
6-Apr-13 
 
Dear Mum and Dad, 
 
Most of the days this week I have spent going to the 'Divines' (Divine Education Conferences, at 
which CMS parents are given their childrens' annual reports, having sat through Mr Gandhi's talk).  
I do this in order to deputise for Geeta so that she can get along with the real work of running the 
school.  In the evenings Geeta and I go for a walk in a local park with Mrs Gandhi and 'VNG' (Mr V 
N Garg, an old friend and senior civil servant).  After dinner at 12 Station Road I return to the flat in 
#14 while Geeta does the 'dak' (the post that comes in from the CMS branches).  Typically we get to 
bed between 1am and 3am (last night it was 3:30am), but I get up later than usual too.  Sometimes 
we have something different, for example today we attended the Hindustan Times Woman of the 
Year awards at Taj Hotel, but that's the basic pattern.  When I'm on my own I fiddle around with my 
thinking machine and maybe read a book.  At the airport I bought 'Labyrinth' by Kate Mosse, 
having seen that the BBC have just started serialising it, and I've got through that quickly.  It's a 
chick lit version of The Da Vinci Code - say no more.  And I've just finished 'Decline and Fall' by 
Evelyn Waugh, which I think is the funniest thing I have ever read.  I think of it as social farce with 
proper satire (i.e. absurd but not trivial, and very cutting about certain types of people), like a cross 
between Wodehouse and Orwell.  Here's Waugh's description of a Welsh wind band:  "Ten men of 
revolting appearance were approaching from the drive.  They were low of brow, crafty of eye, and 
crooked of limb.  They advanced huddled together with the loping tread of wolves, peering about 
them furtively as they came, as though in constant terror of ambush;  they slavered at their mouths, 
which hung loosely over their receding chins, while each clutched under his ape-like arm a burden 
of curious and unaccountable shape.  On seeing the Doctor they halted and edged back, those 
behind squinting and moulting over their companions' shoulders.  'Crikey!' said Philbrick.  'Loonies!  
This is where I shoot.'  'I refuse to believe the evidence of my eyes,' said the Doctor.  'These 
creatures simply do not exist.'"  Not very politically-correct, I know, but pretty funny all the same.  
Somehow it reminds me of the Welsh front row! 
 
I hope you are both well and happy? 
 
Much love from Roger xxx 
 



12-Apr-13 
 
Dear Mum and Dad, 
 
All's well here.  In the last week I have been attending the usual quota of school functions (both 
CMS and City International School, which was started 6 years ago by Sunita but now takes up her 
mother's time instead), and I have been tagging along with Geeta as she organises a March to Save 
the River Gomti that will take place tomorrow at 7:30am.  For instance, on Tuesday we visited the 
State Governor and persuaded him to 'flag off' the march from outside the State Legislature.  The 
march will go from there down the main shopping street (Hazratganj), past the cricket stadium, and 
down to the river, a distance of 3.6 km (which should take 45-60 minutes, I reckon).  At that time of 
morning it will be around 30 degrees Centigrade, so we (Geeta + me + 3000 Class XII students) 
will need to take water bottles!  At the riverside we will be met by the Chief Minister for the usual 
round of talk and felicitation (a favourite word in these parts).  We also have a number of fishing 
nets if anyone wants to extract 'solid matter' from the river.  Until recently, at this time of year the 
river at Lucknow comprised up to 40% raw sewage, plus there is a lot of plastic waste that doesn't 
biodegrade.  Geeta had cholera when she was young... 
 
Currently I am getting a bit of p&q in the flat, as I expect that we won't get much sleep tonight, 
what with the last-minute preparations for the march.  (Everything here is last-minute.)  Geeta and I 
had planned to rest early today, so we could get up at midnight and go down to the river to see the 
preparations, but as usual that plan has been shelved because of 'unforeseen events'.  It was ever 
thus!  I expect we will catch up on sleep during the heat of the day tomorrow afternoon. 
 
How are you?  Has the weather improved? 
 
Much love from Roger xxx 
 



13-Apr-13 
 
Dear Mum and Dad, 
 
A brief note to say that I have just got back from the March for a Clean River Gomti that Geeta 
organised.  It all went off as well as could be expected.  In the end the Chief Minister didn't turn up, 
but in his place he sent his minister for science & technology, which was probably more useful and 
appropriate.  I took it upon myself to set the pace of the march, since no-one else seemed to have 
the slightest idea about that, and as a result we arrived at the river at precisely the right time.  It was 
pretty hot by the time we got to the river, but there was a huge covered space with plenty of seating 
and lots of (clean) water for drinking, so no-one suffered from heat or thirst.  I was particularly 
pleased to see the CMS Principals all applauding like anything when the Mayor of Lucknow praised 
Geeta for her hard work.  Indeed she did work hard!  (In the end we had only two hours sleep last 
night, and on our return here she's gone straight back to her desk in 'Head Office'.)  And it's quite a 
thing that this is the first big 'function' that she has organised all by herself.  He father wasn't 
involved at all, and in fact he very nearly wasn't there, because yesterday he fainted a couple of 
times (from, we understand, abnormally low blood pressure) and was kept in hospital overnight 
'under observation'.  However he discharged himself this morning and attended the whole thing;  
now he too is back at Head Office. 
 
