, the running machinery, the pipelines a
importantly, the work culture adopted on the ship. In a few days time [ was keeping the mld
the 3/E, who taught me a great deal about generators and the boiler. Finally, I was sln ted
I still remember the frame of mind that I was in, when I closed in for my first
terrified, anxious--- better still--- all of these. I had picked up quite a bit sin
was what the 3/E and the 4/E had to say. But the 2/E had this uncanny ’
answers to. Everyday I would try and do everything right. Tk
before the end when something I knew nothing about would
at the brighter side of thmgs I realized that there was some
day and that kept me going.

As days went by, I became mo:
came when I actually started
all in the mind. Whe

of mind. And then th




relations. Imagine having to work ina confined space at 50°C and having to deal with a hostile colleague at
the same time. Fortunately for me, this problem did not arise. The crew was totally Indian so there were no
real cultural differences to overcome. More importantly, everybody had a good rapport with each other.

This left no room for undesired tension between people and made life very pleasantindeed.

Good people and good times go hand in hand and I did experience quite a few enjoyable moments. Firstly
there were the barbecue parties with menus that could put any five-star hotel to shame and the peoples'
dances- or should I say antics- that deserve to g0 down in history books. It was during these parties that I
was given independent charge of the engine room and that made me feel more confident and important.
Then there were the fishing sessions at anchorage. We once managed to catch around 30 fish which were
promptly cleaned, cooked and consumed. . .all ina day's work!

Shore leave was something that I always used to look forward to. After long working hours in the engine
room, one has only two options - to sleep and get some rest, or to g0 out and return for another session of
work. I invariably chose the latter. After all, how often does one get to do the Samba and the Lambada in
Brazil?

Days went by and I kept working and learning until one day I realized that my stay aboard had almost come
to an end. It was 24" of February 2002. This was it. No more 15-16 hour working days, no more pipelines to
trace and no more filters to clean. My most memorable moment came when I officially signed off in the
Captain's cabin and he handed me my five months' earnings. It was a moment of great pride accompanied
by a feeling of tremendous self confidence and job satisfaction which was a result of all the hard work put in
over the past five months- definitely worthiit.

Cadet Kunal Chauhan
1998 Entry

The Oyster
There was once an Oyster, As he lay in his shell.
Whose story I will tell: 'Since I cannot remove it,
He found that some sand, I shall try to improve it.
Had got into his shell. Now the years have rolled by,
It was only a grain, As the years always do,
And he bore his discomfort

But it gave him great pain-
For oysters have feelings,
Although they are so plain.

Now, did he berate
The harsh twist of fate,
That had brought him,
To such a deplorable state?
Did he curse the government?
Cry for compensation?
And claim that the sea
Should give him protection?

No-but he said to himself, ’



°—°°°{ A Requiem for the Hero? }0”—'

"Bits and pieces of steel, Flashes of red, Glowing fires, A haze of thick black smoke, A single child in white
and pink dress, arms extended. And me? Standing amidst all this... in light blue overalls Squeaky-clean!
Not a speck of dirt on me. I'm just standing there observing everything but not moving to do anything."

That's my friend recounting a dream he had few weeks after the WTC attack. "It's funny how I'm never a
hero in my dreams. One would expect that at least in my own subconscious thoughts, I would be a hero. But,
no! There I was in Manhattan, with a child needing my help, and all I did was stand there looking pretty in
blue", he said looking very distressed.

I'looked at him, "It was just a nightmare."
He didn'teven hear me.

"You know I think this is a matter of conditioning. We are conditioned not to be heroes", he said
thoughtfully.

Iraised an eyebrow.

"From childhood we get into a habit of not confronting things that are wrong. So how can we, as adults, act
like heroes? We can't. Its all about conditioning", he was thinking aloud now.

"Look I will dream tonight and maybe you will be the one who saves the day," I told him helpfully.
"But that will be someone else's subconscious! Don't you see I won't see myselfas a hero?"

At this juncture, I think, my friend had made a valuable point, for heroes are not born but conditioned in
their own mind. It takes years to think, think and act like a hero - very long and very courageous years of
standing alone when no one raises his or her voice. I remember a famous Bengali song "Jodi tor daak suney
keyo na aashe, taube aekla cholo re". It literally means, "If nobody comes when you call, then walk alone."

Fromnews reports, I came to know that it took seven long years to build the twin towers of the WTC. Seven
years! And it came down in a matter of minutes. In a matter of minutes, several thousand lives simply
ceased to exist. In a matter of minutes, several more thousand lives were irreparably damaged because the
had lost their loved ones. In a matter of minutes, a great nation was reduced to just another country
with the world in its grief.

Griefis universal.

Terrorism is un1versal too and it makes no dlscnmmatlon By its very-nature
S not a ¢




I know you are all heroes. Walk alone and others will walk with you, for everyone awaits you.

Cadet Aditya Puri
2000 Entry

Language Change .

The European commission has just announced an agreement whereby English will be the official
language of the European Union rather than German- which is the other possibility. As part of the
negotiations, Her Majesty's Government conceded that English spelling had some room for
improvement and has accepted a 5-year phase-in plan that would become known as "Euro-English."
In the first year, "s" will replace the soft "c". Sertainly, this will make the sivil servants jump with joy.
The hard "c" will be dropped in favour of the "k". This should klear up a lot of konfusion! There will
be growing publik enthusiasm in the sekond year when the troublesome "ph" will be replased with
the "f". This will make words like "fotograf" 20% shorter. In the third year, publik akseptanse of the
new spelling kan be expekted to reach the stage where more komplikated changes are possible.
Governments wil encourage the removal of double leters, which have always ben a deterent
akurate speling. Also, al wil agre that the horibl mes of the silent "e" in the languag is disgrasful and it
should go away. By the fourth year, people wil be reseptiv to steps such as replasing "th" with "z" and
nw" with "v". During ze fifz yer, ze unesesary "o" kan be dropd from vords containing "ou" and after
zis fifz yuer, ve vil hav a reil sensibl riten styl. Zer vil be no mor trubl or difikultis and evrivun vil find
it ezi tu understand ech oza. Ze drem of a united urop vil finali kum tru!

.

Source: The Internet

Points to Ponder

—~= Pay attention to your enemies, for they are the first to discover your mistakes.
= A man should be educated enough to know that education alone is not enough.
= Obstacles are things thata person sees when he takes his eyes offhis goal.
= Nearly all men can stand adversity butif you wantto testa man’s character, give him power.

= Never look above you unless you are secure on the ground you move.

= He who does not understand your silence will probably not understand your Woxd-s
= Tsasnake less dreaded ifadorned with jewels? .
_ = [tis afoolish idea to suppose that another can cause you happiness or
— Don’tgetdiscouraged; its often the last key in the bunch that opens
= People who drink to drown their sorrows should be told that
= Words are one of our chief means of zgius e



-—--0{ The King & The Challenger }0--—-

The King.....

At a time when the world was getting obsessed with "green" cars and "family" cars, the McLaren F1 stood
out like a sore thumb. The philosophy behind the F1 road car was simple - to create the finest driver's car
ever built or ever likely to be built. This meant producing a car with earth-shaking performance, but as
versatile and as usable as an everyday car, albeit one which cost $890,000 in 1995!

The McLaren delivered on all the above counts. The car was mild enough for runs to the neighbourhood
coffee shop but could also trounce with consummate ease all cars foolish enough to challenge it. The car
was powered by two BMW 6-cylinder In-line engines mated together to give a naturally aspirated V-12
displacing 6064cc.The engine had a bore and stroke of 86x87 mm. More importantly, it produced 627.1bhp
@ 7400 rpm and could rocket to, hold your breath, 100km/hr in 3.2 seconds and to 160km/hr in 7.7
seconds! The engine was coupled to a 6-speed transmission to give a maximum speed of around 384km/hr.

The emphasis during the design process was to get the highest possible power-to-weight ratio in a
comfortable, roadworthy machine . The body shell was made of carbon fiber and composites to keep weight
low and increase body strength, enabling the car to weigh in at a paltry 1132 kg dry. To keep the center of
gravity along the centerline of the car, the driver was seated in the middle with the passengers on the either
side to his rear. This "arrowhead" layout was unique to the F1.The car also had many aerodynamic features
like spoilers that were raised automatically at high speeds to enable better control and traction at high
speeds. This purity of design led to the McLaren winning the prestigious 24 hours Le Mans Race on its first
time out, taking 4 of the top 5 positions. Thereafter, it competed in the '96, '97 and '98 Le Mans Races and
also the World Supercar Championships with phenomenal success.

The F1 was the ultimate supercar. Only 300 were built. In its performances on track (and off it), it blitzed
competition like the Lamborghini Diablo and the Ferrari F50, which were by no means walkovers. It was
gorgeous to look at, handled beautifully and could scorch the tarmac with its blistering performance. It was
the ultimate car - a car that was made to rule the road realm. It was King.

Mc Laren F1




.....And The Challenger

Flashrforward to 2001. Enter the Bugatti Veyron 16/4. Named after one of the Bugatti's outstanding racing
drivers, the Veyron will be one of the most exciting machines in this decade (It is slated to go on sale in
2004). )

The design is focused on aerodynamics and cooling, two important ingredients for a 400+ kmph supercar.
Front air inlet openings are optimized for engine and brake cooling. Body lift at high speeds is kept under
control with an automatically extending rear spoiler, fully paneled under tray and diffuser. Cooling ducts
for the engine are located underneath this spoiler. After the engine is shut off, the spoiler lifts to help warm
air escape the engine bay.

