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A LETTER FROM A DAUGHTER  

    TO HER FATHERé. 

 
Hallo Leute!  

  

 As I am sure you have heard from Amma, after having an interview yesterday with the 

German Central Bank (called the Bundesbank) they have offered me a parttime internship 

during the semester.   The following is the story of my interview.   :)   Take some time, sit back, 

and read on.   It really is funny if too long...  

  

 So, first off, the interview with the German Bundesbank.   I had applied for a part time 

internship during the summer semester, and I received an email Saturday after I came back 

from Budapest that they would like to hold an interview with me to evaluate my german skills, 

look at my coursework, get an idea for what I was expecting out of the internship etc.   I 

mean, I was simply over the moon, but utterly terrified too (it does funny things to your stom-

ach).   So anyway, I had to email the bank, and I scheduled an ap-

pointment on Monday, and my stomach was in knots the entire 

weekend....   I have had interviews before.   Those are nerve wrack-

ing enough, but to have an interview with the Director of Banking 

Supervision, in the regional office of the Bundesbank, this was like 

HUGE!   If I got this internship, it would be a wonderful opportunity 

to further my dreams of one day controlling the money supply of 

the world (that made me sound like a diabolical dictator, no wor-

ries, I have no intent to control every aspect of people's lives, just 

the money supply :P)!   But in all seriousness though, it really is a 

great opportunity, and even if I just ended up copying papers or fil-

ing, it would look tremendous in my resume, since internships 

abroad are respected to begin with, but to have one with the most 

respected central bank in Europe is just sweet stuff.   So now that I 

have sung enough praises about the Bundesbank, you can imagine 

how nervous I was!   I mean, sure, my German has certainly im-

proved, and I can hold my own somewhat in a conversation with 

people my own age about generic day to day things, but the inter-

view was a completely different ball game.   I had to sell my mind 

here :P, but I had to sell myself in German.   How could I possibly 

come across as an intelligent, capable contender, when I didn't 

know half the Fachwoerter in Economics (the Germans love their 

Fachwoerter, there are all these complicated words that are really 

long related to different subjects), my grammar was shoddy, and I 

had to pause every few words while trying to search for the rest of 

the words to finish the conversation???   And my experience with Economics Fachwoerter were 

limited to a lecture that I attended for about a month, but then had to end up dropping be-

cause I couldn't understand anything that was being said. Ja Ja, kein Angst, kein Stress,aber 

ich hab' ein sehr gute Grund!   Gaaah.   This could end up being a totally humiliating experi-

ence...   

 So, on the day of the interview, I wake up early (I couldn't really sleep to begin with, 

too many nerves), write down a few things in German about my past experiences, what I am 

interested in doing there, reading up on the role of regional banks to get a better idea of what 

exactly happens (sadly to say, I hadn't really known what exactly the regional banks did), 

look up some things on the Bundesbank website, then pull myself together, get the materials 

that they wanted to look at, and I was out.   I was also donning my most professional looking 

outfit, complete with a nice red scarf (power colour, haha), and the highest heels I had (yes 

yvonne, hehe, overcompensating for lack of confidence by wearing higher shoes); as I look to 

say, I might come across as stupid, but at least I look good while I am doing 

Brillianté 

Humorousé 

Insightfulé 

Inspiringé 

Educationalé 

 

In a nutshell - 

 A must read!!! 



      So, I had received an email from Hr. Bueschelberger, the Director, about intructions on how I 

had to sign in at the front door with the guard and to bring ID to get in.   As I get on the u - bahn, I 

remembered that I hadn't really written down this guy's name, and I kind of forgot what it was (I 

remembered his first name was Juergen and it was something berger, so basically that was even 

more stupid of me).   I go to the Bundesbank; it is some fancy looking building, in Ludwigstrasse, 

near the University (so this is like the old town, fancy part of Munich, great location).   The door to 

enter the Bank was so ornate, and also so heavy, I had some problems.   I go to sign in at the 

guard's desk, and of course, as my look would have it, they didn't have my name on the list.   The 

guard, of course, had this very thick bavarian accent, that I still have difficulties understanding, 

making me look like even more of an idiot.   And the icing on the cake was when he asked me for 

the name of the guy who is interviewing me (which I don't remember, of course), so I am like, 

ummm, this guy is the director of Bankaufsicht?   Words kind of deserted me, and I was ready to 

just run back to my room, but then the guard found something on the computer, and called some-

one, and then tells me, "Herr Bueschelberger.   Das ist seine Name..."   Alright, dude, thanks.  

