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Chapter-1 

The Beginning 
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India had just celebrated her 51st Independence Day. WestLand Institute of Engineering, ‘my WestLand’ was still basked in its featured glory. Right from the entrance gate to the central building called the ‘SP Block’ (named after Sardar Vallabhbhai Jhaverbhai Patel, the famous Indian freedom fighter and statesman) was painted in tricolor.

There were several permutation and combination of tricolor. One is often reminded of patriotism when you see such beautiful signs all around. The tricolor ribbon was the most attractive decoration that persisted across the entire college sweeping like curly tide all the way to Dr. Vikram Sarabhai auditorium (VS auditorium-nicknamed AVS) named after the Indian Scientist and father of Space Research in India.

The Foyer extending to reception was decorated with Kutchee thread-works, a Gujarati esthetic wall hanging and Bandhani fabric threads looked like a gorgeous garba-girl to welcome the new batch of students.  

Auditorium being the epicenter, still remains in the hangover of Independence Day with the decorations hanging around, creates a special feeling. It is another beginning here as young and budding teens roll into the campus to be transformed as next generation engineers.

“WELCOME TO WESTLAND INSTITUTE OF ENGINEERING

The Pravesh 18Aug 1997”

The huge banner on top of the stage said it all, we were all getting ready to welcome our newbies and as customary it was going to be grand. 

The center stage was teaming with lot of bolstering activities — the choir, the event management, the cultural team, the program coordinators, the proud compeering pair Nidhi & Niteesh both, the Final year students my department. And of course, the backstage crew was doing their last minute checkups.

“Mic maa bolow  ek bae, thraan ...taest karo”.....prompted Kushal our lab assistant to Niteesh 

“Mic testing ek, bae, thraan, hello hello, kem chou? Su karo chou thame yaar, Niteesh? 

“Ok Ok stop that please”...cried Kushal.

“Ok Ok stop that please”...repeated Niteesh. The atmosphere was that of celebration — seniors, juniors, faculty members from various departments were getting ready for the inaugural. 

“Rachana Madam, the things for felicitation, I mean the shawls and bouquet are kept on your table, can you please send someone to fetch them?” Mrinal, student secretary from our department rushed to me.

“I am on my way to the staff room. I will send them along. So, is everything ready?”

“Ha madam, everything is set for the next two hours. We will be starting in an hour. Chief Guest and chairman are already here and with the principal and HODs. Parents and newcomers are seated at the foyer and soon they will assemble here. The cultural programs are going to be very different this time”

Hmm... that’s professionalism.

“So, have you met any newbie, Mrinal?” I enquired.

“No madam, not yet but as usual they appear anxious and restless.”

I left Mrinal, promising her to send the shawl and bouquet right away and headed to the ECE staff room located at the heart of the college. There were parents and students all around the foyer as she said.

There were about 400 odd students and double the number parents. All eyes were rolling across different notice boards, neatly and symmetrically displayed on the walls at the foyer. They were highlighting:

	Best classes, top students

	Teams, trophies

	Events , escalating ranks

	Chairman’s message, VIP visits

	Principal, faculty

	Research, publications

	Placements, awards

	The anti-ragging notice 


Most of the parents were glued to the anti-ragging notice and were assuring their wards that WestLand is always fresher friendly... 

“WestLand is! But not seniors!” I reminded myself with a cornered smile. 

Walking past the main building, the so called OB or old building — the pride of WestLand. It was a sense of honor. It was here that WestLand started 10 years ago. It was the electrical department in the beginning which branched out as electronics and communication. It is from here our HOD Prof. Dr. Giridhar Lambhaa’s teaching career took off as an electrical engineer which made him an icon.

“She is Rachana madam!” an unknown voice prompted distantly.

I overheard, as I entered my office — a voice remote from me; recognizing me. It was a great honour for me that moment. Westland generously provided a neat hall with individual cubicle for each staff. The department had a small library, a precious PC, a Xerox machine with the tag For Faculty Use Only and a big sofa for Visitors Only.

A small pamphlet with kilobytes of information was already waiting for me on my table. I was curious to read the details of the 2- day ‘WELCOME-1st YEARS’ program leaning back on my chair. 

“Alright things are not going to end so soon in 2 hours, this was just the beginning.” A sudden thought popped up in my mind. 

The Pravesh – Day1: 18 Aug 1997 – Formal welcome to all Freshers to the College

Day2: 19 Aug 1997– Orientation Day

	Parent orientation meet

	Branch-student-assembly 


Classes Begins 20 Aug 1997 Wednesday ...as usual

“Oh gosh! What is this carton? ...ok... the bouquet and shawls...”