Now for the engine - two exceptionally narrow V8 blocks are combined at an angle of 90 degrees. This
unique W16 displaces 7993cc and has a bore and stroke of 86x86 mm. As though not mighty enough
already, the engine has been fitted with four turbochargers to give 1000bhp @ 6000 rpm and 1s mated to an
all-new 7 speed gearbox. Gear changes are done by paddles behind the steering wheels and take a little
more than 200 milliseconds. To handle the awesome power, the car needs 4WD.Thus equipped, the Veyron
is capable of reaching 400km/hr.

All this performance will not come cheap. The Veyron will be built only for around 250-350 discerning
(and mega rich) clients for a price tag of around $10,00,000! The Veyron thus seems to be the car that can
knock the McLaren F1 offits throne and obliterate the F1's performance records. Lets waitand see...

Cadet Alphius Nigel Fernandes Sources: Overdrive
1999 Entry World Car Guide

http://www.supercars.net

Sketch: Alphius Fernandes



._...{ Crossing the Equator - An Experience of a Lifetime }o--——~

The seas are almighty and signify the overwhelming power and glory of nature. Varuna is the reigning lord
of the seas and the Equator is the notional boundary of his kingdom. And all hell shall besiege you if you
don't seek His permission to cross his domain!

It is therefore an age old tradition among all seafarers across the globe to "seek the permission and
blessings of the Lord of the seas before crossing the Equator:

Forthefirst timers it is an event, the memories of which will be cherished for a lifetime.

Read on as one of our Faculty members recounts his experience and shares his photographs and his
certificate for the benefit of those of you who are yet to trespass the domain of the Lord of the sea. There has
been little change in the festivities as Cadet Rohit Kaul's photographs prove! (He is one of the lucky few to
enjoy the experience on the very first voyage of his career!!)

I wasn't "new" to ships or so I
thought as I climbed the
gangplank of INS Beas at
Calcutta in the beginning of a
choppy monsoon season back in
August 1981. A British-built
Frigate, already about 21 years
old (INS Beas was
commissioned on the 24" of
May 1960) and still challenging
the elements of nature, she was
set to sail from there in a day. Not
to mention the mission ahead,
she commanded the waves for a
while in the Bay of Bengal,
crossed the Gulf of Manner,
sailed around Sri Lanka and
entered her homeport, Cochin.

By then, I realized what I had
really known about ships! Being
the youngest onboard, was
indeed a task by itself! With sea-
sickness as my constant
companion, hot engine-rooms &
watch-keeping (round the clock
at times), to combat it, I found
solace in spending a few lonely
hours (if any!) on the Hello deck
or just gaping through the port
hole of the compartment that
was my home.

Being a cadet ship that promptly
did two cruises a year, she was
due to sail to a few East African
ports. With nothing much ¢
boast of (in terms of dollars),
excitement grew as the da




.
.

Cadet Rohit

Kaul aboard the Prabhu Das The faculty member aboard INS Beas

cast off drew near. The very mature, cool-minded, Commander Sampath Pillai, was ram-rod straight as she
cast off from Cochin sometime in September.

Having just crossed 19 and a with few days of sailing under my belt, I braced myself for the voyage to
Mombassa (our first port of call) that would last about 3 weeks or so. As was customary, there was a map of
the route we took and was religiously updated every day. The sea was merciless at times. With the upper
deck being awash most of the time, we shuttled between our watch-keeping stations and the messes. My
excitement grew as the plot on the map closed-in on the equator! I was oblivious of the fact as to what was in
store for a kid like me! Fortunately by then the sea had calmed down and I could proudly stand on my own
two feet - without support!

Came D-day and the time when we were about to CROSS!

I was suddenly swamped by burly looking guys (my seniors and some familiar faces), taken to a
compartment and "prepared for the show"! I could only smile sheepishly as the deal was (jokingly of
course!) to either comply or jump overboard!

All T had to do was to be the wife of Lord Varuna (also known as Neptune, the lord of the sea). I was
privileged to have two other (equally chick-looking guys) to serve as my mermaids in my Lord's court or
darbar as is commonly known. My consent wasn't anticipated but taken for granted.... Thencame the band
of men in the court, the make-up artists (painters [ must say!) and the jesters, yellers, etc.... With Lord
Varuna by my side a man twice my size and towering over me,  made the perfect queen! We "took over the
bridge" somewhere late after sunset and the Executive Officer (Ex-0O) and Commanding Officer (C.O.)
were there to "surrender” to us. This was the first time I had the guts to come face-to-face with a smiling
(otherwise stern) C.O.! The next day the court of My Lord was in session!

There I sat perched ona make-shift throne next to My King. The First to be brought in was the Chi
who had the task of proving to the court the reason for the excellent (albeit common flavou
dishes that he served. All he had to do was catch some cockroaches and a live rat! (He man
with difficulty!) Then came the engineer who was supposedly in-charge of the fr

token of our respect for his stringent control, we gave him a good lube ol bath a

seawater. Some baldies were given a good shave for being the reason of the barb
disciplinarian was given a cool wine glass of a concoction of masala- '
add to his hot-headedness! None whosoever took it amiss and the cel
everyone had whistled at me enough and had taken the oppo rtu

My compliance to go along with the fun did make me wel

smooth sailing for me! A few days later we en red ali

to Dar-es-Salaam, then on to Diego Suarez in

my first voyage, the good times and bad flash

faded, but those cherished m ories are

PS5 Allyou_peopl_eﬁ*am.fz\ﬂc



Games people play...

No matter what the time of the year is, sports are always the rage at TMI!




4 Our Brand new
Sports Complex




°—°°°{ The Wreck of the Amoco Cadiz }°‘°—°

A diver off the bow of the Amoco Cadiz in the depths of the Atlantic. The name of the ship is clearly visible.

March 16, 1978. It was a rather rough Thursday morning. She plodded on at 11 knots, pushing her 230,000
tonnes of crude through heavy seas, rainsqualls and gale-force winds, moving northwards at the upper end
of the Bay of Biscay. It had been over five weeks since she had loaded in the Persian Gulf. Soon, she would
pass the French island of Ouessant, and then a litile traffic-dodging across the English Channel would get
her to Lyme Bay on England's south coast for unloading operations. It was intended to be the last day of a
long voyage. Instead, it was to turn into the last voyage of the Amoco Cadiz.

At 6:00 am, Pascale Bardari, the 35-year-old Italian skipper of the supertanker gave up trying to sleep and
went to the bridge. The waves hurling against the stern deck had wrested some barrels free of their lashings.

Bardari altered course and ordered the vessel to be slowed down, so that the barrels could be secured with
the poop in the lee of the weather. This was done by 7:30 am and the course was corrected. At 8:30, a fire
hose and some more barrels came loose on the foredeck. The captain detoured again while a work-crew
chased the errant drums on the slippery deck. Soon, all of them had been secured. Hardly had Bardari set the
course right when he saw a small tanker coming up towards him. He detoured again. By the time the dange '
was averted, he was 12 kilometers from land - much closer than he wanted to be. Now, at 9:45 hrs, as
Bardari scanned the shipping lanes with his binoculars, helmsman Fransesco Fede informed hi 1
ship was drifting to port at the bow. He had corrected course to starboard but she had not come roun
Captain and Fede looked on in speechless surprise as the rudder indicator in front of them swun;
the left till it showed hard a-port. Fede was holding the wheel at 20 degrees starboard Steady
Fede, "we are out of control!"

slid

fan—shaped fountam taller than ar
himself uptoa chest—hx r



began shutting the valves to staunch the oil flow. Minutes later, ChiefEngineer Salvatore Melito walked in
to be greeted by the appalling spectacle. The tiller swung wildly from side to side. Now, the tiller controlled .
the rams. Melito and Calise together closed a couple of valves. They could isolate the port pump and stop
the leak. The fountain gradually died down. But, by now, the hydraulic system had been enfeebled with air
and it was imperative to fill itup with oil again and control the madly dancing rudder. Crouched awkwardly
and perilously, four oil-covered engineers opened and closed the purging cocks in thythm with the
movement of the rams. The hope was that the rams would expel air as they drew back and suck oil from the
tank when they thrust out. For a while, it seemed to be working. But then everything turned awry, and the
process turned topsy-turvy - pumping oil outand sucking air in. The ingenious design was destroying itself.
For the next three quarters of an hour, Captain Bardari, having visited the steering flat himself, phoned
down three or four times more. All Melito could tell him was that they were working on it. But when the
Second Mate went down at around 10:30, he was shocked to see the amount of metal flying around. The
machine was falling apart.

Shortly after 11:00 am, Captain Bardari called Radio Brest to ask for assistance. The only tug nearby was
the Pacific. When Captain Hartmut Weinert was notified, he reckoned he was an hour away from the

Amoco Cadiz.

From this point in the story, versions as narrated by Captains Bardari and Weinert diverge and the conflictis
over a piece of paper called the Lloyd's Open Form (LOF). The form is a standard contract for a proposed
salvage operation and has blanks where the captains can fill in their names and those of their ships. There is
1o talk of fees before the salvage. If the parties cannot agree upon a fee mutually later on, then an amount
decided by aneutral observer from Lloyd's of London is binding on both.