Much love from Roger xxx 
 



19-Apr-13 
 
Dear Mum and Dad, 
 
All's well here.  Geeta and I have just come back from a CMS function, the inauguration of the 5th 
Childrens' Film Festival.  Guests included Suraj Sharma (the teenage star of 'Life of Pi', which just 
won four Oscars including Best Director), and the 2nd runner-up for Miss India 2012.  The Chief 
Guest was the Uttar Pradesh Minister for Prisons, he gave a long speech in Hindi, Geeta tells me 
that he was blaming events like Miss India for corrupting society and filling his jails.  So it goes... 
 
Last night when we got back from our constitutional excursion we found Robert (Sunita's adopted 
son, now nine years old) playing a board game alone.  Geeta felt sorry for him and so she 
volunteered me to play with him.  The game was called 'Business King' but it turned out to be an 
Indian version of Monopoly.  It had some very Indian features, e.g. when you landed on Super Tax 
you could choose how much you wanted to pay, instead of houses and hotels there were bungalows 
and godowns, and the rules for Chance and 'Republic' (their version of Community Chest) were 
dense legal clauses written in a peculiar 'Hinglish'.  Robert was very entertaining, whenever the 
threw the dice he would chant 'Hare Krishna, hare Ram', and somehow he always got a six.  Having 
spent most of his young life being an irritating little heller he has now become extremely 
conscientious and rule-bound.  He has taken to wearing uniform:  thus far I have seen him in a pint-
sized police outfit (complete with peaked cap and pistol belt) and in camouflaged battledress. 
 
… 
 
I hope you are both well, 
 
Much love from Roger xxx 
 



26-Apr-13 
 
Dear Mum and Dad, 
 
All's well here.  It has been a quiet week, dominated by the CMS Film Festival which has been 
continuing throughout, and which has been keeping occupied all those who would otherwise be 
hatching up other grand schemes and activities.  Coincidentally Geeta has spent most of the week 
away at a World Bank conference in Patna, the capital of the neighbouring state of Bihar.  
Apparently the state schools in Bihar are at crisis point because there are insufficient trained 
teachers.  In Bihar there has been very little teacher recruitment for the last 20 years, because few 
candidates have been able to meet the (rather basic) qualification standards, and as a result the 
average classroom pupil-teacher ratio is 100:1.  (This is state schools only.  Of course all those who 
can scrape together the money send their children to fee-paying private schools.)  In order to 
implement the recent national Right to Education Act the Bihar government needs to recruit 
400,000 teachers over the next two months.  There are plenty of candidates but they all need 
training, and this was the problem being discussed at the World Bank conference.  I suggested to 
Geeta that she should advise the Bihar government that their best policy would be to go on a long 
holiday until after the next election. 
 
A couple of days ago I was visited in the flat by 'Hippoo', real name Zafar, who is one of the 
neighbours and who has known Geeta ever since they were children.  Hippoo is a very sweet and 
gentle man who takes his Islamic principles very seriously and upholds a scrupulous standard of 
honesty which by-and-large doesn't do him much good.  I first met him under similar circumstances 
(he just turned up on my doorstep) a year ago, when he was down on his luck and asking Geeta to 
give him some temporary work.  Eventually last summer he did start work for 'Head Office', but he 
only lasted four days before the petty pilfering and usual office backstabbing got to him, and he 
quit.  Anyway, on this occasion he told me that with the 1000 Rupees (about £12) that Geeta paid 
him last summer he has been able to set up a business making household cleaning products, such 
that (in his words) "One thousand Rupees has become one lakh Rupees", i.e. 100,000 Rupees 
(£1200).  Using "chemical mixing principles" learnt on a homoeopathy course he has developed a 
range of lotions and sprays that clean floors, worktops, windows, electrical appliances, and make 
the air smell different.  While I was out of the room getting him a cold drink from the fridge he 
sprayed the living room with one of his products, and it still smells like a tart's boudoir (or, how I 
imagine a tart's boudoir might smell like).  He has also developed some sort of unguent that repels 
mosquitoes and moisturises the skin at the same time.  His precise formulations are a commercial 
secret, and he doesn't give any clues on his little bottles, but he assures me that his potions are 
neither acid nor alkali.  (That leaves water and gin, I reckon.)  He wants CMS to buy his stuff in 
bulk, but there is a bit of a problem with this because for many years CMS has felt obliged to obtain 
its cleaning products from another producer, who would probably send around the heavies if his 
contract was affected.  (The other producer is Lal ji Tandon, who is the long-standing resident BJP 
(nationalist/conservative) politician in Lucknow.)  But by the look of things Hippoo has done all 
right without any big contract from CMS.  Otherwise I may have to advise him to stash away his 
windfall and go on a long holiday until after the next election. 
 
I hope you are both well, 
 
Much love from Roger xxx 
 



3-May-13 
 
Dear Mum and Dad, 
 
All's well here.  It's getting rather hot - the daytime temperature is in the 40s Centigrade - but still 
without the awful clinging humidity that we get here in high summer.  And we are very fortunate to 
have air conditioning in our flat and our car. 
 