“Hey you two ...can you guys get this carton to Mrinalini Gupta, at the VS Auditorium. It is for the day’s program.” I called a gang of second year as they were scanning through their mark sheets kept on the adjoining cubicle.

Sending the cartons, I reclined in my chair...

hmm...meetings, labs, lectures, then meetings...oh I forgot... shoutings at the midst of all this... It’s a vicious cycle. 

“Namaste, Rachana madam!”

It was a professional voice with a humble attitude.

“Namaste! How can I help you?” I acknowledged the couple with their son standing in front. 

The parents gestured me with reverence and the son substituted Namaste with a casual ‘hello.’

The Generation-Y follows a different set of protocols, altogether!

“Namaste! Please be seated.”

The parents pulled the chairs from other cubicle and the ward reclined on the visitor’s sofa.

“I am Amar, working for Synco, Rajkot as DGM. This is my wife Jyoti, and he is my son, Vireen who will be with you in ECE to bother you for the next four-years.” The father amused.

“Sir, it’s never a botheration at all!” I said with a smile.

“True. It’s never a botheration as long as you enjoy your work.” The DGM shared a management maxim. 

“No Sir, as long as you love your work!” I emphasized. 

The father became remarkably impressed.

As we talked we became familiar with each other and the father asked, 

“Madam, as far as I know, you are from South India; but you started your career in our Gujarat.”

I was surpriesed to hear the correct guess.

“Sir, your Gujarat is mine too!” My heart expanded...

The father received it gracefully as he raised his eye brows, smiling. Jyoti reacted too, smiled for the first time, making her a little more comfortable.

I don’t know why, this dialogue created a very good impression about the family in my heart. 

I looked at Vireen.

The team India cricket t-shirt! ...oh they call it jersey 

Hair style! ...weird

He never seemed bothered about the state I belonged to or the state which he is in!

Being a true-cricket fan, why should he be?

I was puzzled by the way he sat — leaning back on the sofa with his hands behind head; legs spread wide; as if he was in his own living room and enjoying his own space.

The father’s quick note with a furious look at the son, the poor mother’s helpless gesture, and apathetic Vireen sitting polite were the quick subsequent set of snapshots by the family. 

After those dumb charades were over, father’s attention took my turn.

He continuously kept me on my toes. He asked several details. He was keen to know about our admissions; merits, exam-patterns, lecture hours, lab facilities, computers, assessments, expert talks, seminar periods, theories, practical classes, working days, teaching days, alumni, university ranks, placements and what not. 

Of course, my toes began to swell...

In the entire conversation, I could not understand one thing. The Westland prospectus quoted every minute detail he asked. I knew he must have read through a thousand times before taking admission here. But still he brought a big question-bank with him as a DGM.  

True! The grey-haired still believe in face to face communication more!

As our conversation was building I saw another couple and a small gang of freshers peeping into the staff room. They looked at the ceiling, and then at the walls; ‘saaru chae’ they commented. 

But they never showed any signs of eagerness to know the academic details like Vireen’s father.

“Sir, an exclusive point, you missed.” It’s my turn to shoot a few questions now.

“What’s that?” He asked very curiously while the mother and son were silently watching.

“Vireen, you too must listen carefully. Our college is very strict. And a minimum of 80% class attendance in each subject is compulsory along with a minimum of 30% marks in internal tests. College detains those students who deviate from these norms. I mean, they are not allowed to appear for university semester examinations. And the semester absolutely goes in vain for them. And they need to repeat the entire semester.”

Vireen suddenly came out from his own duniya (world) to Westland duniya. He sat numbed at once as if I uttered 800%.

“That means my son will be with me for only 20% days from now on.” The mother made a quick calculation in her mind that erased the smile off her face and making her motherly heart uncomfortable. 

“Don’t worry; it excludes your son’s holidays.” I clarified.

Before she could ask something, the father “80% and 30%!” stressed. 

“Yes sir.”

I will show you last semester’s detainees list.

I suddenly pulled a drawer to takeout the list of previous semester.

“It’s ok, it’s ok” he pretended as if he was not interested to look into the document.

But I could observe the DGM’s eyes halted only on the drawer.

A true Manager! Believes only if proof of evidence is there! 

I passed the list to the father. He read it carefully and passed it to Vireen.

Vireen took it only for the sake of father’s sake. But hardly glanced a single word.

“Vireen, where are you? What are you doing? Read it.” He forced the son.

