2-Apr-19
Dear Dad,
I have arrived safely in India. Geeta met me at Delhi airport and we have checked in to a city centre
hotel for one night. Then we go on to Lucknow tomorrow. The pollution isn't too bad here, as
there was a heavy rainfall recently. Temperature around 30 deg C. All is well!
As usual I will send another update when I have something interesting to say, probably in a week's
time.
Much love, take care,
Roger xxx
8-Apr-19
Dear Dad,
All's well here. To my great fortune the weather has been very good, with occasional localised
showers on some of the nights, which is sufficient to generate a fresh breeze in the day, sweeping
away the air pollution and letting the sun shine through. So in the daytime it's around 30 deg C with
clear skies and low humidity: lovely!
The first line of the Lucknow metro has been completed and it commenced operation just before I
arrived here. It runs from the airport in the southwest through the centre of the city to the opposite
quarter, taking in the train station, the State Legislature, the main shopping street of Hazratganj, and
the university. It implements the latest technology and the construction has been completed to a
very high standard, almost palatial! Geeta and I have travelled on it several times, and it is filling
up nicely. No doubt it will be a major factor in helping to reduce congestion. Also of course there
is the transient benefit of the reopening of the roads under or above which the metro construction
took place. One metro station has an entry/exit right by the CMS Head Office at 12 Station Road,
and thanks to Geeta having a word with the metro manager it is labelled as such, see attached photo.
Its construction involved a requisition order for part of the 12 Station Road plot, fortunately not the
part occupied by CMS, but necessitating the sale and clearance of the rest of the site. As a result
CMS has been able to purchase the land occupied by its HQ (which previously was rented), and the
rest of the original plot that wasn't needed for the metro; and work has just begun on the
foundations of a new office block on this latest acquisition, for the CMS HQ of the future. Local
building regulations prevent CMS constructing a huge tower block (although this morning we
realised that we could squeeze in another floor, if CMS employed a posse of midgets and/or
amputees), so when it has been completed and occupied it's intended to demolish the current HQ
and replace it with proper living accommodation for Geeta's parents and other family members.
High time, too: next to the brand-new metro station, the CMS HQ looks like (and is) a makeshift
shanty slum.
Throughout the last week I have made a point of accompanying Geeta as much as possible. For
example, at the moment I am sitting in a corner of her office in 12 Station Road as she holds court,
with a stream of people coming-and-going and the phone ringing every other minute. She is in her
element. A lot of her work involves dictating letters or emails and then correcting them when
invariably they come out garbled. A recent example is a draft memo to CMS branch principals
correcting an earlier encyclical, which included the sentence, "I apologize for the incontinence to

inform that the above circular stands cancelled." Typically Geeta is rewriting these gems until the
small hours, every day of the week.
More news next week!
Love from Roger xxx