This week the newspapers have been having a field day, what with the Chinese overstepping the 
'Line of Control' somewhere in the Himalayas, the Pakistanis allowing an Indian citizen to be 
beaten to death by fellow prisoners in one of their gaols, and increasingly lurid allegations of 
corruption in the Indian government.  But to cap it all the Chief Minister of Uttar Pradesh, Akhilesh 
Yadav, has succeeded in undermining Indo-American relations by taking offence when one of his 
ministers, Azam Khan, was delayed a short while at Boston airport when trying to enter the US.  
Apparently US immigration officials left Khan alone in a room for 30 minutes or so before allowing 
him to proceed.  By this time he was accusing them of picking on him because he was a Muslim, 
and he opted take the next flight back to India.  Yadav, who up to this point was being accompanied 
by Khan, stayed on a day in Boston, but then decided to show solidarity with his minister and he 
left the US as well, and the lecture at Harvard that they were due to deliver together was cancelled.  
(This lecture was intended to show how modern and progressive India has become, in order to 
attract US business and trade.  As reported in the newspapers beforehand, the highlight of the 
lecture was to have been an account of the handling of the recent Kumbh Mela religious 
celebration.  Apparently the Chief Minister thinks that he can teach the Americans a thing or two 
about crowd control.  After all, the Kumbh Mela attracted over 100 million pilgrims, with only one 
uncontrolled stampede that resulted in just 36 deaths.)  Anyway, what Yadav and Khan (and the 
newspapers) appear to have missed is that (a) when they arrived in Boston their hosts were 
somewhat preoccupied with the recent bombings there, (b) America is the land of the free where 
everyone is equal, and one is not likely to speed one's passage through US immigration by pulling 
rank, being rude and talking down to officials (as Khan appears to have done).  So all Yadav and 
Khan have succeeded in doing is showing how backward and ignorant they are (and the same can 
be said of Uttar Pradesh, whom they were proud to represent).  It's good local politics, though:  
Yadav is scoring well in the popularity stakes amongst the Muslims.  Meanwhile the Prime Minister 
(Manmohan Singh) must be tearing he hair out, he has made good relations with the Americans the 
centrepiece of his foreign policy, as only the Americans can control the Pakistanis and also allow 
India into the nuclear club. 
 
It's been a relatively quiet time at CMS, and Geeta and I have taken the opportunity to visit the 
penthouse flat that she is hoping to buy.  This flat is in a new block that has taken ages to build - we 
first put our names down for it four years ago - but it does appear to be nearing completion at last.  
Another three-to-six months, maybe.  Meanwhile the prices are rocketing.  Fortunately we will be 
able to buy at the price agreed in 2009-10, but this is less than half the price that they can fetch now.  
It did strike me that Geeta could make a quick profit by selling the flat straight away, but apparently 
she wants to make it a permanent home.  Anyone who has seen 12 Station Road will understand 
why! 
 
Also in our excursion (to see the flat) we went to a rather exclusive tailor to get blouses made for a 
couple of Geeta's saris.  Most tailoring shops are down back alleys, but this one was in a very smart 
part of town, on the first floor of a large house surrounded by a beautiful garden.  In the shop there 
was a large padded area piled high with various fabrics, where sat cross-legged a half-dozen women 
all sewing away by hand.  We were told that they all came from poor families, the lower castes who 
are normally confined to manual labour.  By-and-large they can be recognised by their smaller 
stature and their darker skin.  Anyway, there they all were, sewing away contentedly, appearing to 



me just like the mice in The Tailor of Gloucester.  The owner also showed us her back workshop 
where there were another ten or dozen workers, men this time.  Most of them sat at sewing 
machines, but there were a few sitting on the floor, doing the hand embroidery for saris that were 
stretched on wooden frames.  They were using gold thread for the embroidery work, which was 
very detailed and absolutely exquisite.  Geeta noticed that the sari material was very fine, and one 
small tear or hole anywhere would render all the embroidery useless. 
 
All my love, 
 
Roger xxx 
 



10-May-13 
 
Dear Mum and Dad, 
 
All's well here.  Today is the end of the school year and I have just spent the whole day at the end-
of-year function for all the CMS teachers.  We got up early because the event was due to start with 
a march at 7:30am (to the CMS auditorium from a few hundred yards around the corner).  Although 
we arrived there a little late we were still in good time because Mr Gandhi had done his usual thing 
of telling everyone to be in place 30 minutes before he intended to arrive.  Eventually he turned up 
and the march commenced, albeit at a snails-pace with frequent stops for photographs.  Thus it took 
us the same time (45 mins) to cover a third of the distance as last month's march to Save the River 
Gomti.  The function itself was the usual stuff (all-religion prayer, world peace prayer ceremony, 
honouring the chief guest, garlands for all, lighting the lamp of learning, quoting Victor Hugo, 
speeches, photos, awards, etc.), with a couple of special items prepared by the teachers themselves.  
The PE teachers performed an aerobics display which turned out to be a very energetic 
interpretation of the 'Gangnam Style' dance that was all the rage last year.  This brought the house 
down with their fellow teachers who called for an encore, the first time I have known this in a CMS 
event.  But by the time they did return to the stage, towards the end of the day, the Thought Police 
had got to them and instead of a repeat of Gangnam Style we had a rather disappointing display of 
yoga-with-hula-hoops.  (It probably didn't help that one of the few intelligible phrases in the 
Gangnam Style song is "Heyyy, sexy lady...".)  Another new event was a modern dance 
performance by the CMS dance teachers that purported to highlight the need for the education of 
women.  This was undertaken with great style and skill by the teachers but unfortunately it didn't go 
down well with the powers-that-be because the dancers wore Western clothing and the moves were 
unfamiliar (and therefore assumed to be improper).  There is no shortage of talent or dedication 
here, but there is a stifling orthodoxy. 
 