Shortly after noon, the Pacific arrived at the site. And what followed was a haggling session that lasted four
long hours. Weinert insisted on the LOF saying it was his company's policy to operate in cases like the one
at hand only under the LOF. Bardari, on the other hand, insisted on the towage rates to Lyme Bay. In the
midst of the talks, however, a towline was established between the vessels at 1:30 pm. The disagreement
continued. The different parties involved, including the American 0Oil Company, Chicago, insist upon
completely incongruent narrations of what happened in these four hours. Finally, at 4:15, Captain Bardari
consented to the LOF. Soon after, he heard what he called "a wrenching" and looked down to the bow. The
towline had parted.

Since the first towline had parted, the Amoco Cadizhad drifted over six kilometers towards land. The heavy
sea made it an arduous task to rig up the towline again. It was 7:30 pm, well past twilight, when the line was
finally hooked up. But the power of the Pacific's engines was not sufficient to overcome the strong curre
the wind and the enormous bulk of the Cadiz. Bardari, as a last minute measure, dropped anchor. But
Cadiz continued to drift at about two knots, rolling and pitching heavily. The flukes of the ancho ’
the other, got caught in the seabed and were sheared off. Tied together, the two ships drifte
marking the shallows of the Portsall Rocks. .
Captain Weinert vividly recalls seeing the buoy idly drift past despite his propell
rurned the stern of the Cadiz towards land. The best he could do was pull gently wit
AHEAD. He requested for the Cadiz's engine to aid with her big s¢ rew in the re

the stern away from the land. Bardari refused blatantly. T ad pass

any moment. He would go ahead, not astern! eme m
totally at cross purposes. '
Then, at 9:04, Bardari's
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the sea was terrible. Men in life jackets tried to put life rafts into the sea while the Captain was up on the
bridge firing rockets. And they were afraid. A little radio or electricity could cause an explosion. All lights
were switched off.

The sea kept playing with the lifeless tanker till, at 9:30 pm, the Amoco Cadiz ended her wanderings. She
slarnmed into the reef, stem first, opening up her bottom under the machinery space. This time, here wonld
be no wave high enough to lift her off the rock.

Captain Bardari had the emergency transmitter brought to the bridge. Its hand-cranked generator sent an
automatic signal of twelve dashes followed by a double SOS. But it got no answer, not even from the
Pacific. It was broken.

Then, an unfriendly wave picked up the port lifeboat from where it hung in its davits and smashed it to
pieces. The starboard lifeboat was facing into the weather and could not be lowered. Now there were only
two means of escape- a helicopter or a swim.

The captain waited half an hour and then decided that the risk had to be taken. He asked the radio operator to
go down and fire up the battery operated emergency transmitter. There was a collective holding of breath as
the man disappeared below. The set came to life. Working by torchlight, he sent an SOS and was delighted
to getan instant response. There was no explosion.

Soon, two helicopters, Bravo Alpha and Bravo Kilo, had winched up forty-two men over extremely
turbulent seas. Captain Bardari and Lesley John Maynard, an expert on ship safety from England, elected to
stay on board.

At 4:00 am the next morning, the Amoco Cadiz
broke her back. "I was on the bridge wing,"
Maynard recalls. "I thought I saw some
lightning flashes. The ship was breaking in two,
with a screech of metal and a shower of sparks
that lasted about ten minutes. The metal Was
ripping and flaring, flaming and popping. I
called to the Captain, then fired our remaining
three flares."

At the base, Chief Mate Rosario Strano knew
that the ship would not hold out. He persuaded
the commander to send Bravo Alpha back out.
Bardari and Maynard did not refuse the ride this
time.

Amoco Cadiz continued to writhe and grind up ‘
her metal innards, sending occasional clashes of sparks into what remai
explode. Perhaps, it might have been better for Brittany if she had

One by one, the bulkheads of the ship kept gwmg away ov
through the broken hull and bubbled through air vents and h.
over the next three days giving rise to a plethora of ambitio
portion of the wreck to a discharge port. Another
from the wreck. Still another had pumps ¢
French government even considered bos
decided against it because:q




had been polluted. The cost that the flora
and fauna had to sustain was predictably
depressing.

Dazed and suffering, first Portsall, and
then other towns of the Breton coast
started digging out the invading muck
with shovels, rakes, plastic buckets and
rubbish bins. Ironically, the following
months were to prove that these were the
best means anyone had - modern means
failed miserably.

When the Torrey Canyon had gone
aground off England, the British had
removed the oil with heavy detergents.
Warned by the wasteland that the "cleaned" beaches around the Torrey Canyon had become, the French
chose this slow and painful approach to cleansing the sea. It is impossible to come up with the exact count of
people involved in the clean up but the commonly accepted figure is 10,000. This includes navy-men in
boats, soldiers, hired hands, volunteers and of course, the local population. They made a motley army but
worked with admirable dedication.

This was the first oil spill of such an enormous magnitude and brought thinking minds from around the
globe together to review the then-existing trends and resulted in significant changes in maritime law and
practice.

But the real heroes were the Bretons themselves, who, after a bri>‘ reaction of despair, rallied to do battle
against the intrusion with an energy and dedication that do good to all the best French traditions of stubborn
courage in times of adversity. They were the ones who cleaned their beaches and coves with shovels and
buckets and fire-hoses, who mopped up the oil with straw, rags and newspapers. The real image of'the fight
against the pollution is neither the hehcopters turning endlessly over the wreck nor the navy's boats chasing
after oil slicks. It is the sight of old men in rubber boots, silhouetted against a grey horizon, patiently raking
a shimmering tidal flat with wooden scrapers.

Cadet Aseem Nanda
1999 Entry

A Friend

A friend who borrows a rupee ora handkerchief will _cansc‘ieﬁ




—e<o{  JustOnePuffl!!  jee—

My cabin mate was no different
From any other seafaring officer.
It all started one night:
Heavy downpour on the bow,
Both of us lying in our bunks,
Thinking of home sweet home.

And then he reached for his pocket
And I saw him take out a pack;
He said, "Just one puff, mate".
I grinned, knowing what he meant.
Though he was forbidden to in his bunk,
He puffed away clouds of smoke.

At daybreak I went below for my watch.
And in the middle of my duty,

I heard the alarm ringing loud in my ears.
"Action Stations", I heard the Chief shout.
I ran towards my cabin,

Where all the crew had gathered.

As I got closer, I could feel the intense heat,
The red-hot flames dancing in front in me.
It took a long time to put out the fire,
Long enough to burn everything...
"Anyone inside???"

There was no answer.

There was nothing I could have done.

I made my way towards the fo'c'sle,
And recalled those dreaded words. ..
Cause "Just One Puff " had been enough!

Cadet Shival Sapre
2000 Entry

SIGN outside a Calcutta hairdressing saloon: "Going grey and lo
for dying."



—-e{  Birds of TMI Joe—

The distance from the city of Pune and the industrial township of Chakan, the presence of a lake, the
pleasant climate and the general peacefulness of our campus make it a haven for all kinds of birds. From the
Dabchicks, which swim in the lake to the handsome Blackwinged Kite, which stands guard in the woods
near the East Block, the range is very impressive.

The largest bird I have seen on the campus to date is the Whitenecked Stork (Ciconia Episcopis®). There
were around seven or eight of these shabby looking birds walking in the partially dry lake during the
summer months. I think they were mating as some of them seemed to be doing mating dances. The
numerous dogs seemed to be giving them a hard time but towards the end they seemed to have become a lot
more aggressive and the dogs hardly bothered them.

A very smart looking bird that I have seen twice, sitting on the electric pole in the sparsely wooded area next
to the East Block is the Blackwinged Kite (Elanus Caeruleus*). It was once seen sitting on an electric pole
near the lake and once, hovering behind the East Block. From a distance this kite looks predominantly
white. A black stripe over the eyes was clearly visible when the bird was sitting near the lake and this was
what helped me to identify the bird. Another kite, the Pariah Kite (Milvus Migrans*), is a regular in the
campus, its favourite habitat being the electric lighting poles around the lake. They are a very playful set,
swooping down and then flying up high in pairs or triplets. The Pariah Kite can be identified beyond doubt
by its tail. It is the only kite that has a forked tail. The same kite could be seen hovering high over the football
field and the staff quarters during the football season.

The most common bird on the campus, I'm happy to say, is not the crow, but the House Sparrow (Passer
Domesticus*). And I hope that it will stay this way because it is usually, only a matter of time before the
common crow starts taking charge of places of human habitation. Right now the sparrow is everywhere. It
can be seen going round in circles in the courtyard, tapping the glass windows of the hostel, and flying over
the lawns near the basketball court and the cafeteria. Sparrows are common visitors to the mess. Entering
through the open glass windows, they seem fearless of humans. Pairs of sparrows going around in circles in
the mess is a common sight. Once, while brushing my teeth, [ heard a tapping sound. Initially, I ignored it.
But when it continued, I walked across to the next toilet and saw a very interesting sight. A confused
sparrow kept pecking at its own image in the mirror. This also happens with the mess windows, which are
mirrored on one side. A similar tapping interspersed with a chirping sound at around seven in the morning

usually starts off my day. Another sub-species of the sparrow seen once near the water tank in the farmarea
is the Yellow-throated Sparrow (Petronia Xanthocollis*). ' .