15-Apr-19
Dear Dad,
All's well here. The weather has continued to be clear and sunny with a good breeze, no rain, and
low humidity, so the temperature is rising day-by-day, now reaching 40 deg C or more. I have
continued to tag around with Geeta on her daily rounds, typically sitting in an obscure corner while
working on a Sudoku puzzle or reading a book. Currently I am reading 'Travelling Heroes: Greeks
and Their Myths in the Epic Age of Homer' by Robin Lane Fox, which I got for £1.99 from Oxfam
in Tavistock just before leaving the UK. Speaking of which, the airline by which I usually travel,
Jet Airways, has just stopped all its flights, as it is on the brink of bankruptcy, and so I may have to
travel back to the UK by some other means. But I will leave it a week before looking for
alternatives. I suppose I can always hitchhike through Pakistan, Iran, Iraq, Syria, ... no, clearly I'm
not being serious ... maybe I should go by bike instead? (JOKE)
On Saturday Geeta's father's manservant (yes, we still have them here) confided in her that he had
just accompanied 'Bhaiyaji' ('Respected brother', as his master is known) to a local doctor with the
request that something is done to improve his hoarse voice, and something else is done to help him
sleep better at night. The doctor prescribed a list of five things including dexamethasone and
etizolam. After referring to the usual family medics (Nita and Arjun), Geeta discovered that
dexamethasone is a very powerful anti-inflammatory normally prescribed in cases of lifethreatening illnesses such as bacterial meningitis or brain tumors, while etizolam is a highlyaddictive sedative which has been banned in the USA and is a controlled Class C drug in the UK.
Both had been prescribed at dosages ten times the usual amount; we think the doctor may have
forgotten the use of the decimal point. Needless to say Nita and Arjun ordered this stash to be
binned immediately, and replaced with honey-and-lemon (for the throat) and a night-time tot of
medicinal brandy (for the sleep). Also I nearly suggested that Bhaiyaji's throat might not be so
hoarse if he didn't talk so much, and that maybe his sleep problem was a consequence of the
prevailing hot air ... but thought better of it ... and instead turned my mind to your health, and
whether or not you should still be taking an aspirin a day. (JOKE)
Also on Saturday Geeta's father received an official notification that one of the buildings on one of
the CMS campuses did not comply with building regulations. This kind of thing happens quite
often, as in India new regs rarely ever replace old ones, instead they all pile up, and if you dig deep
enough you're sure to find some reason to object to an edifice. And it's no surprise that this
notification has been received now: the school internal exam results have just come out, and CMS
Head Office is being besieged by the parents of students who haven't made the grade and will have
to repeat a year; no doubt the official who sent this non-compliance notice is a relative or friend of
one of these students, and who is expecting leniency in return for his overlooking what is in all
likelihood a Raj-era edict governing the pukka construction of a mud hut. Well that's easy ... in
comparison, say, to the problem of dandelions growing up through your brand-new tarmac drive.
(JOKE)
…
More news next week!
Love from Roger xxx

21-Apr-19
Dear Dad,
All's well here. Temperatures have eased back to the mid-30s deg C, and with relatively unpolluted
skies and a fresh breeze it is really rather good here now. Much better than at any time in my last
several visits, anyway.
Jet Airways have cancelled my return flight, so I have applied for a refund, and with Geeta's help I
have been able to obtain a cheap ticket with a different airline, getting back to the UK around 1pm
on Tuesday 7th May, which still leaves me enough time to catch the train back to Exeter and so get
home the same day. So that's a relief.
The last week has been mainly occupied with the arrival and rehearsals of the India National Youth
Orchestra and Chorus (INYOC), culminating in a grand concert yesterday evening: the first of its
kind in Lucknow! The programme included pieces by Grieg, Faure, Schubert, Tchaikovsky, and
Borodin, as well a famous bhajan (song) by Mahatma Gandhi, as arranged by INYOC's conductor,
Vijay Upadhyaya. The choir and (to a lesser extent) orchestra were augmented with several dozen
CMS students and music teachers, who have been preparing for months now. The entire venture is
the result of Geeta's opportunism following a chance conversation with Sonia Khan, INYOC's
Managing Director (and Vijay Upadhyaya's sister). … The concert was a tremendous success and is
sure to be repeated in years to come. Meanwhile Geeta will use it as a springboard to further
establish training in classical western music in CMS, in addition to its world-class capability in
indian music.
The general election is currently under way, with voting taking place over the period of a whole
month. In Lucknow the polls open on Monday 6th May, the day I leave. In the last election the
BJP (the party of the Prime Minister, Narendra Modi) nearly got a clean sweep in Uttar Pradesh (of
which Lucknow is the state capital), and in an attempt to prevent the same thing happening this time
a couple of the regional minority parties have make an unholy alliance. These are the BSP,
representing the dalits (lower castes), and the SP, the so-called socialist party, apparently
representing the poor. These parties are led by Ms Mayawati and by Mulayam Singh Yadav,
respectively. For your interest I've attached a photo of a recent front-page newspaper article about
them. In case you can't read it, here is what Mayawati said at a rally in Mulayam's constituency:
"He (Mulayam) is a real backward as he was born in a backward community while Modi is a fake
backward. Everyone knows that during his tenure (as chief minister) in Gurarat he made his
forward community backward ... Modi claims himself to be a backward just to reap political
benefits. It is necessary to differentiate between fake and real backward and we should look
towards the real one (Mulayam)." I should explain that by 'backward' Mayawati means the lower
(and supposedly underprivileged) classes. Even so, isn't this really very strange?!
More news next week,
Love from Roger xxx