On other matters, Azam Khan (who I mentioned at length last week) is now proposing to break 
protocol and write to President Obama to complain about his treatment in Boston airport.  He has 
announced to the newspapers that he intends to warn the Americans that they risk isolating 
themselves in the world. 
 
… 
 
Much love from Roger xxx 
 



23-Sep-13 
 
Dear Mum and Dad, 
 
Hello from 'Nucklow'!  All's well here.  Today I made a real loaf of bread using a wonderful 
breadmaking machine that Geeta bought when she was in the UK in June.  You just chuck in all the 
ingredients and set it to do all the hard work, and two-and-a-half hours later, hey presto!  Magic.  (I 
know this is old hat for Richard and co, but it's wonderful for me.)  I put the loaf on a wire rack to 
cool, which Geeta then stood in a pan of water to deter the ants... 
 
Also today Geeta's dad gave in to the inevitable and shifted the venue of a big jamboree that's 
happening on 2 Oct.  He had hoped to hold it in the auditorium of the vast new CMS school 
building that has been under construction for the last couple of years, but Geeta and I have been 
very concerned about the strength of the roof, imagining a nightmare scenario of it collapsing at just 
the wrong time.  In the event the remedial works that the architect has commissioned have delayed 
the completion sufficiently to make Mr G change his plans.  That's just as well because I reckon all 
the architect is doing is the equivalent of putting a sticking plaster on a broken leg.  In any case the 
pressure is off and we now have time to refer to other experts… 
 
A couple of days ago I gave a talk at the 4th Annual Interfaith Conference (organised by CMS, of 
course) in which I challenged the contribution of organised religion to world peace.  Surprisingly, it 
went down quite well.  They didn't lynch me, anyway.  I've attached my notes for that… 
 
This evening on our constitutional stroll our walking companion 'VNG' (Mr Vidya Nana Garg, a 
top-ranking civil servant in the state government) told us that earlier in the day he had been visited 
in his office by a bigwig woman who among other things heads a committee promoting women's 
interests.  It turned out that she wanted VNG to approve plans for an abbatoir owned a friend of 
hers.  As an inducement she wanted him to meet her 'sister' who was waiting outside.  Suspecting 
that the person outside was anything but a blood relative, VNG refused.  He also told the woman 
that he had already been approached by two other people about the same abbatoir, and the answer 
was still no.  She departed disappointed, but at least consoled in the thought that if she had 
succeeded in persuading VNG then she would have had to split her bribe (from the abbatoir owner) 
three ways, which probably wouldn't have been worth it anyway (bearing in mind the financial 
demands of her 'sister'...). 
 
… 
 
Much love from Roger xxx 
 



 
Is religion part of the problem or part of the solution? 

 
Roger Kingdon 

 
CMS Interfaith Conference, Sept 2013 

 
Organised religion works against world peace in a number of ways: 
 

1. Religion has been the cause/excuse for many of the major conflicts, e.g. Israel/Palestine, 
Pakistan/India; 

2. Religion fails to give a full and unequivocal endorsement of international law and 
universal human rights, possibly because it sees these as being in competition; 

3. It is in the nature of religion to emphasise inflexible principle often to the detriment of 
practical problem solving, c.f. Northern Ireland peace process. 

 
Even for the more abstract, universal or longer-term questions the religious message is often in 
contradiction with common sense or simple morality: 
 

1. The greatest global problem is human overpopulation, yet religions are traditionally 
opposed to birth control; 

2. The next greatest problem is the ruination of our environment, yet religious texts have 
little to say about this; 

3. In the 20th C the greatest social issue was the freedom, equality and self-determination 
of all peoples, on which religions have been silent or equivocal; 

4. Throughout the ages religions have been completely passive on the issue of wealth 
inequality, often preferring to support the status quo. 

 
Yesterday Dr Adel Omar Sherif referred to “the deadly combination of religion and politics”, and 
sometimes one wonders whether the greatest contribution that the organised religions can make to 
today’s global challenges is to go away and get their own houses in order first.  It is a bit like the 
role of the husband when his wife goes into labour.  Yes he is a concerned party, and wants to help, 
but it would be the greatest help if, instead of hanging around and getting in the way, he leaves it to 
the professionals and goes for a long walk.  So I do think that organised established religion needs 
to take a long hard look at itself and ask:  For the problems facing the world community today, am I 
part of the problem? 
 