“See, Vireen,” he continued. 

“Point No.1. As far as the attendance is concerned, it’s not 80% but 100% that I expect from you.

Point No. 2: coming to tests, it’s not 30% but 80% that I expect. 

And now Point No.3 I expect you to get placed through your campus selection.”

Are they points? 

No, they seemed statutes!!! I asked myself.

“Vireen, look here. Are you listening? Don’t take things lightly here like the way you did in your 12th standard. You have to study from day one in order to be placed in the best company.” The father continued instructing the son.

“I have big dreams on this boy.” He ambitiously looked at me, as mother listened silently.

I smiled. 

Vireen’s face was feeling-less as usual; he seemed immune to his father’s voice.

No student would literally study from day one of 1st year to get campus-recruited of the too far 4th year. In past 10 years, I never came across any. A thought lingered in my brain.

But I said, “Yes, Yes, You have to study regularly, Vireen.” 

I neither accepted nor denied that Day-ONE concept.

“Remember! Your academics, your placements, your participations, not only help you, but help the institution too in ascending its ranks. Progress and development of this institution lies in your hands too.” He commanded the son with another maxim.

“Isn’t it too much for the little brain to understand?” I tried to sympathize with Vireen.

Attempting to take a leave Amar offered a last bit of praise for WestLand. 

“Madam, frankly speaking in such a short span of 10 years you all made WestLand ranked 5th among 42 colleges in the university. Amazing!”

“Well. We are not far from our dream of being ranked first.” I replied.

“Who is your faculty-developer, Vireen?” I asked. 

“Ravi,” answered the boy.

The next two seconds were horrific as the father pulled Vireen’s right hand, squeezed the palm tightly.

“Don’t you know how to respect your teachers, Say, Sayyy... Professor Ravi.” 

The annoyed father rushed to the door.

I was looking at them alternatively, literally not knowing what to speak.

As the son was looking at his paining reddish palm as the mother stood helpless with sympathetic look.

The trio left me alone in the office with that regretful question of mine. 

The mother returned in half-a-minute to my surprise. My first thought was she must have forgotten something. 

But she appealed very slowly, ‘Madam, please do take care of my Vireen.”

I could understand the mother’s heart hidden behind the micro tears. I could sense the mother’s anxiety hidden behind the slight shiver in her voice.

Instantly, I stood and went close to her.

“Don’t worry, Jyoti.” I tried my best to console.

“Is this the first time, you are leaving him alone?” I asked though I could apprehend everything by then. 

She sighed and nodded.

“You should be happy Jyoti, your son is in our WestLand, one of the reputed colleges in the state.” There was a pride in my statement.

“I don’t know, madam, Vireen is just an above-average boy. He got admission through management quota. He is very casual by nature. I don’t know how he will survive here.” She narrated the first-characteristics of her son, looking outside. 

“Survival is easy, here we teach them to make a responsible living and in the due course even Vireen shall.”

My words must have given her a little courage as she sat again on the sofa.

I came back to my seat.

After few seconds, she started again, “Madam, he has won number of prizes for his articulations in his school days. But,” she continued after a pause “Text books irritate him.” looking at the book racks of my cubicle.

My mouth half-opened, I couldn’t believe at all. “This boy, that team India shirt, weird styled careless one, had that much creativity hidden in his brain?”

A few seconds passed in silence. I was in my own thoughts. Vireen’s contributions will help us in a great way in our Westland Engineer — annual magazine published every year. 

It was announced that the day’s inaugural was about to begin. And just then Manish came in. 

Manish is one of the senior faculties of our department and my intimate friend in WestLand. Solving complex research problems is his passion. There was an urge in him to live to establish new research methodologies.  As far as teaching is concerned, his brain-signals always search for charismatic students in the class rooms. Dumbs are in his irritation zones.  

There was second announcement for the program, I consoled Jyoti, and told her it was already time for the day’s event. Before leaving she handed her husband’s visiting card and took a promise that I call them if there was something important. I assured her Vireen’s future was bright at WestLand and sent her to the ceremony. She had so much to say about her son’s innocence and talents.  

Before leaving she invited me home and then rushed out.

That’s the specialty of Gujarat. It is strange if they don’t invite you home. 

“Do you know this company, Manish?” I asked Manish, who belongs to the same region, though not of the same town, passing over the card to him. 

He didn’t answer to my question. I waited for few seconds. Still, there was no answer from him.

“Manish, we, teachers always expect instant answers from our students.” I taunted.