 So, Herr Bueschelberger comes to greet me, while I was admiring the building (it really was 

beautiful and ornate on the inside too, but kind of empty, not bustling like a regular bank). Any-

way, so off we go to his office to start the interview.   Hr. Bueschelberger was a very nice man, 

middle aged, with piercing blue eyes (i would find out just how piercing they were), and so gentle-

manly.   He took my coat and hung it up, offered me something to drink, and we were making small 

talk.   He was telling me about how it was the first time an Indian had ever applied for a position at 

the Bundesbank, so this would be an interesting experience for them, and how Germany has new 

interest in India, and Deutschebank opened up a couple of branches in Bombay.   I made the ap-

propriate murmurs indicating I was following what he was saying (I understood for the most 

part), and then he confirmed that I had been in Germany since September, and I made some com-

ments about how wonderful Munich is.   He wanted to know how I ended up picking Munich, so I 

told him my story of how it was quite spontaneous and it was great, and then he just kind of 

jumped into the interview headlong, by asking me what I was looking for in the internship.   So, I 

was up to bat with the most difficult of questions because, to be frank, I was still unsure of what 

they really do in these regional banks.   So I stumbled through an explanation of the internship I 

had last summer at ICICI, and how since there weren't many investments coming in, I ended up 

doing a research project on monetary policy and inflation and its effects on SENSEX (I had to say 

that in German.   I thankfully looked up the translations.   Geldpolitik = monetary policy, Abwertung 

= inflation, in case you ever need to know that).   So anyway, I blathered on in my broken German 

about how I was very interested in policy making, and maybe if I could do something along those 

lines here.   And, the entire time, Herr Bueschelberger kept looking at me with his startling, pene-

trating blue eyes, and I felt like I was speaking giberish and making a complete fool of myself, and 

clearly not answering the question, so out of my depth.   So I paused, but he still kept staring un-

nervingly, so I continued on about a research project I was currently interested in, cringing every 

time I heard myself make a mistake, but unable to stand the oppressing silence.   I then men-

tioned that I read on their website they have a Research centre or something, about German re-

unificaton and the actions the bank took back then.   Thankfully he interrupted me then to say that 

the research centre was only in Frankfurt at the main office, so I wouldn't be able to do anything 

along those lines here, and anyway, that is not a topic the bank is currently interested in.   I as-

sured him that I was up for anything because it would just be a great opportunity working there 

(it is so hard trying to come across as convincing and sophisticated with poor language skills).    

 Anyway, I decided to turn the table and asked HIM what he thought would be a great pro-

ject for me, seeing has he knew what I was interested in now.   That plan worked because then 

Herr Bueschelberger started talking about the current banking crisis, and sub prime, and perhaps 

I could do something regarding how exactly the system in different countries started falling 

apart.   This was the part where I kind of lost him a bit because he was using all these Fachwoerter 

and technical jargon, so I understood like 70%, but I kept nodding and 'hmm' and 'aah'ing.   But 

see, Herr Bueschelberger had this very strange method of pausing and staring penetratingly, 

doesn't matter whether he had just made a statement or asked a question.   Except, more often 

than not, I was really confused (and afraid) that he had actually  posed me a  



 question somewhere in his talk that I had missed and now he was waiting for an answer. It 

was decidedly uncomfortable.   So during one such pause, I interjected some stuff about how 

the situation in the states is so bad right now (I really cannot stand awkward silences.   It's like 

word vomit.   I mean, even in class, if a teacher asks a question and pauses for the answer 

more than 3 seconds, I startsquirming).   So anyway, I assured him that this project actually 

sounded like a great idea. *Stare*   So I say it again, carefully.   Another *stare*.   Now I am 

getting desperate, but then he wrote down this really long statement in the paper in front of 

him (I think that was supposed to my topic). Or maybe some penetrating observation about 

me.   Haha.   