2-Oct-13 
 
Dear Mum and Dad, 
 
All's well here.  Today is 'Gandhi Jyanti' (Mahatma Gandhi's birthday) and as usual there has been a 
CMS march and function to celebrate.  The march was billed to start at 7.30am (for school 
principals and teachers) or 8am (for Geeta and me).  However it didn't begin until the chief guest 
arrived at 8.30am.  The chief guest is a very elderly and rather rotund gentleman who is Mr 
Gandhi's yoga teacher.  I have never known him speak, so he is either very holy or very dim-witted.  
He also moves incredibly slowly, so the 'march' (which always goes very slowly when Mr G is in 
front) went even slower than before.  It was more like a zombie shuffle, and a far cry from the 
Mahatma's famous long stride.  And he wouldn't have been too impressed with the way the Head 
Office flunkys had to shoo away the child beggars who had come to test our love for the poor.  We 
were all wearing white 'khadi', the homespun cotton clothes preferred by the Mahatma, comprising 
(for men) pyjama (trousers) and kurta (shirt).  My pyjamas were clearly intended for someone with 
very spindly legs and a huge bottom.  Everyone seemed delighted to see me there, I couldn't tell 
whether this was because I was an Englishman or because they were amused by my leggings.  We 
were preceded by a couple of bands who clearly had no idea how to play their instruments.  Geeta 
thinks they normally play at weddings where it doesn't matter what they play as long as it's loud and 
energetic.  I don't know what happened to our usual bands which themselves are pretty dreadful but 
are like the Berlin Philharmonic in comparison with this bunch.  They made the march seem more 
like a New Orleans jazz funeral as portrayed in 'Live and Let Die'.  Also heading the march in his 
usual place was young Robert carrying an enormous United Nations flag.  Except on this occasion 
he had to share the load with another boy of similar build (i.e. small and sticky), I think he was the 
grandson of the chief guest and so Robert couldn't tell him to buzz off.  In any case the other lad 
progressively marginalised Robert until he (Robert) ended up just touching the end of the flagpole.  
There was a time when this would have caused a major rumpus, but on this occasion Robert seemed 
to take it in reasonably good spirit.  No doubt he got his own back later on, once he was away from 
the limelight.  At the function (when we eventually got there, 200 yards away and one hour later) 
there was the usual schedule of events (All Religion Prayer, Lighting the Lamp, World Parliament, 
World Peace Prayer Ceremony, All Religion Dance) plus a community sing-along of the Mahatma's 
favourite bhajans (songs).  (These are played at the end of the film 'Gandhi', albeit in an unusually 
slow time.)  For this everyone of significance who knew the words was required to sit cross-legged 
on the stage.  Geeta and her parents were there of course.  I sat it out, but during one particularly 
energetic bit I was spotted mouthing along, "Yadda yadda Raja Ram, yadda yadda Sita Ram", so of 
course I was hauled up to join the rabble on stage, much to the enjoyment of all concerned (but, 
again, they may just have been laughing at my baggy backside and spindly legs).  Shortly after that 
I was able to escape and get back to the flat where I am now. 
 
… 
 
I hope you are both happy and well, 
 
All my love, 
 
Roger xxx 



9-Oct-13 
 
Dear Mum and Dad, 
 
All's well here.  I have just returned from the 'Inter Campus Literary Fest' for Classes I and II, 
watching 7-8 year-olds in a spelling competition.  It was charming and very impressive - the 
childrens' ability and conduct is far and away better than in UK schools.  e.g. I defy a British 7-8 
year-old to sit still on a hard wooden chair under the spotlights in the middle of a massive stage for 
a couple of hours and then have the wit and enthusiasm to spell 'diarrhoea' correctly. 
 
I saw the following piece in yesterday's Times of India which I thought might entertain (or bemuse) 
you.  I have copied it complete and as it appears in the paper. 
 
'World leaders come together for peace 
Skopje:  The Government of the Republic of Macedonia and Sahara India Pariwar, had organised 
the first 'Sahara Balkan Peace Festival' here.  The two-day festival was organised on second 
anniversary of Mahatma Gandhi. 
The festival witnessed the presence of former Prime Minister of the UK, Tony Blair along with the 
top leaders of Republic of Macedonia, diplomatic representation of World Bank, IFC as well as 
eight countries including USA. 
Addressing the summit, Subrata Roy Sahara, Managing Director & Chairman, Sahara India 
Pariwar, said, "For our external personality, that is, our body, food and water keeps it energetic, 
active and healthy, but for our inner personality that is the spiritual personality, that is for our 
mental body, the food is peace and happiness for giving us best quality mental health with lots of 
strong will power and positive energy always seen as active optimism."' 
 
It was not reported what words of wisdom Tony Blair shared with the MD of the Sahara company 
(that was paying for all this, it seems) or the leaders of the Republic of Macedonia.  Or maybe he 
was just paid to give his name and maybe a smile for the cameras. 
 
Much love from Roger xxx 
 



18-Nov-13 
 
Dear Mum and Dad, 
 
All’s well here.  It’s 11:30 at night and I’ve just returned from a couple of weddings.  There are 
dozens of weddings going on in Lucknow at present, it must be an astrologically auspicious time.  
Maybe Venus is aligned with Mars – or, more likely, following three steps behind.  We have no 
strong connection with either married couple but Geeta had to ‘show her face’, as she calls it.  As 
usual I was the only non-Indian in either gathering.  I am getting to rather enjoy the wave of 
surprise that passes through the throng whenever I show my face.  Though of course it helps to be 
accompanying Geeta, who looks gorgeous and employs many of them. 
 