I knew how irritated he could get if his students don’t answer to him.

He looked at me.

“So, when are you visiting Rajkot, Rachana?” he joked in Saurashtrian-sweet-accent and completely diverted me like a smart student to his examiner in oral exam.

“Why, Rajkot?”

“Your student’s family has invited you.” He taunted back.

“Vireen is your student too!” I corrected him.

“But, seems to be yours, at the moment!” He said stressing yours more.

I looked at him very seriously.

“See, Rachana, my hometown is just 300kms away from Rajkot; but the parents never felt it important to meet me. Your home town is 3000 km away and they specially came to meet you.” the Porbandarian, logically explained. 

“Manish, the distinguishing-shine of the STAR reaches people, irrespective of how far it is!” I taunted.

“So, you are the STAR! STAR of WestLand I suppose if not of the universe?” He rhetorically questioned joining his palms for a namastae. 

“Aren’t you the Hi-man?  Hi-man of WestLand?” I irritated him.

He pretended angry for a happy-reason. 

Yes. His initiation to Hi-man happened about six months ago, when the news spread about Manish’s research paper brought him international recognition.  

On that great day, the final year students wrote on the black board. “Congrats! Hi-man!”

“Who is Hi-man?” he asked the class innocently.

The class replied with huge-applause.

“Alphabets jumbled Sir!”

“What about ‘s’?” the communication engineering expert expressed a big-doubt, after jumbling the letters  M A N I S H.

“‘s’ is silently hidden sir” came the instantaneous reply from the class.

The student-world loves to call him Hi-man. He accepts it with high pride.

The faculty-circles call him Hi-man; he pretends irritation.

***
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The Afternoon was a cultural extravaganza — a true delight in terms of a welcoming event.

The Westland Band played an amazing score with their Bolly-Holly pop fusion; The Westiliers our own dance band had performed a Salsa-garba fusion. No doubt creative minds are always young.

Undoubtedly, that program impressed all freshers as many were too crazy about it. 

The commencement speech was by the Chief Guest Mr. Motilal Shah, a famous industrialist from Bhuj. He came from a wealthy background and is known for his engineering skills in construction and development. Being an industrialist and an engineer he talked at lengths about strong engineering rudiments and how motivated youngsters should be at this age. He cited the examples of several successful industrialists and motivated the youngsters to be like one of them.

“Why is that everybody has to be like somebody else, can’t we be original and bring something original to this world?” whispered Ravi.

Ravi for me is a less a colleague and more a friend. He likes teaching less and creativity more. His dazzling notes is a perfect example of his this inguinity. We discover him in the posters he makes and the articles he writes.

Next in the program was our chairman’s speech. Like an award movie his address started ...

He started from the foundation stone that was laid 15 years back. Then his speech moved towards vision statement; then national rankings; then electronics; then sensex; then mission statement; then economics... 

20 minutes already sounded like 2 hours and there was no sign of him leaving the mike.

The place slowly and steadily became a great source of yawning.

When he noticed the same, he asked “sab so rahe hai kya?” (Are you all sleeping?)

Gen-Y clapped. 

Poor man! He understood!

They clapped more.

Poor man! Well he got irritated!

They clapped still more.

Poor man! Had to cut his speech half way!

“How notorious is this batch! They made S. K. Gandhi to cut his speech!” stunned by their creativity Ravi whispered in my right ear.

“Great, Rachana. These Freshers made this boring man stop. Otherwise, how are we to bear that headache?” Shilpee whispered in my left ear holding her forehead.

“shhhhh.” I pulled her hand from forehead.

Shilpee is a beautiful lady faculty of my department. Her classes are crowned with record-break attendances. “The sectret is... well, not her teaching but her enchanting beauty.” Comments both Ravi and Manish. 

It is obvious for beautiful ladies, boring men are headaches!

Next in line young and dynamic principal, diligent Dr. Koly took the wireless microphone.

Dr. Koly landed in WestLand from unknown lands when the WestLand was lethargically enjoying the double digit ranks in the university ratings.  

He strongly questioned the faculty when their results were poor. That made the lazy faculty to do the marathon in the lecture halls. He openly praised the teachers whose performances were best.

He made several teams; made many amendments; cultivated sense of belongingness. Those who couldn’t work with him resigned. And, those who were with him, he made fastest runners. 

“myWestLand is my students,” his first statement hypnotized everyone — adolescents and teenagers, male and female, WestLanders  and non-WestLanders.

He never aired the vision statements and mission statements “...myWestLand is of students, myWestLand is for students, myWestLand is by students.” He concluded exactly in five minutes.