 Once this was out of the way, he wanted to look at my coursework and grades, which I 

had printed out, but since in Germany, the grading system is different (they are evaluated on a 

scale of 1 to 6 with 1 being the best and 6 the worst), so I had to explain to him what an A or B 

meant, and how my GPA was actually a good one because 4 is the best in the states.   After 

looking at my GPA, he said something like, I guess that means you are the best.   I had to tell 

him, Almost the best, and he laughed (I breathed a little here, those have to be good signs 

right? The joking, the laughter).   Anyway, after this, he wanted to know how I ended up in 

Pittsburgh, and I had to give some background information about myself.   And we talked about 

what kind of courses I planned to take the following semester.   There were plenty of stares and 

pauses littered throughout.   And then as we were drawing to an end, he said, "Well, first, I 

would like to say that we would like to offer you the internship.   It would be parttime from May 

until end of July...."   At this point, I was kind of in disbelief, so I just kept saying "Danke"   And 

then he mentioned something about how I was bright, and I can clearly speak German.   Then 

he said something about it being a "freiwillige Praktikum" and something about being paid, but 

since freiwillige Praktikum means voluntary internship, I had to ask him, "oh, freiwillige Prakti-

kum, das bedeutet kein Geld?" and he chortles, saying "Doch! Doch!"   Best instance of "doch" 

usage ever!   {So basically I asked him if a voluntary internship meant no money, but he an-

swered in the negative, something like, "but, of course"}   So I am getting paid, but I don't 

know how much.   And then he asked me if I had anymore questions for him, which I did-

n't.   More pausing and staring, me trying to think of something to say, so of course, I blurt out 

that I was actually very anxious before this interview because of my German skills, but he re-

assured me that it was fine, no need to worry, but of course, the more I speak and read (which 

I was expected to do), the more I will improve.   Ok, great.   And then we talked about the 

weather and how it was going to snow the next day.   More pausing, and staring.   I was getting 

desperate.   This had to mean the interview was over right? He promised to email me with all 

the information and the offer, he even told me I got the internship, I didn't have anymore 

questions, we even talked about the bloody weather!   What more was he pausing for?   So then, 

I ventured with a "So, ich denke das ist alles?" (So, i think that's all?), and he was like 

yup.   We'll see you soon.   Apparently they have to get a government clearance and some kind 

of work permit, but they were going to take care of all of that.   And of course, ever the gentle-

man, he held my coat for my while I put it on, accompanied me to the doors (this time he filled 

the silence thankfully with how many banks they oversee, and then I commented about how 

the building was pretty).   And then we shook hands and parted ways, and I opened the huge 

heavy door, and stepped out, and I have an internship!!!!!  

 Of course, a part of me is still in disbelief and afraid that I had somehow missed a 

"nicht" or "kein" in there, so maybe he said we actually can't offer you an internship, but I re-

ceived an email from the agency through which I applied today that they got an email, "I would 

like to congratulate you once again on this great opportunity of an internship at Deutsche 

Bundesbank! I received an email from Frau Gudrun Riedl today confirming that they offered 

you the internship and that they were very impressed by your skills and personality." So appar-

ently word vomit and stuttering German was quite skilled. Or something. Anyway, there you 

have it. I am really looking forward to the internship, but I am going to be really really busy in 

the next few months. Which means I should travel more before the semester starts! :D   

          Hope everyone else is doing well.   I missed out on P's birthday, which was sad, but really 

enjoyed my month at 

home.   

