Fellow sojourners of the earth,

Hope life is treating you good today......Wherever you are, whatever

you are doing, I hope you are enjoying life...just let me know how,

sometime :-)

I hope 13 is actually a lucky number, for some it is. Because I was on

the verge of stopping this rt business. These thoughts are not really

random anymore. I am starting to pay more attention to my thoughts,

going, "Is that worth writing down?" Well, you be the judge. As long

as the process that produces it is random, I guess I am alright....

This week I am commuting to Baltimore to attend yet another number

theory conference at Johns Hopkins (the second this summer!). Today

there are no talks in the afternoon so I got time to write this. I am

still not tired of riding these Marc trains, cruising through the lush

green expanses of Maryland (as opposed to that Republican state south

of the Potomac :-) ), past spots of development arising like

plantations on a riverside with their own train stop where middle

class Marylanders have claimed their quiet leafy four bedroom pieces

of the American dream. I also ran into a friend at the Penn station

this morning.

Last saturday I spent almost the whole day trekking through the

forests of Rock creek park. I was actually planning to do a hike in

the Shenandoah but that plan fell through because of a comical series

of events that merits its own write-up. But except for the weekend

warriors buzzing by on Beach drive on their bikes, skates, and cars,

you wouldn't know it is in the middle of the city. Some notable sights

along the way: Two art photographers working on a tree trunk; a very

odd-shaped growth on the side of

a tree that looks like a gigantic mole (as on Cindy Crawford's cheek,

magnified a 1000 times); skaters racing by in one single file, each

person holding on to the back of another, looking like a giant,

superfast centipede; a beautiful blonde woman riding a majestic horse

with a white mane and long, flowing tail, looking like she just

emerged from the poster of a Victorian period movie;  golfers spraying

the ball every which way at the public golf course; a small wooden

cross with a wreath at a random place at the site of a civil war

fortress (I couldn't tell why it was there...idea for a story!).

After lunch I lay down for a while on a bench under a tree by the

stream....life was gooood!!!

Next week I am going on an 8-day trip to Phoenix (uncle, grand

canyon), Las vegas (fun) and Los Angeles (Caltech, beach) with my

parents. Please wish me luck!

Sankar

Random thoughts (13)

8/7/02

1. There is something called synchronicity. Sometimes a whole series

of events take place that seem connected to the same thing in your

life, for no reason. My thesis is that such random coincidences are

happening all the time, but we note the ones that touch us somehow.

For instance, a few years back I met a Finnish woman and then in the

next few days ran into a number of things related to Finland,

coincidentally.

Last thursday I attended a wonderful lecture about Weston at the

Phillips gallery, and then on saturday ran into some photographers

taking pictures of organic objects (a tree, in this case) in the style

of Weston; On sunday morning I read a travel article (very funny, by

P.J. O'Rourke, Atlantic monthly) about Egypt, and then on the same

afternoon found out that two women friends of mine had gone on a trip

to Egypt...

2. Talking about writers, in the same issue of Atlantic Monthly there

was a review of a book by Rohinton Mistry that was full of glowing

praise for this Indian author, putting him on the same level as

Dickens and Tolstoy. This is no mere hype, people. If you liked R.K.

Narayan, Vikram Seth, Chitra Bannerjee, etc., check him out!

3. Talking about Weston, he really must have been a Zen master of some

sort--trying to capture the unity of all creation through his stunning

pictures of peppers and nude women and desert landscapes...but then he

couldn't have been because he also partied like a maniac and was a

serial philanderer...but who am I to say!

4. Walking through the forest, I was thinking how really lucky I was

to have had everything I have had in my life--my parents, my friends

and family...but most of all, I am lucky for my freedom. The freedom

to live my life the way I want to, to do the things I enjoy. But more

importantly, the freedom from dogma, from what Tagore calls dead

habit, from strictures both of others and mine, from lifetime

vocations and missions. As far as I am concerned I cannot know the

truth if I am not free, and I cannot be really free unless I am free

from ideas that are imposed, no matter where they come from. The

Buddha was truly enlightened, because he said when asked for advice,

"seek your own advice", and when asked about what he saw upon

attaining Nirvana, "Nothing." He simply must have wanted people to

realise truth on their own...and of course he was speaking truthfully

as well. When you are really free you belong nowhere and also belong

everywhere (both are the same thing). If you want to belong just to

one place then you have to carry a tag on your forehead, think and act

in certain ways...much as I want to belong (like everyone else), I'd

rather be free.

5. Life is a continuous struggle to be free of contradictions, in

one's thoughts, between one's thoughts and actions  -- if you want to

live free and happy, that is.

Thoughts from the conference:

6. The better the mathematician, the lower the technology. The best

just talk, mostly, using the blackboard sparingly. At the next level,

they use only the blackboard. Then come those who combine the

blackboard with the slide projector. Then there are those who use only

the slide projector, but their slides are handwritten. The more

mediocre ones use printed slides. The worst combine their lap-tops

with the slide projector. I am only taking vaguely, of course, and

that too only about pure mathematicians.

7. Two categories that were in surprisingly small numbers in the

conference: percentage of women (very small, even for a math

conference), and the percentage of men with shiny pates. If baldness

comes with stress, then those mathematicians must be a happy bunch,

enjoying a good, comfortable life.

8. There are very few great scientists today with last names Newton,

Einstein, Gauss, etc.,  One reason is that genius is a lucky

happenstance of nature, and another is that scientists are not good

breeders. Some mathematically minded geneologist in England has

recently proved that the blood-lines of most people either dies away

quickly or spreads throughout the population. It has been shown that

most people in U.K can find a genetic link to the royal family

somehow. So that means the royal family has been very good at

spreading their genes, for example (and not all of that happened

through marriage ;-) ).

9. Athletes get a free ride compared to scientists--after all, they

are not much more socially adept outside of their field where they

flex their muscles, just like scientists who are not outside of their

field where they flex their brains. well, maybe I am wrong on this :-)

But there is a point here, you agree?

10. There is great beauty in mathematics, but superficially speaking,

it is no different from sports---just a bunch of people trying to find

out who has the fastest, most powerful brains, as opposed to muscles.

Lots and lots of ego.

11. Was browsing at DC-CD. Here are two titles that have my vote for

the funniest phrases found on an album cover:

   1. "Masters of the Hemisphere" : These guys have the guts to make

up a grandiose

name, but also the good taste to stop with the hemisphere.

   2. "The Tortoise and the Ex in the fishtank"  -- let me see if you

can figure that one out!