Kingfishers are common near the lake- the White Breasted kingfisher (Halycon Smirenensis*) can be seen
near the dam or sitting by the lake bank. These make their nests there. (A hole dug horizontally into
or the lake bank ending in a small enlarged area which is cushioned with hay and other
Kingfisher's nest.) Whenever any disturbance is created, the bird can be seen darting o
localities. The Pied Kingfisher (Ceryle Radios*), which, unlike its colorful cousl
with black stripes throughout its body, and the Small Blue Kingfisher (Alcedo Atti
in and around the lake. I once saw the latter diving into the lake unst
suggests, are fish eaters but their diet goes beyond that and
into the fields just outside the hostel and returning with small

The small duck-like bird very commonly see
Ruficollis*). The long-legged R«
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fly. The Little Cormorant (Phalocrocorax Niger*) is also a permanent resident of the campus. This black
bird can be seen in the lake and in the cooling tanks. Cormorants are deprived of the gland that provides
water birds with the oil to keep the feathers dry . Thus, this bird can be seen sitting with its wings spread to
dry itself. -

Since our campus is a sanctuary for many resident birds as well as a stopover for seasonal migratory
visitors, the number and the types of birds that can be seen is amazing.

This account is based on casual observations made over a period of one year. It would be very interesting if
we could start a bird watching club on campus for a more systematic study of ornithology.

*The names given in brackets are the Biological names of the birds. This information was taken from Salim Ali's "The Book of
Indian Birds" and Bikram Grewal's "Birds of India."

Cadet Avira Abraham Kallivayalil
1999 Entry

Why it's Good To Be a Guy! .

Just a few reasons why we think guys have it so good! It's not fair, but guys seem to always get the
better deal. Don't believe me? Read on ... .

Wedding plans take care of themselves.
Chocolate is justanother snack. '
Car mechanics tell you the truth.
Wrinkles add character.
* Wedding Dress 30,000; Tux rental 1000.
Your last name stays put.
New shoes don't cut, blister, or mangle your feet.

Phone conversations are over in 30 seconds flat.

A five-day vacation requires only one suitcase.

You can leave the motel bed unmade.

You get extra credit for the slightest act of thoughtfulness.
Ifyouare 34 and single, nobody notices.
Everything on your face stays its original color.
You can quietly enjoy a car ride from the passenger's seat. v
Three pairs of shoes are more than enough. .
You can quietly watch a game with your buddy forh
You are not expected to know theﬂﬂam !
You are unable to see the wrinkl

One wallet

You




°—°°°{ A Marine Engineer's Tale }0°'—°

We are the men from down below,
We fight to survive wherever we go,
Day and night, we sweat and toil,
All amidst the smell of oil.

Four years at a degree course;
The job's never better, but rather for the worse,
Overhaul, decarb and routine schedule,
Keep you working like a mule.

Our job is done amidst all the noise,
We take our spanners and strike our poise,
We work in grease, oil, soot and rust,
But we never forget, that safety's a must.

The work lies in the belly of the ship,
And port stay just makes it tougher,
And as if not to make matters worse,
Hell comes down to earth, when the seas are rougher.

Watch keeping and mainterance are a part of our daily lives,
And breakdowns just mean the beginning of a bad day,
Living like a dog is what it's all about,

But then again, what can I say?

I could write more of this little story,
About these men who go to sea,
But, I say, try it - experience it, and bicker not,
To prove that a man you can be.

Cadet Gaurav G. Lobo
1998 Entry

Maturity

The things that you learn with maturity are noi
and skills. You learn many more importan
anxiety. You discover how to man

are among the most toxic ¢
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'—--0{ Modern Means of Communication- A Boon or a Bane? }0--—~

Today we live in a completely wired world. And accordingly, our lives too, are wired to the modern means
of communication. We use devices such as the Telephone, the Facsimile and the almighty Computer for our
day-to-day communication. All these means of communication have steadily and surely crept into the life
of every man. Making contact with people has definitely become easier and faster.

These means of communication have converted the world into a global village. Indeed, people can reach
out to anyone at any time. But do they really connect with the other person?

In earlier times, maybe even before the word 'communication' was coined, the means of conveying news or
messages to another person were very different from what they are today. To convey even a small piece of
news, people travelled all the way to that person. In doing so, they actually met the person and 'connected' in
the real sense. Then, with the arrival of the telephone, there was no need to actually traverse that distance.
People were content with hearing the voice on the other side. And thence, the Human Touch was lost from
'communication' a word that had started gaining a whole lot of attention from everyone.

At a stage when everyone was happy with the Telephone, the Computer made its mark in the field of
communication. The new means included electronic mail (popularly known as e-mail), Internet chatting
and several others. This attracted the attention of the computer savvy and a revolution began in the field of
communication. 'Tele-communication' became a household word. But, in this process, one more step had
been taken towards breaking that personal touch. People saw typewritten messages and replied in the same
manner. The voice factor had been deleted. Net-chatting evolved so fast into the lives of every child,
teenager and adult that today, people communicate by means of the computer even when the other person is
Jjust a phone-call away or at a distance of a stone's throw. As we study the trend, we find the technological
developments have slowly affected the real person in you.

As we all know that the only thing permanent is change, we can be sure of further developments in
communication. As I think of the previous changes that communication has brought about, I wonder what
the next step would be. People just might start using communicating machines personalized to their own
character and leave the machines to carry out conversations. If something like this happens, it would not be
the people communicating but just some machines that would do the job.

So before the Human touch is lost from communication totally, lets try to use technology not to break
bonds, but to preserve this human touch and try to connect! .

Cadet Shival Sapre
2000 Entry

If you know what I mean

GRAFFITO ona wall at the London Observer: ™




°—-°0{ The Art of Gooﬂng Up }00-—°

"It was I, myself. who personally and accidentally goofed."
' - DAVID OGILVY

Success is overrated. Everyone craves it despite daily proof that man's real genius lies in quite the opposite
direction. Man spends his entire life doing things that he can do well, and which, invariably, are the least
interesting parts of his abilities. Look at it this way - we spend our lives trying to do things so well that we
have all quite forgotten the joy that comes with a realization of how bad at something we are (and how
others are as bad or even worse).

This article is not, like so many you must have come across, for or about people who are good at what they
do. Tt is not for the likes of Tendulkar, Santana, Jordan, or Satriani. It is for us: we, the less than good, who
are privileged to such moments of absolute incompetence as these monotonously good people can never
ever hope to achieve. It is about people who were so wonderfully bad in their chosen sphere of endeavour
that their names and exploits live on as beacons for the future generations - truly inspirational.

Thankfully, our field of work has not been left untouched by the art of being bad. Maritime history is
blessed with some absolutely magnificent instances of incompetence. This is what this article is concerned
with - long forgotten (well, mostly) tales of people at sea who managed to be so uniformly and
characteristically appalling that it would indeed be a waste to allow their genius to recede unrecognized
into the mists of time.

'THE WORST SHIP

Between 1953, when it was built, and 1976, when it (finally) sank, the Argo Merchant managed to achieve
the rare distinction of having suffered from every single known form of maritime disaster.

Sadly, the first fourteen years of her operations were almost totally devoid of anything of interest to us. But
as we shall see, she more than made up for this bland period in the rest of her lifespan. Her run of brilliance
started in 1967, when she took eight months to sail from Japan to America. En route, she collided with a
Japanese ship, caught fire three times and had to stop for repairs five times.

In 1968, there was a mutiny on board and in 1969, she ran aground off Borneo for 34 hours. The next
years were rather quiet by her standards and it was feared at the time that she would return to her old bc
ways. In this entire period, she only ran aground once off Curacao and once off the Italian is

and once had to be towed into New York because she had lost all power aboard.

In 1976, she started showing signs of her old flair again. In a period of eleven od
six times. On one occasion, her engine and steering gear failed simultaneou ly
her time drifting with two red lights displayed, meaning that the ves
crew. News of her exploits travelled fast, and she was banned from Pt
Canal. .

Towards the fag end of 1976, however, she quite outdi
Cape Cod, Massachusetts - and sinking immed: 1
slicks ever. Even in passing, she showed
than eighteen miles off cour 'was b
down. What is A
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THE LEAST SUCCESSFUL NAVIGATOR

Mr. Ronald Davies, formerly of Ireland, took well
over two years to complete the journey from Belfast
in Ireland to Plymouth in England. A duller man
would have made it in a few days. But not Mr.
Davies. His motivation for leaving Ireland in the
first place was that the IRA suspected him of
working for British Intelligence, while the British
Intelligence suspected him of working for the IRA.
Since the situation was obviously unpleasant, Mr.
Davies left Belfast in December 1974 with his
companion, Ms. Brenda Collopy, and set sail for the
Isle of Man ina 17-foot sloop, the Calcutta Princess.
In the months that followed, they attracted six
coastguard alerts, four lifeboat rescues and the
assistance of a Royal Navy helicopter and other

Royal Navy units, including the aircraft carrier
HMS Hermes.

On theiray to the Isle of Man, the travelers got lost
and had to be guided into Douglas by a lifeboat.
From there, they went to Holyhead and set sail for
Fishguard. They failed to arrive. A search effort
eventually found the mariners in Waterford across
the Irish Sea. From here they left for Fishguard yet
again but turned up back in Holyhead instead. On
their third attempt, they finally made it to Fishguard.

Later, off the coast of Devon, they had to be guided
into Padstow. After a day's breather, they set sail for
Newquay but ended up back in Padstow. Just as they
were about to enter port, they got caught in a storm
and had to be rescued by the Padstow lifeboat.