 Love,  

Long - windedly yours,  

Nivi  

 Our sincere thanks to Mr.  and Mrs. Prabakaran Seshan for sharing this mail with 

us. Nivi demonstrates great up bringing, strong character and determination. She 

has her share of apprehensions and uncertainties, yet she braces her doubts with 

courage and cool casualness and emerges as a winner!!! It is rare (almost impossible 

unless you are the parent) to get such closer glimpse of a budding economist !!! 
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                                 avºf|h¹àoÍ - Smvcǩ S¸eu  

 

    in bufv ,in zf¾q qe²_½ ,iÀin q|_kuh êdg½iÌ²|__Â ,
zf¾q¹fv» zikǩ Ómv {fa¹fv» ziuí|o¼ iupu²Ò½ {_Ü - Uà 
TǪk½. 
   gu·Ú{n gÁn gÁn {fqunk³_Â Uí²_ ,fu³_ éÚkuf fǪ¹fvl½Ĉ
f|nqÌǪ¹à TÜq{f»  ?iulfé½ i_q¹_w|fë½ Uí²_ ,i²fǩ_ÂĈ
SÁnòðqu{h»  ?{_·_v{mu½ gu½ !{_·_² Ódufu? 
   |qfv_½ Y»å½  {gu¾²Ò du²dǩ_Â jíºà z_uÜ¹à² Òe¼iÜ¹f 
éÚkuà .Sºf {gu|k qunvi¼ iíq¹fvòÂo jueqǩ_ouÁfu» 
Òe¼iÜ¹fĈéÚë½. 
   gu½ Smvø¹ à|mkÌÁ é»{hÀmj|dºfuÁfu» g½jvd½ WÂo 
i|pkĈ_í¹à_Â S_ò½ ;iuav iÌÚ¹à¼ {iuh _¸êÚ¼  ip²_³_ô½Ĉ
zfu|në½ ;jÀm êdg½iÌ²|__Â émvkÚ²_¼iÜ½. 
   _døÂ qÚq³_ÂjÏà XÀm¼iÜ½ iu|n ,SÄqÚq³_ouqà ZÀð²Ĉ
z_uÂ_v»mhqu Y»ð iuǩ¹fuÁ Sàø½  UÁ|n{k  !_|davku_ Sºf¼ 
iuÁĈéöà½ au²_|d qpvku_ zqoÍ¼i·Ü¹ àǩguÀm¹|f¹ 
fíqàj»mv, 
S¹àǩguÀm½ in àÅd² _víjv_Â WÀi¹fvkuqfÀÒ½ ,S²_víjv_ouÁĈ
inqÌfjuh zfuÀð{gu¾_Â W¸du_v j²_oÍ» WkÌ|l ju¾¼ifÀÒ{jĈ
_uleju_v»mà. 
    çlue³_Âfu» jueqǩ_ô²Ò¼ iud³_ou²_¼iÜ½ Y»muÁ ,UfÀÒ¼Ĉ
iÂoÍ²Ód³_Â Z» ?ib|h²Ód³_{o {iuà{j! 
       YÁnu¼ ç¹f_³_|oë½qÌd ́avmºf ç¹f_½ Uºf¼ ilºf Wn_½fu» .
Wn_¹|fqÌd W»hfjuh ç¹f_½ {qð _v|dkuà. 
   iÒ¹fmv|q¼ ik»iÜ¹àqfvÁ|n Y»m éÚø  za¾àqÌ·d iÌmÒ 
jhÍfhÍd½ qufvÜqà za¹à¼ {iuh jhÍfå²Ò jíºà X·ÜqfÀÒĈ
gv_luÒ½. 
   juh½ ziǪkà ;WkÌlÁn .j²_Â ziǪkqǩ ;jfjÁn .qÌÜf|n 
{q¸Ü½  ;Yqí²Ò½ gu½ SÚ|jkÁn  .gj²Ò kuí½ SÚ|jku_ Uí²_ 
{q¸du .Uà{q gj²Ò² _w|f. 
    



