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Part II 

Bad Things That I Did

Most people assume that I’m shy, gentle, soft-spoken, and quiet, with a tendency not to speak until spoken to. My almost silent updates (when called upon to do so) on my projects at Tripod staff meetings stand as testimony. (‘We still can’t hear you!’).  But I’ve been bad too. Very bad.  Like all the quiet ones are…

There’s a set of people who know me only as a conman, a storyteller. My ultra-impulsive mind makes me do things, and when a kid speaks over 6 languages and is bored, he can do more than his fair share of damage. Well …fun damage actually. I will elaborate with only one anecdote, and there have been many such incidents.

Back in college, I had a roommate called Harris who was crazy about a certain girl in school. This girl – we’ll call her P – had short hair, and she knew him. Harris was also very good at getting on my nerves by linking me with a girl in my class all the time. He annoyed me no end with his nonstop teasing, and so I decided to get back at him. I know this is starting to sound juvenile.

Harris used to run down 2 flights of stairs at top speed to the cafeteria below our room, whenever P showed up. He did this each time she was there, in a mad frenzy. I got a friend’s tape recorder and recorded my voice make it sound like a sports report on BBC radio. I do accents on tape all the time, and even included some ‘opening theme’ music.

I had kept the recorder in the lobby, where all our friends and other students gathered in the evenings. Soon enough there were 10 of us there, including Harris who began his usual irritating teasing. The radio on the recorder was on, and I pretended to change stations, while playing the cassette. The ‘BBC theme’ music came on, and everyone figured it was just the radio. Then it began….

‘This is the BBC’s Sports Round Up’, said a voice in a clipped East Anglia accent. ‘Today’s major story is that the world record in the men’s 100 meters dash has been broken by a young sprinter in …….’. On hearing the mention of our city’s name, all ears perked up. The announcer went on, ‘His name is Sopheen Harris, and he has the record at 9.81 seconds. Malcolm Warner reports from the racetrack’. 

Everybody in the lobby was stunned for a second, and some burst out laughing on hearing Harris’s name. A different voice took over for the track commentary. 

“And…they’re off…..Harris starting very strongly….Smith and Lewis at his heels. Oh he’s pulling away……look at him go…..it’s Harris….Harris all the way! Strangely slowing down toward the end, but we have a new champion….a new record 9.81 seconds in the 100 meters. Sopheen Harris….. hey, who’s that short haired girl at the finish line?!!!”

(Warner now)“Observers were dismayed to see Harris slowing down at the sight of the short haired girl, in an apparent effort not to look hurried. Harris’s coach said she was put there to get Harris quickly at the lead of the pack, and then he became self conscious”.

Harris was furious, in the midst of all the laughing and the realization among the others 

that it was all my doing. This was not the BBC that they’d originally thought. Everyone knew the ‘short haired girl’ was a reference to P, and the way Harris rushed daily down the stairs for her. He fumed, and said he’d get me for this, and that he’d shoot a parody commercial of me, and a lot of other stuff that didn’t make sense. He stormed out, muttering darkly.  

The news spread rapidly around school, and that cassette was playing at quite a few locations by nightfall.  This was much more than what I’d intended for this effort, but boy was it a hit! A classic in school lore, a tale to be told for future entering classes, and I was its author. It was a heady feeling, but I felt kind of mean a week later. 

Harris had taken it pretty badly, worse than I’d wanted him to, but he came around….after two months. He stopped by and laughed about it, and even asked me to play the recording for him.  We’ve been great friends ever since.

So I was bad, and I should have quit being that way right there. How was I to know it was just the first of many such successful productions, with victims selected with good reason? I apologize, boys and girls, you know who you are….and hey you all did laugh later about each separate gag I pulled on you! Wasn’t that fun?

I’m sorry about the agent from the IRS, the big bucks $$ recruiter, the head of campus security, and the talent scout from MTV. *Honest*  So help me, God. =)

-Venkat.