28-Apr-19
Dear Dad,
All's well here. The sun has continued to shine, and with no rainfall the temperature has risen
steadily, now up to 43 deg C today and projected to continue for the next week at least. The Indian
Met Office are now saying that we might be in for a long hot and relatively dry summer (while
neglecting to mention that this forecast completely contradicts what they were saying only a month
ago). Fortunately Geeta and I are heading for the hills tomorrow, so we'll get some relief for a few
days. We fly to Dehra Dun and from there go by road to Mussoorie, a raj-era 'hill station' which is
now a popular holiday resort. We're there for three nights, getting back to Lucknow on Thursday.
Then on the following Monday (6th May) I fly back to the UK.
On this trip to India I've surprised many people (including myself) by spending most of my time
trailing round after Geeta as she holds court over the vast enterprise that is CMS. I don't have to do
much - indeed, it's best if I just emulate Denis Thatcher and Philip May, and just look happy and
keep schtum - and that suits me fine. So I have become quite addicted to killer sudoku ...
Politics watch: The Prime Minister, Narendra Modi, has responded to last week's accusation from
Ms Mayawati that he is a "fake backward". At a huge rally yesterday he said, "As you are playing
the game of forward and backward caste politics and issuing my caste certificate, let me tell you I
belong to the most backward caste, which is so minuscule that you may not even trace a single
house of my caste in a village." So that's cleared up, then.
More news next week,
Love from Roger xxx

4-May-19
Dear Dad,
All's well here. Geeta and I arrived back from Mussoorie on Thursday, and there's just a couple of
days left before I return home. Mussoorie was lovely. Being above 6000 ft altitude it's a lot cooler
than on the plains (~25 deg C rather than ~40 deg C), the air is clean, and there are plenty of trees.
At night there is a strong breeze, which I reckon must be a katabatic airflow, in which cool air on
the mountain-top slumps downhill at a fair rate of knots. It certainly shakes the windows and rattles
the walls!
…
Monday is general election polling day in Lucknow, and I really want to accompany Geeta's parents
when they go to vote. I did this four years ago and it was a rather special experience, watching
everyone lining up patiently (without pushing or hullabaloo, unusually) in order to cast their vote:
almost like attending a solemn religious ceremony.
…
Love from Roger xxx

16-Aug-19
Dear Dad,
All’s well here. This week the main event has been yesterday’s celebration of Independence Day,
the 72nd anniversary of the departure of Mountbatten et al. On this occasion I’ve observed that the
celebrations involved a display of militaristic posturing which is quite contrary to the strategy of
peaceful non-cooperation that was the primary means by which Gandhi got the Brits out in the first
place. For example see the attached photo of an invitation card for an Independence Day event at
some other school (not CMS). And it seems that this glorification of uniforms and guns is
consistent with the current government’s heavy-handed treatment of the Kashmiris, for whom
‘Independence Day’ must be something of a sick joke.
Coincidentally, yesterday was also Raksha-Bandan, the day on which women and girls tie ‘rakhi’
(coloured threads) on the wrists of their (actual or symbolic) brothers, in return for a small gift and
the implicit promise of protection throughout the coming year. For example see the attached photos
of Kanchan-chachi and Govil-didi undertaking this lovely ritual with their bhaiyaji, Geeta’s father.
Kanchan is the oldest surviving family ayah (nursemaid), while Mrs Govil is one of the oldest
surviving CMS Principals, both now long-retired. ‘Chachi’ means ‘auntie’, ‘didi’ means ‘respected
sister’ or ‘elder sister’, and ‘bhaiyaji’ means ‘respected brother’.
…
More news next week!
Love from Roger xxx