jhÍfå²Ò ZÀid²ÓÚk Y¹f|h{ku {gu¾_ô²Ò jíºà¸Ü  ;ThuÁ 
W|dºf WÂo¹fvÀÒ jíºà _v|dkuà! 
   qÑ·ÚÀ{_uǩ ç¹f_ au|n Y»m Un·avk½ ,gu·ÚÀ{_uǩ gÁngv|n 
ZÀid´Ĉza¾k {q¸Ü½  Y»m fv·d¹fvÀÒ SÚ¼i|d. 
   \í injuh fu²Òf|n gd¹fvhuÁ - \í f»hnjÀm ékÀav|k  ́
za¾fuÁ ,j²_Â quÃqÌÁ g¶|a² _n²Ò½ qÌfv Yå½ SÚ|j¹ 
f|o|k  g½Ĉgu·_oÍ{n{k qÑÃ¹f éÚë½  .za¾{quju ?gÑ³_Â 
fkuǩfuhu? 
   iÒ¹fmvø quf½ Y»ià SÚ¼i|d W¸|j_|o  - zgmv_|o jm¼ià 
Y»ifÁn .{iunv¹fhjuh Y¸e³_|oë½  zakÁ_|oë½ 
Spv¹zfupv¼iàfu» 

iÒ¹fmvøquf½. 
   gÑǪ{n zgí¼ç Uí²_vmà Y»i|f² _¸dmvºf qÌ¶cuhÍ_Â ,
gÑ{lu·d¹|f U»ð  jhÍf qu·d¹|f² Ò|m²Ò½ aufhju²_vëÂohǩ .
jºfvl¹fv» 

à|e  z_u¸dÁn ;jfvkÌ» à|e  z_u¸Ü ._·Úd¹fvÀÒ ́
za³_Á{iun ,quÃ²|_ é»{hÀm¹fvÀÒ¼ iÚ¼ç 
{f|q ;fvm|j {f|q ;{fǩ´av {f|q. 
     UÁnufà ,gdqufà ,g½iéÚkufà Smvø²Ò éleuhà  ,

Sgu_Ǫ_¹à²ÒĈUdjuqà T_vk _í¹à_Â Sd³_vk _|f_|o¼ çhÍf 
ZÜ_Â Y»ð {iuÀðqà 
é|mku? 
    qÌ¶cuh¹|f¹ à|e²_|p¹à  j|p|k¼ ziupvk´ za¾à 
_u·Úkqǩ j_u»_oÁnǩ ;j_uauju»kǩ_Â .SíÂziÀmqǩ_oÁnǩ ;
Smvcǩ_Â. 
    é·|dkÌnvíºà Ò¶Ö ,S|d _u¹fvdujÁ qÌ¶cuh 
é|mkÌhu{n{k zqoÍ{k z_u¸Üql¼iÜ_vmà. 
 

             g»mv :- ñ W¸|j  ò01-15 za¼d½iǩ    2011  

                          

            HATS news letter committee sincerely thanks Mr. Panneer Selvam for his valuable 

contributions and continued support to HATS News letter Thamizharam.  



 
 OUR STARS 

 

Name: Anjana Ramesh  
Parents: Kripa Ramesh  

            & Ramesh Rajagopalan  
Grade:5 th  
  

Anjana is interested in swim-

ming  and she plays the piano 

very well. She too has won 

first at the piano festival. She 

is in the school ensemble and 

she likes to sing a lot. Her am-

bition is to become an attor-

ney.  

OUR STAR THE ORIGINS SUPER NOVA 

 

Name: Anirudh Venkatesh  
Parents: Venkatesh and Priya  
Grade: 3rd, Shaull Elementary 

school  
  

Anirudh loves playing various 

sports like baseball, tennis, 

basketball and cricket. He 

loves to watch football and is 

a Philadelphia Eagles fan. 

Math is his favorite subject 

at school. He won 3 rd  place at 

a regional math contest.  
  

 Name: Shivani Venkatesh  
Parents: Venkatesh and Priya  
Grade: 1 st , Shaull Elementary 

School  
  

Shivani loves to dance and 

sing. She is very interested in 

drawing, coloring, and vari-

ous arts and crafts activities. 