Speaking of astrology, a couple of days ago Geeta was tasked to make sure that her father was 
awake at precisely midnight, because he had been given a special medicine that can only be drunk 
from a steel bowl in which is reflected the image of a full moon in the middle of the night.  
Fortunately there was a clear sky so the medicine was consumed in the correct manner with the 
patient immediately declaring an improvement to his condition (which was reported to be ‘shortness 
of breath’). 
 
Last Friday was a holiday on account of the Muslim holy day of Muharram, in which the Shia 
Muslims flagellate themselves (sometimes with wires or chains with blades attached, apparently) on 
account of the martyrdom of Hassan and Hussain, the grandsons of Muhammad, at the hands of 
other Muslims.  (This was the event which caused the split between the Shia and Sunni sects.)  
Their lamentation of ‘Ya Hassan!  Ya Hussain!’ was mimicked as ‘Hobson-Jobson’ by the British, 
e.g.  “Oh Marjorie, don’t go out today, they’re doing their Hobson-Jobson again”.  We didn’t go out 
and we didn’t see any Hobson-Jobson, but I’m sure it must have been going on somewhere in the 
city. 
 
On most days there have been one or two school ‘functions’ to attend.  Again we tend to ‘show our 
faces’ and then move on to the next thing.  For example on Saturday morning we went to the sports 
day at CMS Aliganj branch.  There were sprints and other races up to 400m, for which I reckon 
they miscalulated the stagger of the lanes because it always seemed that the person in the inside 
lane came first.  There was a tiny tots race in which 3-4 year olds had to take a ball from one 
teacher, trot a short way, then hand it to another teacher.  They were in teams (in colour-coded 
rompers) and were supposed to go off in sequence, but one team (in yellow) more-or-less went off 
without waiting for the signal, so they finished much earlier than the others, and were awarded first 
prize.  Not that anyone minded:  it was up to me to hand out the prizes, and the tiny tots in yellow 
clearly had no idea who was this scary white man and what I was giving them or why, and they 
refused to look the right way or smile and hold up their prizes for the photo, so it was just as well I 
suppose.  There was also a mass yoga display by 6-7 year olds that was really quite moving – the 
sincerity and calm on their little faces as they undertook these excruciating manoeuvres made me 
choke rather.  Geeta complimented their teacher to the branch Principal, who immediately asked the 
teacher to come and have a few words with us.  She was a very elegant person, and very dedicated 
to her job, because (as the Principal told us afterwards) straight after her item she had to go home 
because her husband had been kidnapped that morning.  I must remember to enquire whether she 
got him back in one piece. 
 
On Sunday mornings Geeta’s mother hosts a ‘sathsang’ (prayer meeting) that has become very well 
attended of late because (as she explained to us yesterday) if CMS school children attend with their 
parents then she awards high marks to those pupils whose mothers and/or fathers are prepared to 
step forward and tell the gathering just how much they love their children.  I don’t know whether 
they get additional points for style, artistry, emotional content, original use of superlatives, or for 



roping in a granny or two, but judging from the resulting proliferation of A+’s it is clearly a great 
success. 
 
Speaking about prizes, last night I noticed a certificate on Geeta’s mother’s wall that was an award 
from the “All India Council for Intellectual’s” [sic].  That just about sums it up I’m afraid. 
 
A lot more has been going on here but that’s enough reporting for one week I think!  On this 
occasion I will spare you the politics and corruption from the newspapers. 
 
Much love from Roger xxx 
 



25-Nov-13 
 
Dear Mum and Dad, 
 
All's well here.  The temperature has dropped quite a bit, I suppose to between 10 and 20 degrees 
Centigrade, with the effect of creating a 'temperature inversion' with the ground cooler than the air 
above it, so that there is no natural convection and the pollution from the vehicles just builds up.  
Yesterday evening it was quite smoggy, although it's been better today. 
 
This morning we got up early and went to one of the CMS branches to watch the filming of some 
(well, several thousand) of the younger students together with Geeta's parents.  This is for a video to 
be shown at the beginning of the Chief Justices' Conference in three weeks time.  The idea would be 
that the camera would show a close-up of Mr & Mrs Gandhi chatting with a few students, and then 
the camera would zoom out to reveal them standing in the middle of a large parade ground 
surrounded by a huge mass children.  Unfortunately the person directing the film is a very meek and 
unassuming gentleman who speaks very softly, and it didn't take long for a number of other people 
(including Geeta's parents) to conclude that nobody was in charge, whereupon they all took charge 
in their different ways, and chaos ensued.  Eventually the entire shoot was abandoned and the 
director was sent away tae think again.  If the video is ever completed it will be a miracle! 
 
In addition I have spent much of the day writing a speech for Geeta to deliver at the 16th 
International Congress for Students Quality Control Circles on Thursday.  Don't ask what this 
means - I could tell you but you'd be none the wiser - suffice it to say that it's another CMS 
function.  For your interest I've copied my text below. 
 