At this point, Ms. Collopy decided that she had had
enough and left the boat. Mr. Davies carried on
alone. Five weeks later, the lifeboat from Padstow
had to rescue him again. He completed the journey
overland in August 1977.

THE WORST VOYAGE

A year later, a Mr. William Smith of Norfolk, England ‘n’flade» a
Davies' saga. He did not succeed, but his attempt is worth mentic

August 1978. Showing great independence of mind,
and rammed a jetty. At Yarmouth, he overshot by 9
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Now that we have seen a small sample of what merchantmen and privateers are capable of, can the
navies of the world powers be far behind? Apparently not.

THE LEAST SUCCESSFUL WARSHIP

In times of war, self-sacrifice is a paramount virtue. New heights were achieved in 1941 by HMS Trinidad
when it sighted a passing German destroyer and fired a torpedo at it. Sailing in the Arctic for the first time,
the crew completely overlooked the effect of the icy Arctic waters on the steering mechanism of the
torpedo. The crew watched as the shape sliced through the water at over 40 knots towards its target. It was
only later that they realized that it was beginning to follow a curved course. In less than a minute, following
a semicircular route, it made its way into the Trinidad's path. Displaying the sheer precision on which naval
warfare depends, the torpedo scored a direct hit on the ship's engine room. The passing German destroyer
noticed this and decided that it did not need to add to the troubles of the enemy vessel. The Trinidad stayed
out of action for the duration of the Second World War.

GERMAN EFFICIENCY AT ITS BEST

On February 22", 1940, a German Luftwaffe fighter-bomber flying off the coast of Borkum sighted two
destroyers. In an unprecedented display of courage and aggression, it strafed, bombed and cornered the two
vessels on its own.

Rarely has a single plane inflicted such damage on two surface vessels. The destroyers, the Lebrecht Mass
and the Max Schultz both belonged to the Kreigsmarine- the German Navy.

THE LEAST SUCCESSFUL NAVAL REPAIRS

In September 1978, a paint scraper worth 30 pence was accidentally dropped into a torpedo launcher of the
nuclear attack submarine USS Swordfish while she was undergoing repairs. When the submarine put to sea,
it was noticed that the loading piston had been jammed in its loading cylinder by the paint scraper. For a
week divers tried to free the piston while the Swordfish was waterborne, but all attempts failed. She
eventually had to dry-docked, and subsequent repairs cost the US Navy 171,000 dollars (£ 84,000).

THE LEAST SUCCESSFUL MANOEUVRE

Reversing into a jetty is an art. New standards for this were set in May 1966 by the Royal Navy frigate HM
Ulster. Returning from exercises in the Tamar Estuary near the port of Plymouth, she was waitin, e
At this time, it so happened that her control telegraph at the bridge got stuck in the 'Half Ast
Attempts to free it only resulted in the handle getting jammed at 'Full Astern’. The E
orders and soon she was sailing backwards straight for a stone jetty. The Captain ¢
the engine room but got no reply. So he ordered the Officer of the Watch to g
the situation. Action Stations were sounded to alert the crew. The Offi
met the entire ship's company racing in the other direction to thei
make any headway. The frigate eventually hit the jetty ste

deck hatch at the instant of impact was prope!
Fortunately, there were no casualties.
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US Navy tankers blazed a trail through naval history adorned with classic mishaps. On one occasion, one of
them had to sail from Britain to the Carribean backwards, because her engines were stuck in reverse. A
sister vessel came to be known as the 'Pink Panther' after the normal grey and red paint used on it had been
accidentally mixed. And a third tanker went full speed into a crowded Los Angeles Harbour and damaged a
freighter so badly that it had to be towed away for scrap.

To me, what we have seen above is both a comfort and an inspiration. Fallibility, especially of such inspired
variety as above is something that is fast becoming extinct in our perfect world - like the Dodo. The future
looks bleak. But in all of us remains the dormant ability to achieve such glorious heights of inadequacy. So
let us hope for the best and recall the famous words of Philaster Chase Johnson while encouraging readers
to plough through his (completely incomprehensible) magazine article:

"Cheer up, the worst is yet to come."

Cadet Manuj Chaudhari
1999 Entry

I'm My Own Grandpa!!!

Many, many years ago, when [ was twenty-three
I got married to a widow who was pretty as could be.

This widow had a grown-up daughter who had hair of red;

My father fell in love with her, and soon the two were wed.

This made my dad my son-in-law and changed my very life,

My daughter was my mother for she was my father's wife.

To complicate matters more, although it brought me joy,

Isoon became the father of a bouncing baby boy.

My little baby then became a brother-in-law to dad

And so he was my uncle, though it made me very sad.

Forifhe was my uncle, then that also made him brother

To the widow's grown-up daughter, who of course, was my stepmother.
Father's wife then had a son, who kept them on the run
And he became my grandson for he was my daughter's son
My wife is now my mother's mother and it makes me blue
Because, although she is my wife, she's my grand-ma too!
If my wife's my grandmother, then I am her grand-child,
And every time I think ofit, it simply drives me wild
'Fornow I have become the strangest case you ever saw
As the husband of my grandmother, [ am my own gra

(Poet: Unknown)

Cadet Jimmy Jose P dusse
2001 Entry




°—'°0{ The Troubles of an IT User }0“—*

When the 'system’ crashes...
Dear Tech Support,

Last year [ upgraded from Girlfriend 7.0 to Wife 1.0. I soon noticed that the new program began unexpected
child processing that took up a lot of space and valuable resources. No mention of this was included with the
product information. In addition, Wife 1.0 installed itself into all other programs and now launches during
system initialization, where it monitors all other system activity.

Applications such as Poker Night 10.3, Football 5.0, Hunting and Fishing 7.5, and Racing 3.6 no longer
run, crashing the system whenever selected. I can't seem to keep Wife 1.0 in the background while
attempting to run my favorite applications. I'm thinking about going back to Girlfriend 7.0, but the uninstall
doesn't work on Wife 1.0.

Thanks,

A Troubled User.
Reply:

Dear Troubled User,

This is a very common problem that men complain about. It is due to a primary misconception among men.
Many people upgrade from Girlfriend 7.0 to Wife 1.0, thinking that it is merely a Utilities and
Entertainment program.

Wife 1.0 is an OPERATING SYSTEM and is designed by its creator to run everything! It is also impossible
to delete Wife 1.0 and to return to Girlfriend 7.0. Hidden operating systems files cause Girlfriend 7.0 to
emulate Wife 1.0, so nothing is gained. It is impossible to uninstall, delete, or purge the program files from
the system once installed.

You cannot go back to Girlfriend 7.0 because Wife 1.0 is designed to not allow this. Some have tried
Girlfriend 8.0 or Wife 2.0 but end up with more problems than in the original system.

Look in your Wife 1.0 manual under "Warnings--Alimony/Child Support." I recommend that you keep
Wife 1.0 and work on improving the situation. Suggest installing the background application "I'm Sor
A27" to alleviate software augmentation. Having installed Wife 1.0 myself, I also suggest that yo
entire section regarding "General Partnership Faults (GPFs)." You must assume all responsi
faults and problems that occur, regardless of their cause. You will also find that GPFs ar

The best course of action is to enter the command C:\APOLOGIZE. Avoid e
because ultimately you will have to give the APOLOGIZE comman
normal anyway. ' '"
Remember the system will run smoothly as long
program, but it tends to demand very high m
such as Clean and Sweep 3.0, Cook It |




errors) to the operating system.
Best of luck,
Tech Support.

(Author Unknown)

Cadet Vadlamani Ravi Kiran
2001 Entry

Digital Delights

Digits and numbers are the building blocks of mathematics. Every digit or a number has peculiar
characteristics, which makes it interesting and enchanting. It is a sheer joy to work with them. They can come
alive and lead us into a world of mathematical adventures and thrills.

Sum of continuous odd numbers in a series is a square of a certain number.
So I’=1, 143=4=2", 1+3+5=3", [4+3+5+7=16=4"

A special pair of numbers:

Theno's 46 & 96 are rather peculiar. Their product does not change if the digits are interchanged.
Thus: 46*¥96=4416=64*69.

Try to find more.

Twenty Seven:

Every two digit no in which the units digit exceeds the tens digit by 3 has the following property.
41-14=27,74-47=27,52-25=21.

Any number when you multiply it by 5 and add 6, then multiply the result by 4, add 9, gives you a number, when
youmultiply the number by 5 subtract 165 gives you anumber, when you knock of the last two digits brings the
original number. .
Find this 6-digit number in which the first three digit - last digit = 665, within the number there is a3 to the lef
of 1, there is 0 to its right and contains 7 to the right of 9 and 5 to the left of 3.(975310) -

Armstrong numbers: .
The numbers whose sum is the cube of individual numbers are called'Armstrong numbers
Forexample: 153=1"+5’+3’ ‘ .

371=3+7+1
370=3"+7'+0’

Srinivasa Ramanujan's Number: 1729
The specialty of Ramanujan's number is that it is the onl;
of two different numbers. .
10°+9°=1729
12 +1°=1729




—co® The N.S. Savannah ®c-—
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The N.S Savannah on her maiden voyage

When one says "Nuclear Ship", the first things that come to mind are the sinister black shapes of nuclear
submarines and massive aircraft carriers. One would imagine that the only ships that use nuclear
propulsion are warships, owned by a few select nations that can actually afford to have them.