She loves ice cream and 

pizza .She wants to be a 

teacher because it just seems 

like its fun.  

 

Name: Varun Ramesh  
Parents: Kripa Ramesh & 

Ramesh Rajagopalan  
Grade: 5 th

 

  

Varun likes to play basketball 

and piano as well. He has won 

first place at the piano festi-

val.  He is in the newspaper 

club in school and he writes 

about sports. Varun wants to 

become a NBA player when he 

grows up.  

  

 A sincere thanks to all the parents who shared pictures of their children and made this issue spe-

cial! All these children are our own stars who will be lighting up the skies of our future!   

 

 We would also like to request the parents who would like their children's pictures added, to 

please send them. It is never too late !! 



OUR STAR THE ORIGINS THE SUPER NOVA 

 

Name:Shreya Kumar  

Parents:Usha and Siva Kumar  

Grade: 3rd  

Shreya is an animal lover es-

pecially Puppies!She has a 

pet hamster called Gin-

ger.She also likes playing pi-

ano ,listening to music and 

drawing pictures.  

Won a Gold Medal in NSF 

Junior Spelling Bee 2011 

Harrisburg Chapter.She 

wants to become a Scientist 

and do research.  

 

Name:Shyam Kumar  

Parents:Usha and Siva Kumar  

Grade: Pre - KG  

Likes to play with balls , pa-

per aeroplanes and cars.He 

wants to be a pilot when he 

grows up so that he can ride 

to India whenever he 

wants.Likes to eat lots of 

candies and Ice Cream!  

 

Name:Vinay  
Parents:Ramesh and Shubha  
Grade:KG  
Age: 5 ½ years  
  

Vinay  loves to draw and color. 

His favorite sport is soccer. He 

is taking keyboard and Mridan-

gam lessons. He loves listening/

reading story books and comics 

like Amar Chitra Katha. Vinay 

won a poster contest at school 

and is very proud of the school 

bus he drew. Vinay says that 

when he grows up he wants to 

be a ñSuper Heroò with all the 

powers of Buzz lightyear, Bat-

man and Maha Vishnu. 

  

 

Name:Vedanth  
Parents:Ramesh and  Shubha  
Age : 1 ½ years  
  

Vedanth  loves to go to the park 

and library. He wants to do eve-

rything that  ñNini Annaò does. 

He loves to look at picture 

books and play with cars and 

trains. He likes Pooh Bear and 

Barney. He has started talking 

and uses a lot of NOWéé... 

ñKeep it down, now!!ò 

ñGo park, now!!ò 

ñCookie, now!!ò 

  



OUR STAR THE ORIGINS THE SUPER NOVA 

 

Name: Sidhart Sathya  
Grade: 6 th  
Parents:  
Sathya Krishnamoorthy  
Bharathi Kannan  

Loves Music, Cricket, chat

(text) with friends.  
  
In kindergarden try to 

sharpen his finger with pen-

cil sharpner.  
  
  

  

Stars:  
Varshini  -  Grade 5  
Janani ï    Grade 1  

 

Parents:  
Ramanathan Sethuraman  
Latha  

 

En peyar Varshini.   Naan aintham 
vaguppu padikiraan. En Thangai 

peyar Janani. Aval 1 am vaguppu 
padikirraal.   Naangal eruvarum 

Tamil padikirom.  

Ennakku niraiya books padikka 
pidikkum.   En thangaikku drawing 

matrum coloring pidikkum. Nangal 
iruvarrum sandai pottallum we love 

each other very much.  

 

Name: Neha Kunche  
Parents: Uttama & Rao 

Kunche  
Grade: 9 th

 

  

Neha is very passionate about 

singing. She is been learning clas-

sical music and dance for past 6 

years. Swimming is her best 

sport.  

 

Name:Nayan kunche  
Parents:Uttama & Rao 

kunche  
Grade:3 rd  
  

Nayan is fun loving guy.he  likes 

guitar and classical music.he 

loves golf,tennis and swimming  