This evening on our regular walk we were rejoined by our usual walking companion, Mr Vidya 
Nand Garg (known universally as 'VN'), who has just returned from five days in the UK.  VN is the 
principal secretary (a civil service post) for the Uttar Pradesh Forestry Ministry, and he was on a 
fact-finding trip to London Zoo, Longleat and Whipsnade to find out about how to set up a safari 
park.  This is one of the ambitions of the current Chief Minister, Akhilesh Yadav, who is 
considerably more ecology-minded than the previous incumbent, Mayawati, who only ever wanted 
to create 'parks' out of concrete.  (There are several of her large concrete deserts in Lucknow.  They 
are just vast plazas made of concrete, with the occasional concrete or bronze statue of Mayawati 
complete with  handbag.  They are not very well sculpted:  From a distance they simply look like 
shapeless mounds;  And I am told that the sculptor has misspelt 'Louis Vuitton' on her handbag.)  
Anyway, VN was fascinated to learn how the captive animals in the UK are given customised 
gourmet meals.  In Lucknow Zoo they just feed tough died-of-old-age buffaloes to the tigers. 
 
Much love from Roger xxx 
 



 
16th ICSQCC 

 
Keynote address 

 
Geeta Kingdon 

 
Thursday 28th November 2013, 11:20-11:40am (20 minutes) 

 
What do we mean by ‘total quality’ in a school context? 
 
Perhaps it means that students must get 100% in every subject in the board exams, and anything 
less than that is the opposite of total quality, presumably total failure?  This is clearly absurd, but an 
easy mistake in a school where we can be so focussed on the task in hand that we lose the broader 
perspective – for instance, the perspective that comes from reflecting that we fail every exam that 
we do not take. 
 
Perhaps it means that students must try to get 100% in every subject in the board exams.  But then 
anything less than cent-per-cent means that a student didn’t try hard enough.  Guaranteed failure 
and disappointment:  What a horrible expectation to place on any person, let alone a child! 
 
Perhaps it is a relative measure:  A student achieves total quality if she comes top in every test or 
exam in her cohort.  But this depends entirely on how we define the cohort (comparator group), 
which is an entirely artificial construct, determined more by practical administrative considerations 
than by any objective measure of learning achievement.  And we can’t leave the choice of cohort up 
to the student:  It is well-known that we can make ourselves happy or miserable simply by thinking 
about others with whom we choose to compare ourselves.  It doesn’t seem right that by this 
definition that a student can achieve total quality merely by blanking out from her mind all those 
fellow students who do better than her, or she can fail to reach that nirvana by becoming 
obsessively fixated on comparisons with toppers. 
 
Perhaps it is a matter of resources:  A student achieves total quality if she spends every waking hour 
focused on her studies, and her parents devote all their available time, money and effort to 
supporting her with tuitions, a home computer and library, and so on.  But this is merely a definition 
of hard work, a simple two-syllable phrase that we all understand.  Why rename it ‘total quality’, a 
five-syllable expression that surely would not have become part of everyday discourse if it was a 
mere euphemism for hard work? 
 
Finally, perhaps total quality is a process, for example, a student achieves total quality if she 
regularly monitors her performance in her studies and focuses on improving in those areas where 
she is weakest.  Of course this is simply an application of the concept of ‘continuous improvement’ 
or ‘iterative development’.  My sister Sunita has implemented this process as part of a learning 
philosophy that includes the idea that a student should compete primarily with herself rather than 
with anyone else.  My only problem with this is that to me total quality sounds like something 
absolute, that is, discontinuous.  You either have it or you don’t, and it doesn’t exist in a continuum 
of states.  But maybe this is just a matter of semantics.  After all, this process definition of total 
quality is a lot less problematic than the other definitions. 
 
Along with the rest of my family I am a member of the Bahai Faith.  One of the teachings in the 
Bahai Writings is the exhortation that we should all become ‘excellent in all things’.  I suppose that 
I have understood this as meaning that in my life I should select a noble goal and that I should then 
completely dedicate myself to achieving that goal.  So this is excellence in all those things that I 



choose to undertake, that themselves are ‘excellent’ in the sense of being of noble purpose, of being 
of positive worth to society.  Education, in my case.  But when my son Arjun was growing up and 
going to school I realised that ‘excellence in all things’ had other meanings as well.  Now it turned 
out that the type of school in England that we (Arjun, my husband Roger and I) preferred had a very 
broad-based pattern of education.  In Arjun’s schools a student can excel in academic studies, or in 
sport, or in the arts, or in service to others, or in participating in a huge range of extra-curricular 
clubs, or – most likely – some combination of these.  Indeed, it became clear that those students 
who threw themselves into a variety of activities also did very well at their studies.  There was a 
synergy;  the whole was greater than the sum of the parts.  For instance, Arjun won one of the top 
academic scholarships for entrance to his secondary school, and a year or two later he also won a 
music scholarship.  And it was very clear to me and Roger that Arjun’s music helped his all-round 
cognitive development in a way that also benefitted his academic studies and his developing 
personality.  And there were many other students like Arjun in his school.  Indeed it would be 
difficult to find a student in that school who could not mention some subject or activity in which he 
could consider himself to be excellent.  This is not a small thing.  If a student can take pride in one 
thing only, and even if that thing is only very ‘small’ in comparison with other things (and who are 
we to judge?), then the resulting development of confidence and personality can be such that, in a 
nurturing and encouraging environment, the same student can take on a succession of other things, 
other goals, other subjects, other activities, and before you know it he or she is truly excellent in all 
things.  That is what I have seen in the case of Arjun.  But did he come top in all his classes?  Of 
course not!  It is Roger’s observation that in any one subject there is always a monomaniac swot 
who just works on that, to the exclusion of anything else.  The student who prides himself on 
coming top in mathematics but is hopeless at history or cricket or the sitar, for instance.  That 
student will always come top in his chosen field, and bottom everywhere else.  Is that excellence in 
all things?  I don’t think so. 
 