It is a fact that most vessels that operate on nuclear propulsion are military vessels. However, in the fifties,
in the aftermath of the Second World War and The Bomb, the U.S. Government embarked on a project so
unique that it has no parallel to this day. ,
In the interest of displaying the peaceful and practical uses of atomic energy, President Eisenhower or
April 25, 1955, proposed the design and construction of a nuclear powered merchant ship. This ship w.
become the Nuclear Ship Savannah. The N.S. Savannah was the first nuclear-powered cargo-

S

ship, built by the New York Shipbuilding Corporation at Camden, New Jersey. This
the first steam-powered vessel to cross the Atlantic Ocean was the SS Savanna

In October 1956, the Babcock & Wilcox Company was selected by th
design and provide the nuclear power plant for the ship. The plant desig
one picture. In April of 1957, a contract to design the ship was a
George G. Sharp Inc. of New York City. The Maritime
for the ship to the New York Shipbuilding Corp. of (
Day at Camden; the keel laying ceremony fo
the wife of the Vice-President.
The Babcock & Wilcox Comp
reactor. Nearly 600 feet long wi




with more than 22,300 shaft horsepower to a single propeller. She had a beautiful profile containing a
clipper bow, a modified cruiser stern with a knuckled tumble home, a long bridge, and three levels of house
blended into a tear drop shape. She had three continuous decks, A, B, and C, and a full-length double
bottom. Ten transverse watertight bulkheads divided the ship into eleven main compartments - fore peak,
four cargo holds forward, reactor compartment, machinery space, three cargo holds aft, and the after peak.
The Savannah was designed to carry 60 passengers in 30 staterooms.

After construction was completed, the Savannah was chartered to the States Marine Lines for experimental
commercial use. Travelling first to major U.S. ports, beginning in 1962, the Savannah made several global
voyages. She was a brilliant execution of an unprecedented concept and was hailed as the " pride of an
ailing U.S. fleet". She was the first of a kind a pathfinder. It was widely expected at the time of her launch
that she would be the first of many nuclear powered civilian vessels to enter service. Thus, in addition to her
role as a cargo/ passenger vessel, she was also expected to fulfill the need for a training platform for future
nuclear ships.

The Savannah moored at Patriot's Point National Museum, South Carolina

In the end, the Savannah story did not quite go the way it was expected to. In commerce, the bottom line is
the monetary viability of any concept, and on those terms, the Savannah just didn't measure up. Sh
required a crew of more than 100 highly trained sailors, including nuclear technologists and engineers
Comparable conventional ships required only 20 to 30 hands. In June 1963, an editorial in the M
Engineering / Log called the beautiful white colored vessel, the American "merchant marir
white elephant". The death knell for the Savannah - and for commercial nuclear shipping
United States Department of Defense, a major customer of US-flagged shipping.
appropriately concluded that oil-fired freighters were more cost-effective than n
continued in service for the duration of the sixties. Labour disputes_,over_;ih' :
crew finally put paid to one of the world's most unique and complex mercha
deactivated in the fall of 1971 and is now moored (without her r '
Maritime Museum in South Carolina. .

Cadet Abhijit Singh
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-—-.o{ Pro and Contra }o--——-

The German poet Goethe, in his poem 'Faust’ about a scholar by the same name, has immortalized the
dilemma of our age. Faust strives to see the world in its innermost essence, to behold the source - the driving
force of all that exists.

The leading character of the poem 'Faust' embodies the spirit of our times. He tries to search for 'The
Ultimate Truth' by studying Science, Philosophy and all the learned arts and yet is unable to come any
closer to 'The Ultimate Truth' than he previously was. Finally he turns to the occult and is visited by
Mephistopheles, the devil himself. While introducing himself to Faust, Mephistopheles says, "I am justa
part of the whole".

Let us dwell for a while on this strange way of introduction that Mephistopheles uses. .. "I am just a part of
the whole". What does it mean? And what is the whole?

"The whole" is the whole of creation: living, non-living, visible, invisible, susceptible to our senses or not
susceptible to them all at once. By his introductory statement, Mephistopheles seems to be implying that
just as good is a part of the whole, evil is also part of the whole. If one believes in God (which one must if
one believes in good and evil) then one must believe that all creation is permeated by God. And according to
Mephistopheles, good and evil are but parts of the whole. Then they must necessarily be parts of the
supreme force that we call God. Then why so much emphasis on the good? Why not on the evil?

We emphasize good and shun evil without really being clear about what is good and what is evil. Our very
definitions of good and evil are hazy and confused. They are not absolute definitions and are based upon our
own convenience - our convenience that arises from our delusions. And where do our delusions spring
from? They spring essentially from our society and our limited field of activity, from our getting obsessed
with our emotions, from our getting attached to our systems, to people, to ideas, to causes etc. Attachment,
in anutshell .It is attachment of any kind, which is the cause of delusion.

But then attachment is also an indispensable anchor. It lets you know where you stand. It gives you
something to live for.

In order to correct our definitions and make them absolute, we must be free from delusion. But freedom
from delusion can occur only if there is freedom from attachment. And freedom from attachment is terrible
It makes you ask yourself repeatedly: "What am I living for?" And to this there seems to be no answer
There seems to be absolute nothingness: there seems to be no meaning, no purpose, no motive, nothm
worth doing. .. There seems to be nothing but chaos, nothing worth existing for.

And ifthere is nothing, then what is good and what is evil?

We cannot proceed any further unless we have more knowledge of creation. ’We" must
how?? Suppose we know for certain that God exists and is not just another con ept that w

our convenience. Suppose God exists and as our religions tell us, isall con 1
this supposmon canwe proceed further.. ,



emotional comfort and our 'evil' is nothing but our petty spite, our petty lusts.
In the Bible, in the Apocalypse, there occurs the passage:

"...And unto the Angel of the Church of the Laodiceans write: These things saith the Amen, the faithful and
true witness, the beginning of the creation of God. I know thy works that thou art neither cold nor hot; 1
would that thou wert cold or hot; So then because that thou art lukewarm and neither cold nor hot, I will
spew thee out of my mouth. Because thou sayest, [ am rich and increased in goods and have need for
nothing,; and thou knowest that thou art wretched, and miserable, and poor, and blind, and naked..."

Indeed we are all poor and blind and wretched and naked. We are lukewarm...and herein lies our misery.

Cadet Mohit Mehra
2001 Entry
Slow Dance

Have you ever watched kids Ever told your child,
On amerry-go-round? We'lldo it tomorrow?
Or listened to the rain And in your haste,
Slapping on the ground? Not see his sorrow?
Ever followed a butterfly's Everlost touch -
Erratic flight? Leta good friendship die
Or gazed atthe sun 'Cause younever had time
Into the fading night? To call and say, "Hi?"
You'd better slow down. You'd better slow down.
Don'tdance so fast. Don'tdance so fast.
Time is short. Time is short.
The music won't last. V74 The music won't last.

Do you run through each day Qg(o ‘When you run so fast

Onthe fly? % Q To get somewhere

When you ask, "How are you?" You miss halfthe fun

Do you hear the reply? Of getting there.

When the day is done, When you worry and hu
Do youlie in your bed Through your da;

With the next hundred chores It is like an unop
Running through your head? ‘ awg

You'd better slow down fe

Don't dance so fast.

Time is short.

The music won't last.




°—--0{ Pipe Specifications From A Chief Engineer }0--—-

No one ever allows a Chief Engineer to have his way in setting standards in the manufacturing
specifications of spares, parts, tools or ancillaries ... Ever wondered why? This should clear all doubts.

1. Thepipeistobemade ofalonghole, surrounded by metal or plastic centered on the hole.

2. The pipe is to be made hollow throughout its entire length - do not use holes of lengths different from
that of the pipe - especially holes of greater length.

3. TheLD. (Inside Diameter) of the pipe must not exceed the O.D. (Outside Diameter) -otherwise the
hole will be outside.

4. The pipe is to be supplied with nothing in the hole, so that water, steam or other stuff can be put inside
atalater date.

5. The pipe should be supplied with rust this can be more readily applied at the job site otherwise time
will be wasted in storing the pipe and waiting for it to rust before using it. Some vendors are now able
to supply pre-rusted pipes .If available in your area, this type of product is recommended, as it will
save time.

6. A pipe over 50ft. in length should have the words "Long Pipe" clearly painted on each end, so the
Chief Engineer will easily know that it's a long pipe.

7. Apipe over 100ft. in length, must have the words "Long Pipe" painted clearly in the middle of the
pipe, so that the Chief Engineer will not have to walk the entire length of the pipe to determine
whether it is a long pipe or not.

8. All pipes over 6 inches in diameter must have the words "Large Pipe" painted on them so that the
Chief Engineer will not mistake them for small pipes.

9.  Flanges must be used on all pipes. Flanges must have bolts quite separate from the big hole in the
middle.

10.  When ordering 90,45 or 30 degree elbows, be sure to specify right hand or left hand; otherwise you
will end up going the wrong way.

11.  Besure to specify to your vendor whether you want level, uphill or downhill pipe. If you use downhill
pipe for going uphill, the water will flow the wrong way.

12.  All the couplings must have left-handed or rlght handed threads, but do not mix the threads, ,_
otherwise, as a coupling is being screwed on one pipe, it will be unscrewed from the other.