23-Aug-19
Dear Dad,
All's well here. On most nights there has been heavy rain, which has reduced the temperature and
made it lovely and fresh each morning; but by mid-day the humidity is very high, such that it's
quite exhausting just to go up a few stairs. It's tropical weather, I suppose. Well we are quite close
to the Tropic of Cancer.
One of the casualties of the rain was a rotten tree bough, which decided to part company from its
trunk just as we were driving underneath. Ashok-driver showed terrific speed of thought and
slammed on the brakes, but the main thing that saved us was the car that was coming the other way,
nearer to the tree, which took the full force, stoving-in the back of their roof. Nobody was hurt,
though. About 30 minutes later we went back the same way and I took the attached photo of the
bough, which by then had been considerably reduced (it was very rotten), and had been moved to
the side of the road. You can see the glass on the road from the windows of the other car. Our car
was right next to that, going the other way, and you can see the debris on the road just in front. It's
a good thing we were wearing seatbelts!
In other news, Ramesh Pokhriyal, the central government minister for Human Resource
Development (i.e. education), has claimed that Indian scientists discovered gravity before Isaac
Newton. The attached Times of India cartoon refers.
More news next week!
Love from Roger xxx

30-Aug-19
Dear Dad,
All’s well here. The weather has continued to be sub-tropical, with occasional heavy rainfalls,
reducing the temperature but making it very humid in the afternoons and evenings. Also it has the
great benefit of keeping the air pollution right down.
My lifestyle here is very relaxed. Most of the time I sit in Geeta’s office, reading or doing various
things on my computer. For instance, a few days ago I took up Roshan’s suggestion to read a book
about the English language, ‘Mother Tongue’ by Bill Bryson. This is one of Bryson’s interesting
little facts: “The Romans … liked anagrams – scrambling the letters of a word or phrase to form
new words or phrases – and turned ‘Quid est veritas?’ (‘What is truth?’) into ‘Est vir qui adest’ (‘It
is this man here’).” This immediately reminded me of John 18:38: “Pilate saith unto him [Jesus],
What is truth? And when he had said this, he went out again unto the Jews, and saith unto them, I
find in him no fault at all.” I wonder whether the author of this gospel had in mind the Roman
anagram with the double meaning when he attributed to Pilate this rhetorical question?
Meanwhile, at the same time that I am wrestling with deep theological questions such as this, Geeta
is getting along with the everyday work of running the biggest school in the world. For instance, in
the attached photo she is discussing the pros and cons of different samples of ‘astroturf’ (plastic
grass) with Mrs Aruna Gupta.
News watch: yesterday’s ‘Times of India’ had a front-page report from the Bombay high court of
an ongoing case against a person “arrested under the stringent Unlawful Activities (Prevention) Act
for having Maoist links”. Apparently the accused was found to possess a copy of ‘War and Peace’
by Leo Tolstoy, which the judge felt was “objectionable material” about “a war in another country”,
and which with other books and CDs constituted “prima facie ... material against the state.” I have
attached a photo of the article.
More news next week!
Love from Roger xxx