The Gen-Y unusually overwhelmed clapped, clapped and clapped...

“Principal spoke for about five minutes but uttered my WestLand 22 times.” The same voice of that morning resonated again from my back.

I turned my head around and looked inquisitively but unable to make even a wild guess of who that was!

****
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“The WestLand is by students, for students and of students. It seems this place has no place for gurus?” Ravi tweeted as he was walking with me after the inaugural.

“Ravi, you are true; very much true. This place has place only for stars!” Manish taunted with all his innocence.

“What do you mean?” Innocently Ravi asked.

Not understanding our code Ravi prolonged. “By stars, you mean by Rekha, Madhuri Dixit...?”

“For your kind information Ravi, they are not stars but they are celebrities.” The Professor in me took charge.

“See Ravi, only stars know the meaning of stars, neither you nor me.” Manish was not ready to get away simply.

However, poor Ravi remained clueless without knowing the head and tail of stars!!!

As Ravi was trying to figure out the some sense out of the mess, I could notice Vireen’s father in the midst of a group of parents.

Seeing me, he waved his hand and fast moved towards us. 

“Sir, he is Ravi, I mean Prof. Ravi, Vireen’s faculty developer.” 

Ha! I didn’t forget to add that prefix Prof.

Ravi looked irritated by that special prefix and at once he made his eyes sharp.

Before I could introduce Manish.

“Sir, Manish,” Manish introduced himself to Amar.

Again, there were few minutes of discussion about WestLand merits and demerits. 

As we dispersed,

“Intellectual!” commented Manish.

“True bhai! Intellectuals like only intellectuals!” I commented.

Not participating in that discussion, Ravi started his investigation.

“When did I get promotion as Professor, Rachana?”

“I don’t know.” I smiled with a slight wink.

“Then, what’s the big purpose of introducing me as Prof. Ravi.” He questioned me following to my office.

I shared the whole story with him, as Manish started laughing again.

At the end of the story, I told Ravi, “Ravi, listen, if I don’t utter Prof. Ravi that father would have squeezed my neck, not my palm. And there will be official holiday tomorrow.” 

The two laughed rigorously.

“No, no, don’t die so soon. Siddharth needs you,” joked Ravi. 

“So, WestLand doesn’t need me?” I asked the duo.

“The Land doesn’t need stars.” Manish’s revengeful ego taunted.

Life in WestLand is integration of all these moments. The simplicity of form, the tender richness, the joy of each moment make us wait for tomorrow. These waitings make life grow; make my WestLand grow.
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Chapter-2

The Girnar Lion
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The Pravesh-day function did create a promising statement in the minds of freshers. 

WestLand was indeed the next best choice in life. 

The motto of WestLand was “to inspire and to lead.” An idea inspired by our founder and chairman Mr. S. K. Gandhi. 

With the functions behind, it was time for orientation named branch student assembly and enrollment — a process that officially marks the beginning of engineering studies. 

Nidhi, Niteesh and Mrinalini standing in the foyer helped their first year friends to assemble in the lecture hall. 

Later, the three rushed into the lecture hall as well; Niteesh in dark blue pant sky blue shirt and striped tie while Nidhi in dark blue pant with white sparkling laced top perfect pair to make that morning really pretty.

The lecture hall had an empty look. 

They saw all the newbie-juniors spread all over the corridor, gossiping in flocks. 

One by one, all the freshers came inside.

“Which course, Sir?” Anurg, the fresh studious appearing guy occupying the first bench asked curiously.

“No course.” Replied Niteesh.

Instantly, Gautami, another kamaal first yearer opened the first page of the note book and wrote ‘No course’ in cursives, underlined and made it bold. 

“Good morning!”  Niteesh wished the entire class.

No one responded.

Nidhi took the mike. “Good morning.” She wished.

Every teen spontaneously responded in unison, “Good Morning.”

Hmm... “The woman power!”

Mrinalini in her traditional salwar did not believe in the concept of ice-breaking snatched the mike from Nidhi and announced
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	Neha and Anurg perfectly writing

	Gautami copying entirely from Neha

	Vardhan, very quickly filled the form; opened his bag; took out a novel

	Neeraj wrote ‘singing’ in hobbies column

	.........

































































	They are the pioneer s who sent S.K sir back seat...

	They Got a record break punch from GL sir...

	They are the Transformers of an icon to lion....

	They are Violators of  Ravi’s rules...

	They are Makers of a chaiwallah...
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