Cadet Gaurav G. Lobo
1998 Entry

Blessed To Know Less

This proof'is based on two basic assumptions that every()ne knof
1. Timeismoney 2.Knowledgeis power

Every science student knows that Powe '
Hence Knowledge= Work/Money '
Solving for money:
~ Money = Work/Knoy
- When knowledge k
ol




~—-<o{ The Ship That Hunted Itself j®s-—

Sketch: Saurabh Suranglikar

There are battles and then there are battles. Over the centuries, countless ships have met in combat at sea
some winning and inevitably, others losing. But it might surprise you to know that one of the most curious
naval engagements of all time was not between two battleships or men-of-war, but between two merchant
vessels.
It was the First World War, just after the outbreak of hostilities. The Cunard Line had in service at the time a
luxury passenger liner called the Carmania. She was very well known in her time, reputed to be one of the
most luxurious British liners in service. She was huge for her era 205 metres long and drawing 10.5 metres
of water when fully laden. She displaced 20,000 tonnes.

The Cap Trafalgar was the pride, joy and flagship of the Hamburg South America Line of Lie
most ports, she would tower way above most of the other vessels in the vicinity. She wa
turbine vessel with a reputed speed of 18 knots. Her 210-metre length was pamted b
works a dazzling white.
On the night of August 4, 1914, the Carmania was sailing out of New
journey looked like any other run that she had done over the years un
HMS Bristol had drawn up abreast with her, and was closing fz

from the warship - "Carmania War is declared Darken shi '

The next day, the master of the Carmama, James C




vessel, which was as big and as well known, because a large unfamiliar vessel in German merchant livery
would arouse suspicions. The British Admiralty took its time trying to decide which Vessel the Carmania
should impersonate, and quite naturally settled for the Cap Trafalgar.

The two ships were of similar size and the silhouettes were similar, with a few minor differences- the
Trafalgar had three funnels as against the Carmania's two. The Carmania’s bridge extended the beam of
the vessel, but the Cap Trafalgar's only sat like a matchbox atop her superstructure. The Carmania docked
at Liverpool on August 7", 1914 and was back at sea in a week's time armed to the teeth. She now carried
120 mm main armament with a range of about 8.5 kilometres. Being a Cunard vessel, she was well known,
and her paint scheme was completely changed within a week to perfectly resemble that of the Cap
Trafalgar. A dummy funnel was put up and the transformation was complete.

The Cap Trafalgar, on the other hand, did not quite have things going her way at the time. She was
unarmed, her guns stowed below decks. Her decks were ready to receive the guns the bases had been
machined several months ago. She was in Montevideo at the time the war was declared and the Royal Navy
had mounted a blockade outside. She fled Montevideo on the night of August 26, 1914; making for a little
known island in the South Atlantic called Trinidad Island. She was to be joined by other units of the German
Navy there. Unarmed as she was at the time, she needed to be disguised as badly as the Carmania, if not
more so. On the way to the island, her crew completed one of the most amazing conversions ever at sea.
Ship recognition manuals were consulted for similar-sized enemy vessels. There was the Mauretania, the
Carmania, the Franconia, the Caronia and several others, but by some twist of fate, it was the Carmania
that was ultimately chosen. Work started as she neared the Island. Her after funnel was dismantled and her
upper works were painted in Cunard colours. Canvas drapes were run along the beam of the vessel starting
from where her bridge actually ended, all the way to her sides, on a framework of light timber bolted on to
the actual bridge. Paint was used to create "windows". By the end of the first day, she actually looked as if
she had a bridge running the beam of'the ship, just like the Carmania.

Meanwhile, the British Admiralty intercepted radio traffic from a support vessel waiting for the Cap
Trafalgar at Trinidad Island. This vessel was the gunboat Eber, assigned to escort the Trafalgar when she
reached the island. British cruisers in the Atlantic had their hands full with German vessels at sea in the area
and could not be spared to investigate this. Still, any one of the 42 odd armed merchant cruisers that the
Admiralty had at sea at the time could have been chosen for the job. Again, by some strange twist of fate, the
Carmania was chosen.

The Trafalgar rendezvoused with her
support units, among them the Eber, on
August 28. The Carmania was sailing
out of Bermuda at this time, making for
Trinidad Island. The Trafalgar
immediately started taking on coal and
preparing for the voyage to a friendly
port, where her deadly armament would
be installed on deck. The Eber's main
armament, two small calibre guns, were
moved to the Cap Trafalgar.
Maneuvres were practiced just in case
she met unfriendly vessels on the way.
She had next to no armament :

have to come alongsxd




measures. The cruisers Kronprinz Wilhelm and Dresden were heading full steam for the island. They were
to escort her until the time she took on her main armament and became capable of taking care of herself.

On the night of September 14", the Carmania sighted the island. It was to be a meeting of two imposters She
almost immediately sighted a large vessel about her own size, at a range of about fifteen kilometres. She
closed fast, and the vessels' Cunard colours soon became visible. The ruse worked only too well at first. The
Carmania steamed straight for the familiar silhouette. It had to be the Mauretania, her sister ship.

At about the same time, the Carmania was sighted by a lookout on the Trafalgar. But in the dim light, the
crew on the 7rafalgar could not obtain positive identification. All that could be said for sure was that they
were looking at a ship that was very similar to their own. But that was impossible. There was only one
Trafalgar. She hadno sister ships.

Meanwhile, the other ship was closing fast. Aboard the Trafalgar, it was finally decided that it was the
cruiser Dresden, arriving to take up escort duties. After all, there were supposed to be no other ships in the
area. The Cap Trafalgar immediately altered course, steering straight for the newcomer. The error was
realized first by the Carmania's captain, who saw the name of the approaching vessel through his
binoculars. The Cap Trafalgar's name had not been painted over - it was feared that doing so would bring it
bad luck. The Carmania opened fire. She hit the Trafalgar almost immediately, causing frightful damage to
her upper works. The Trafalgar now broke free her German colours. She steered straight for the enemy, her
boarding parties ready. Her puny guns returned fire, but did no serious damage to the Carmania.

They were closing at over 36 knots. Crewmen on the Trafalgar's support ships watched in mute horror as
she raced for the enemy vessel. They were mere colliers and the only warship in the group, the gunboat
Eber, had no armament to support the Trafalgar with. The escort cruisers were still en route and would not
reach for another few hours at least. The Trafalgar was on her own.

Time after time, the Trafalgar tried to close the range, but the Carmania kept shying away. By this time, her
captain had realized what the Trafalgar was trying to do. The Carmania kept her distance, mauling the
Trafalgar with her heavy armament. Now on fire, the Trafalgar went to full ahead. Her only hope was to
launch boarders and occupy the enemy vessel. In a move that would have done the battle cruiser Dresden
proud, she cut inside the Carmania's turn and came alongside. Nets were flung over her side and boarding
parties armed with everything, right from guns to sticks were launched. It so happened that the Carmania’s
guns fired, all together at this precise instant, raking her with fire at point blank range. She had now been
holed in multiple locations, including some at the waterline. To compound the damage, the Carmania tore
way from her, heeling sharply as she broke the other way. The Trafalgar tried to follow, but a giant hand
seemed to grip her and hold her back; she was flooding and was soon dead in the water, sinking fast.

The Carmania herself was not unscathed. At close range, the 7rafalgar's guns had damaged
superstructure severely in the short while the vessels were alongside, and her superstructure was
She now retired to a safe distance to regroup and lick her wounds. Aboard, there was a flt
she prepared to reengage. She need not have bothered. Even as she drew away, the C
pronounced beyond repair and had to be abandoned. Some 350 of her survivin
lifeboats. No one quite knows who started it, but aboard the Carmania, strains
heard clearly over the waves. As ifin response, the Cap Trafalgar settled at
and then her stern rose into the air and slipped quietly under the

The Carmania went on to serve with great distinction throug
on to serve as a popular transatlantic voyager until 1
nally th

Trafalgar. The League pre
service during the War. T



._...{ Some Stuff for People with Substance }00-—-

Formany of us, there is a certain level of comfort in making somebody wait for us. We think that it enhances
our prestige value. Here is a story to be remembered, for this is the kind of stuff that makes timeless legends,
not momentary value. As we interact with hundreds of people daily, we have a tendency to stereotype
people for how they look. This story reminds us to look beyond what we 'see', to see the real people behind
the looks.

A lady in a faded gingham dress and her husband, dressed in a homespun threadbare suit, stepped off the
train in Boston and walked timidly without an appointment into the Harvard University President's outer
office. The secretary could tell in a moment that these were country folks who had no business at Harvard
and probably didn't even deserve to be in Cambridge. And it made her frown. "We want to see the
President," the man said softly. "He'll be busy all day," the secretary snapped. "We'll wait," the lady replied.

For hours, the secretary ignored them, hoping that the couple would finally become discouraged and go
away. They didn't, and the secretary grew frustrated and finally decided to disturb the President, even
though it was a chore she always regretted. "Maybe if they just see you for a few minutes, they'll leave," she
told him. He sighed in exasperation and nodded. Someone ofhis importance obviously didn't have the time
to spend with them, but he detested gingham dresses and homespun suits cluttering up his outer office.

The President, stern-faced with dignity, strutted toward the couple. The lady told him, "We had a son who
attended Harvard for one year. He loved Harvard. He was happy here; but about a year ago, he was killed in
an accident. My husband and I would like to erect a memorial to him, somewhere on campus". The
President wasn't touched; he was shocked. "Madam," he said, gruffly, "We can't put up a statue for every
person who attended Harvard and died. If we did, this place would look like a cemetery". "Oh, no," the lady
explained quickly, "We don't want to erect a statue. We thought we would give a building to Harvard".