6-Sep-19
Dear Dad,
All’s well here. It's cooler than before, although still very hot by UK standards, there's been less
rain, and it's not quite so humid. But it's still breezy and fresh and there is no obvious air pollution.
I continue to spend most of my time sitting unobtrusively in Geeta's office while she deals with
several major crises simultaneously. She is usually very calm and exudes an aura of competence
and control. At the same time she is attentive to both parents and is always looking for ways to
serve them. I don't know how she does it.
Currently I am reading a collection of short stories by Ruth Prawer Jhabvala, each focused on an
ordinary person in India: a widow; a housewife; an unemployed office clerk; a Western woman
following a guru; and so on. Some consider her to be comparable to Kipling in her ability to
chronicle the 'real India' – and I agree. She was born the same year as you, in Germany to Jewish
parents, and with them managed to get to the UK in 1939. She married an Indian Parsi and lived in
India from 1951 to 1975. Her novel 'Heat and Dust' was filmed by Merchant Ivory, and she wrote
the filmscripts for that and many other film adaptations, including 'A Room With A View',
'Howard's End', and 'The Remains Of The Day'. She died in 2013. This collection of short stories
I'm reading commences with a rather forthright essay about her experience of living in India. She
writes: "India reacts very strongly on people. Some loathe it, some love it, most do both. There is
a special problem of adjustment for the sort of people who come today, who tend to be liberal in
outlook and have been educated to be sensitive and receptive to other cultures. But it is not always
easy to be sensitive and receptive to India: there comes a point where you have to close up in order
to protect yourself. The place is very strong and often proves too strong for European nerves.
There is a cycle that Europeans – by Europeans I mean all Westerners, including Americans – tend
to pass through. It goes like this: first stage, tremendous enthusiasm – everything Indian is
marvelous; second stage, everything Indian not so marvelous; third stage, everything Indian
abominable. For some people it ends there, for others the cycle renews itself and goes on. I have
been through it so many times that now I think of myself as strapped to a wheel that goes round and
round and sometimes I’m up and sometimes I’m down. When I meet other Europeans, I can
usually tell after a few moments’ conversation at what stage of the cycle they happen to be.
Everyone likes to talk about India, whether they happen to be loving or loathing it. It is a topic on
which a lot of things can be said, and on a variety of aspects – social, economic, political,
philosophical: it makes fascinating viewing from every side." I've read this out to Geeta and we
both identify with it very strongly.
…
More news next week!
Love from Roger xxx

13-Sep-19
Dear Dad,
All's well here. Last Friday the school celebrated Teachers Day with the usual hullabaloo. This
year the Chief Guest at the celebration was the Human Resource Development minister, Ramesh
Pokhriyal, he who believes that the Hindu holy scriptures explained gravity well before Isaac
Newton observed an apple fall from a tree. Friday was also my birthday, and after the main event
the family and the Principals smothered me in marigold garlands (see attached photo) and sung
Happy Birthday while I cut an enormous cake dedicated to 'Roger Sir'.
In other news: the government is offering to subsidise entrepreneurs up to 60% of the cost of
turning cow dung and urine into commercial goods such as medicines. …
Love from Roger xxx

5-Nov-19
Dear Dad,
I have arrived safely in Lucknow after a comfortable and uneventful journey. All is well here. I
will e-mail a longer missive in a day or two (Friday, probably), and weekly thereafter …
Love from Roger xxx
7-Nov-19
Dear Dad,
Greetings from Lucknow. The smog here is unpleasant, but not yet as bad as in Delhi. The good
news is that the authorities and the media are no longer in denial, and they are becoming more
aware of the relevant atmospheric science and technology. Perchance one day they will pass
legislation (like the 1956 Clean Air Act in the UK) that will outlaw the worst sources of pollution.
My flight here was comfortable and without incident ... but my arrival in Lucknow can only be
described as a fiasco! This is what happened:
(1) The flight arrived on time, and, as I was sitting at the front of economy class (to avoid the
horrors of being surrounded by my fellow passengers, the vast majority of whom were manual
labourers), I was one of the first off the plane and on to the waiting shuttle bus.
(2) On the bus I cleverly stood just inside the closed set of doors by the driver, as I knew that when
we reached the terminal building those doors would open, as well as the usual doors in the middle
of the bus. And so it came to pass, and when we reached the terminal I was one of the first off the
bus and heading towards the building.
(3) Strangely, given that we'd arrived from abroad, there were no security guards to direct us - so I
suppose we passengers could've just wandered off - but nevertheless we all made a bee-line for the
obvious entry doors. However, on arrival at said doors we quickly discovered that they were
locked. As they were made of thick glass we could see the immigration officials sitting in their row
of cubicles, and various other people lounging around in the style of Jacob Rees-Mogg, but none of
them seemed particularly interested in our arrival. One man did get up, and moved slowly towards
the door, but only in order to pick up a newspaper from a nearby table, with which he returned to
his chair, and fanned himself with said newspaper.
(4) After five minutes or so - by which time all the other passengers had arrived, so that I was
pressed up against the glass doors by a large crowd of intoxicated navvies - a portly security guard
bearing a large key and a broad grin wandered up to the doors and unlocked them. There followed
a mad dash for the immigration desks, after which I found myself third or fourth in line for one of
them: not too bad. "For once in my life, I'm ahead!", I thought.
(5) After a few minutes I was approached by a spotty junior official who asked me if I was a
foreigner. Thinking that this was going to be a repeat of my previous experience of arriving at
Lucknow's international terminal, only to be intercepted by an official who turned out to be a CMS
parent and who ushered me to the front of the queue, I readily followed his lead, but instead of
getting ahead we went to the back, near the doors, where he gave me one of their crummy little
immigration forms to fill in. He then proceeded to weed-out the three or four other unfortunate
foreigners, who likewise had to fill in their forms at the back of the hall. And for some reason he
wanted me to stay with them until they'd all finished this set task.
(6) Eventually we were all ready, and I looked expectantly at the young man carbuncular, hoping
now to get in the fast lane, but no, he merely directed us to the back of the business class queue,

