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THE HELPLESS SUPERVISOR

Vrunda Moghe

ONE of the easiest ways for a girl to be very un-
popular is to be a duty-conscious supervisor during
the Bombay University Examinations. Having had to
face the boredom of unemployment for about a year
I had decided to work as a supervisor. As a student I
had seen supervisors pace up and down with placid
looks on their faces and I wondered if I could be
equally detached in such a tension-filled hall. My
doubts proved to be right.

I entered the assigned hall with heaps of blank
papers that had all the necessary moral and academic
instructions regarding the behaviour of students.
Barely did I reach the table when I heard someone
saying, “Oh! This dame! Copy blindly and fearlessly.”
I became alert and tried to carry out my duty with
the utmost care. Soon after the customary rounds of
the Senior Supervisors, the classroom echoed with
whispers. I requested them to keep quiet but with no
success. I threatened to take away their papers. The
silence that followed was, short-lived. Students turned
round and freely discussed the question paper. My
colleague from the next block told me I was in the
wrong and not the students. I was only a dumb
observer; my job had begun rather badly.

On the second day, a young supervisor told me that
a certain boy in my class was of a nervous type, and
I should comfort him a little. Before the examination
began I went to him and said that there was nothing
to be afraid of. After 30 minutes he called and said
flatly he was going to refer to a book. I said no. Barely
had I spoken when I felt I was no more in the exami-
nation hall but in Share Bazar at its peak hour. More
shocking it was to see humble looking girls amongst
the brokers. It was impossible to check them. I walked
out of the class and returned only when there was
some silence. I helplessly observed the cheating that
went on. I went out again and hurriedly came back
saying that the Senior Supervisors were raiding the
classrooms and taking necessary action. The next few
minutes tit-bits of paper flew out of the window from

all directions, from shoes, broad belts, pockets and
other cubby-holes. After this, activity slackened, writ-
ing tapered off, only nervous stares at me and at the
doorway lingered. I knew that those little bits of paper
were their sole beneficiaries. I kept the ploy going
by repeating that they were not going to be excluded
from a thorough search and that I had given them fair
warning. My class was empty much before schedule.

The next day the staff-room buzzed with my name.
I was called a fool for not allowing the students to
have their “rights”. My unpopularity mounted and I
overheard plans to “hammer” and “handle” me on the
last day of the examination. I could picture myself
riding in an ambulance.

My worried mother and two servants came to escort
me to and from the college. Their travel expenses
exceeded by meagre earnings (which I received
months later.)

While most students relied on the obvious methods
of cheating, some devised more elaborate and orga-
nised systems. Papers were passed through windows.
Watches were synchronised and at a given time
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