The president rolled his eyes. He glanced at the gingham dress and homespun suit, and then exclaimed, "A
building! Do you have any earthly idea how much a building costs? We have over seven and a half million
dollars in the physical plant at Harvard". For a moment the lady was silent. The President was pleased. He
could get rid of them now. The lady turned to her husband and said quietly, "Is that all it costs to start a
University? Why don't we just start our own?" Her husband nodded. The President's face wilted in
confusion and bewilderment. And Mr. and Mrs. Leland Stanford walked away, traveling to Palo Alto,
California, where they established the University that bears their name, a memorial to a son that Harvard no.
longer cared about- Stanford University. .

Source: The Internet

Cadet Sarath. K.
2001 Entry




—-e® The Cookie Thief ®o-—

A woman was waiting at an airport one night,
With several long hours to go before her flight.
She hunted for a book in the airport shop,
Bought a bag of cookies and found a place to drop.
She was engrossed in her book, but happened to see,
That the man beside her, as bold as could be,
Grabbed a cookie or two from the bag in between,
Which she tried to ignore, to avoid a scene.

She read, munched cookies and watched the clock,
As the gutsy "cookie thief" diminished her stock.
She was getting more irritated as minutes ticked by,
Thinking, "If I wasn't so nice, I'd blacken his eye!"
With each cookie she took, he took one too.
When only one was left, she wondered what he'd do,
With a smile on his face and a nervous laugh,

He took the last cookie and broke it into half,

He offered her half, as he ate the other.

She snatched it from him and thought, "Oh Brother,
This guy has some nerve and he's also rude,
Why, he didn't even show any gratitude! "

She had never known when she had been so galled.
She gathered her belongings and headed for the gate,
Refusing to look back at the "thieving ingrate."
She boarded the plane and sank in her seat,
Then sought her book, which was almost complete.

As she reached in her baggage, she gasped with surprise:
. There was her bag of cookies in front of her eyes.
"If mine are here ", she moaned with despair,
"Then the others were his and he tried to share!"
Too late to apologize, she realized with grief,

That she was the rude one, the ingrate, the thi

(Poet: Unknown)

Cadet Jimmy Jose Pudussery
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°—°°°{ Education For Human Excellence }0“—-'

"Bring light to the ignorant and more light to the educated,
For the vanities of the education of our time are tremendous."

-Swami Vivekananda

Real education is a combination of knowledge and character because they alone can make a path for human
exeellence.

Character comes from the manifestation of the divine always present in every human being and finds
expression in the spirit of love and service of humanity, irrespective of caste and creed, gender and
nationality.

Various aspects of human excellence are:
Strength and fearlessness
Self-confidence
Courage
Discrimination

Compassion

Concentration |
Self-sacrifice

..and various others.

Let me not try to give you the literal meanings of these characteristics, as I am sure that I will not be able to
do them justice! Instead, let us try to look at the benefits we derive if we possess (or cultivate) a few of them:

1.  Self-confidence (Shraddha): Whatever material power you see revealed by the western races is the
outcome of this shraddha.

Read the story of Ekalavya and you will understand 'self-reliance'. By much effort and faith in one's
own power, by longing for knowledge and above all, by relying not on others but on self, one ca
perform 'miracles'.

2. Courage: Life is not always smooth sailing. But, only by standing ones ground in the fa ‘
(and not runmng away from them) can one overcome them. Remember great in
after overcoming mighty obstacles.

3. Compassion: This is best explained with an example which need
for the suffering people, Buddha preached simple techniq
teachings are simple and direct. He did not pay much att
preferred instead to concentrate on the practm al asp

Concentration: Success in life mesﬂy depe:
intellectual understanding are ve:
quality of work done and one can



In the process of learning, self-help is the best help. Depending on others, be it teachers or parents, is a sign
of weakness. One must learn to stand on one's feet. The secret of success lies in self-confidence and self-
reliance. Teachers and parents can only help us to manifest strength, power and perfection that is already
within us.

All knowledge depends upon calmness of the mind. The purer the mind, the easier it is to control. Truth,
purity and unselfishness are required to build character. Whenever they are present, there is no power above
or below the sun to crush the possessor thereof. Equipped with these, an individual is able to face the whole
universe in opposition.

"Stand and die in your own strength. If there is any sin in the world, it is weakness; avoid all
weaknesses, for weakness is sin; weakness is death."”

A calm mind is very important. To attain this, first of all, start thinking pure thoughts, perform your duties
well in time with full zeal and energy. If possible, you can practice some form of yogic asana coupled with
meditation. Simply performing religious ceremonies will also serve the purpose, but it should be done with
full devotion, or it will be of no use. If devotion is lacking, it may cause stress instead of being of help. In
simple words, when youareina meditative state you lose the concept of time.

This will help you perform even better. Meditation is not necessarily a religious practice, but because of its
spiritual element it forms an integral part of most religions. And even though the basic objective of most
meditation styles remain the same and are performed in a state of inner and outer stillness, they all vary
according to the specific religious framework within which they are placed. Preparation, posture, length of
period of meditation, and particular verbal or visual elements-all contribute to the various forms of

meditation.

Arun Sharma
Member Of Faculty

Quotes for the Soul

. A cynic is aman who knows the price of every thing and the value of none.
. Some people think it’s holding on that makes one strong. Sometimes it’s letting go "

. A bore is someone who persists in holding his own views after we have enli
him with ours.

. Ifyou really want to keep a secret, you don’tneed any help. "
. Anxiety is the income tax of civilization.

. People seem to get nostalgic about a lotof thing
time around. .

Good luck is with the man‘
A baby is born with n




-—--0{ International Standards }00-—-

Nowadays, we often hear of quality systems being discussed in magazines and these are being
implemented in an increasing number of companies. The most articulately used term in this context is the
ISO 9000/9002. Apparently, the outcome of an ISO certified process is, more or less, at the desired level of
perfection.

Conceptually, ISO requires that you, "record what you do" and vice versa. But laying a plan on paper is
simple while its execution depends on the management's view. The system can be successful only when the
management is serious about it.

The ISO system has the following positive aspects:

1. A quality system leads to complexity in the work process. Complexity indicates a number of people
working together. Teamwork leads to unity. Where there is unity, there is strength. Thus a quality
system promotes organizational strength.

2. Because of teamwork, workers of all ranks come together. This leads to an exchange of ideas and
hence further improvement in the quality of work.

3. When people work united, a feeling of togetherness comes in. Jealousy and animosity are left aside
and people come together to market a better product.

4.  Because of the assured quality of the product, the worker and the customer, both save time. When a
jobis done well, it gives birth to a feeling of pride.

The interests of both the customer and the organization are kept in mind.

5

6.  Teamwork leads to appreciation of each other's skills. This improves relations among co-workers.

7 Group discussions and group audits lead to minute observation and supervision of the work process.
8

Thus, quality system brings to habit, the practice of inspection and control.

Just as every coin has two faces, the quality system has a few flaws too. While working with this type of
system, people tend to shoot off on a tangent and waste time arguing rather than providing solutions. As the
focus is not on value addition of the final product, people also tend to lose faith in the entire system. Just
before external audits, people tend to put in extra hours and patch up their mistakes, and this mar the
integrity of the system. ~

To overcome these flaws, one needs to have keen observation and a positive mental outlo
work. This will greatly enhance the quality of work. ’

N.D.Junnarkar
Member of Faculty




-—--0{ A Bunkering Oper-aﬁon }0--—-

It was the day "Sholay" was released. The Chief Engineer had bought tickets for the opening show. His family was
with him on board. So was the attending Superintendent of the vessel. The ship was in Bombay at the Ballard Pier
Jetty. The Chief wanted to leave early and gave the Second Engineer instructions regarding the bunkering. All
seemed hunky-dory on the ship as he prepared to leave. It appeared that the Superintendent too planned to go ashore,
perhaps for the same reason as the Chief and his family.

The bunkering hose was connected, the pumps were started and the ship started to take on bunkers. Soon, it was
noticed that there were a few drops of oil leaking through the manifold flange. The leak was on the seaside of the
connection. The Fourth Engineer informed the Second Engineer, and was instructed to stop the bunkering and rectify
the leak.

The Fourth Engineer proceeded to make an attempt to stop the leak by shutting the bunkering valve! The pressure in
the bunkering hose surged, the leak turned huge and the oil spurted into the sea in a fountain. There was a shimmering
black sheen on the Arabian Sea, and it was growing fast!

The scene was one of utter chaos. A mere half-hour remained for the start of the movie. But somebody would have to
stay to handle the grim situation. The question was - who - the Superintendent or the Chief? Both of them desperately
wanted to go. The Superintendent outranked the Chief. But in the end, he was the one who had to stay. For as the
Chief put it, it was indeed he who had selected a Fourth Engineer foolish enough to cause trouble for the Chief just
when he needed assistance the most (in leaving for the film)! Of course, things were not really that simple. The real
matter was that the Superintendent had been junior to the Chiefin college.

So the Superintendent stayed on board and supervised the cleanup operation for the mess that had been created. The
Chiefnarrated the story of "Sholay" to him at breakfast the next morning.

I.K.Basu
Member of Faculty
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