which by this time was as long as the others. So there I stood, for quite some time, much to the
amusement of those in front of me. "For what do we live, but to make sport for our neighbours, and
to laugh at them in our turn?", I mused.
(7) After another ten or fifteen minutes I was second in line, behind a little old Muslim man, who
clearly was on his last legs. At that point another official appeared behind the immigration cubicle,
and seeing me made it clear that I should jump the queue. "Aha!" I thought, "The cavalry has
arrived!", so I skipped passed the wizened antique and presented my passport. The immigration
officer tried very hard to delay me further - for the first time in 36 years I was required to fill in the
'Countries visited in the last six days' part of the form, so I wrote 'UK' - but eventually I escaped this
seventh circle of hell and ...
(8) ... joined the ten-deep throng of vagrants around the carousel where my suitcase went round and
round with no hope of ever escaping. But with my trusty machete I hacked my way through the
jungle (not really), got the luggage, and made it to the exit where Geeta and her father were waiting,
each bearing large bouquets and broad smiles. "Welcome to Lucknow!"
More news next week,
Love from Roger xxx

14-Nov-19
Dear Dad,
All's well here. The foul smog continues, but people just ignore it and/or blame it on someone else.
Actually we are all responsible, one way or another. This year the smog is being blamed on crop
stubble burning in Punjab and Haryana, but this doesn't explain the fact that the concentration of
PM2.5 (particulate matter of less than 2.5 microns diameter) is just as high in Lucknow as in Delhi.
Smoke from crop burning (and from other open fires, and dust from construction) doesn't include
much PM2.5, but it does obscure the atmosphere, creating a temperature inversion (the air is hotter
above than below), so that natural convection stops, there are no breezes, and the air becomes static.
In these circumstances the ground-level concentration of PM2.5 (largely from diesel engines in
vehicles and the auxiliary generators that we all use because we can't rely on the electricity supply)
just increases without limit ... until such time as there is a decent rainfall, which is the only thing
that removes these fine particles from the air. Therefore to combat the smog it is necessary to
reduce crop burning, open fires, construction, and the use of diesel engines: which involves all of
us.
CMS has just held its 20th Conference of the Chief Justices of the World, attended by a remarkable
number of 'legal luminaries', as well as a couple of current/former presidents/prime ministers. e.g.
… His Excellency Anthony Carmona, President of Trinidad and Tobago 2013-2018. His motto is,
"Do the right thing because it is the right thing to do," which is rather lovely, especially when you
hear it in a classic West Indies accent.
This year's conference was severely disrupted by the announcement on Saturday of the Supreme
Court verdict in the Ayodhya mosque/temple dispute. Expecting trouble, the government imposed
a Section 144 ban on unlawful assembly (which, strictly speaking, could put in jail any four people
who stand at the same street corner at the same time). They also closed all the schools in Uttar
Pradesh for the weekend. Accordingly the CMS students could not attend any part of the
conference, which deprived it of one of its main purposes. And on the morning of the
announcement we took a big risk by going ahead with the 'March for World Peace and Unity' that
always precedes such events. I emphasised this to Geeta's father just before the march, but he just
laughed. Like the Mahatma (after whom he has adopted the name 'Gandhi'), Geeta's father delights
in testing absurd laws. You may recall from the film 'Gandhi' that the Mahatma was forever being
locked up by the Raj for his acts of non-violent disobedience. In any case we weren't arrested, and
the subsequent appearance at the conference of both Deputy Chief Ministers … provided ample
political protection.
More news next week.
Love from Roger xxx

22-Nov-19
Dear Dad,
All's well here. The smog has abated somewhat over the last few days, but is predicted to return,
and it's not looking good right now (7am), see attached photo.
Currently Geeta's mother is in the UK. On Wednesday she was presented a lifetime achievement
award by the Intelligent Minds Trust at a ceremony in the Houses of Parliament hosted by Seema
Malhotra, Labour MP for Feltham and Heston. …
News watch: The Supreme Court has ruled that God does not have a 'juristic personality', see
attached news item. Presumably this means that God cannot be named as a claimant or defendant in
court. Apparently the same is not the case for certain idols. I'm not aware of any ruling on holy
cows, but I'll keep my eye out for that.
More news next week,
Love from Roger xxx

28-Nov-19
Dear Dad,
All's well here ... apart from the smog, which is now as bad as I've ever known. It's so bad that even
the animals are suffering. This morning's Hindustan Times reports that the only tiger in Kanpur
Zoo has just died. Following an autopsy they discovered that her lungs contained dust and carbon
deposits. Next Monday it's National Pollution Control Day, and CMS is planning to hold a protest
march to highlight the dreadful state of affairs.
This week Geeta was due to be in the Philippines, accompanying Deputy Chief Minister Dinesh
Sharma … to the Gusi Peace Prize ceremony. This prize is conceived as a kind-of Asian Nobel
Prize, and it's been awarded to Sharma because he was nominated by Geeta's father, who himself
received it in 2011. In the event Sharma couldn't get official clearance for the trip, so Geeta didn't
go either, which is great news for her health, the global environment, CMS's travel budget, and our
domestic harmony (as I was just couldn't see the point of it, and said so, repeatedly). Instead,
Sharma was Chief Guest at the latest CMS extravaganza, last night's inauguration of the 22nd
International Conference of Students Quality Control Circles. Except that after the first hour he
departed, and for the rest of the evening - another 4 hours - I was Chief Guest in his place. And a
jolly good job I made of it too! In my brief speech I recounted the apocryphal tale of an American
tourist who asked the head gardener of a Cambridge College just how they managed to have such
nice grassy lawns. "It's easy, you just seed it, water it, weed it, feed it, and aerate it ... for 800
years," came the reply. Then I cited this approach as the recipe for success in CMS, which started
with 5 students 60 years ago and now has over 10,000 times that number, all 'good and smart'. And
of course this 'recipe' is precisely what we mean by quality control, as formulated in the concepts of
kaizen, continuous development, and marginal gains, and as implemented in factories, workplaces,
sports, and even schools.
More news next week,
Love from Roger xxx

5-Dec-19
Dear Dad,
All's well here. The smog continues, but everyone carries on regardless. The complacent neither
see nor hear; the frightened cover their eyes and ears; the hyperactive generate yet more sound and
fury; the self-righteous wallow in the misery they foresaw; as for me, I shall return home and tend
my garden! …
In City Montessori School life goes on as usual. The attached photo shows me and my father-inlaw watching a march-past (which in fact was more like a dance-past) at the inauguration of the
latest CMS extravaganza. This one was called 'Confluence', an appropriately abstract title for an
event that appeared to be all things to all people. But the dancing and singing was as lovely as ever.
I was up on stage because I was Chief Guest in lieu of a local politician.
News watch: the government is planning to cut down 64,000 trees that were planted only a few
years ago along the banks of the River Gomti in Lucknow, in order to make room for 'Defence
Expo 2020'. Apparently the trees would obstruct the planned tank joyrides, so they have to go. I
have suggested to Geeta that her father might ask his pals Chief Minister Yogi Adityanath and
Defence Minister Rajnath Singh to intervene, to no avail. Enough said.
God-willing, I will give you a call on Tuesday morning, once I'm back in Blighty.
Love from Roger xxx