So, to come back to my opening question, what do we mean by ‘total quality’ in a school context?  I 
suggest that it is no more or less than the Bahai concept of ‘excellence in all things’.  And I can 
think of no better formulation of this concept than that expressed by Rudyard Kipling in his famous 
poem, If: 
 
IF you can keep your head when all about you 
Are losing theirs and blaming it on you, 
If you can trust yourself when all men doubt you, 
But make allowance for their doubting too; 
If you can wait and not be tired by waiting, 
Or being lied about, don’t deal in lies, 
Or being hated, don’t give way to hating, 
And yet don’t look too good, nor talk too wise: 
 
If you can dream – and not make dreams your master; 
If you can think – and not make thoughts your aim; 
If you can meet with Triumph and Disaster 
And treat those two impostors just the same; 
If you can bear to hear the truth you’ve spoken 
Twisted by knaves to make a trap for fools, 
Or watch the things you gave your life to, broken, 
And stoop and build ’em up with worn-out tools: 
 
If you can make one heap of all your winnings 
And risk it on one turn of pitch-and-toss, 
And lose, and start again at your beginnings 



And never breathe a word about your loss; 
If you can force your heart and nerve and sinew 
To serve your turn long after they are gone, 
And so hold on when there is nothing in you 
Except the Will which says to them: ‘Hold on!’ 
 
If you can talk with crowds and keep your virtue, 
Or walk with Kings – nor lose the common touch, 
If neither foes nor loving friends can hurt you, 
If all men count with you, but none too much; 
If you can fill the unforgiving minute 
With sixty seconds’ worth of distance run, 
Yours is the Earth and everything that’s in it, 
And – which is more – you’ll be a Man, my son! 
 
 
This is excellence in all things.  This is total quality. 
 
Thank you. 
 
[End to rapturous applause, bouquets etc - you should be so lucky!] 
 



2-Dec-13 
 
Dear Mum and Dad, 
 
All's well here.  Well, that's true now, but last week Geeta fell out of the (stationary) car while 
stretching to close the door, bruising her ribs on the high kerbstone.  Nothing broken but jolly 
painful and it's taking a long time to heal.  She is taking brufen and wearing a padded body belt 
which seems to help.  It all comes of having a car the size of a truck;  unfortunately this is an 
occupational necessity as there always needs to be room for school flunkys and other impedimentia.  
In this sense the car is just another office on wheels. 
 
… 
 
Yesterday Geeta and I 'showed our faces' at another 'function', a sports day held on a large sports 
field in the railway colony.  We arrived in time to see races for the parents and grandparents of 
CMS students.  In the parents' race the men had to run a short distance to a pile of sandals, where 
each one had to find their wife's missing sandal, which when restored to its rightful foot enabled the 
fully-shod couple to run hand-in-hand to the winning line.  In the grandparents' race the men had to 
run about 25 yards to their wives, each carrying marigold garlands, which they then put around each 
others' necks, then they too had to run hand-in-hand to the winning line another 25 yards away.  
There was a proper podium for gold, silver and bronze positions, and Geeta gave away the prizes. 
 
I saw an Indian ferret the other day, emerging from a hole in the floor at the side of the stage in one 
of the school halls.  At least I think it was a ferret.  As George used to say, weasels are easily 
distinguishable, and stoats are totally different. 
 
Much love from Roger xxx 
 



9-Dec-13 
 
Dear Mum and Dad, 
 
All’s well here.  Geeta’s bruised ribs have more-or-less recovered and we have not suffered any 
other accidents or afflictions.  We have both been very busy in the run-up to the big event, the 
annual Chief Justices’ Conference, which starts on Friday.  In this event (now in its 13th year) 
serving Chief Justices and Supreme Court Judges from throughout the world descend on Lucknow 
at Mr Gandhi’s invitation to discuss how to set up a world government.  It lacks nothing in 
ambition, does it!  And while (on the face of it) this type of activity doesn’t have much to do with 
school education, in fact its legitimacy under the CMS constitution was confirmed in court a few 
years ago when it was challenged by the tax authorities.  I’ve also tried to justify it in a draft speech 
I’ve written for Geeta to deliver at the conference – copied below.  Other things we have been doing 
include preparing a group of students to talk with the judges (researching appropriate topics for 
discussion, etc), and making a video for the so-called Childrens Appeal – also written by me and 
copied below.  This video is now finished and looks terrific.  I have a copy which I can show you at 
Christmas.  
 
Over the last three days there has been the Lucknow Literary Festival, attended by writers and 
artistes from throughout the land, including William Dalrymple, the Delhi-based author of several 
fine histories and travelogues.  Last night Geeta and I attended his talk which was on the story of 
the 1839-42 Anglo-Afghan war (the basis of his latest book, ‘The Return of a King’).  In fact I have 
seen him give this talk before (with Arjun in June, at the Royal Society of Asian Affairs in London), 
but it was just as good second time round.  Geeta and I were in stitches at his non-judgmental 
narration of the hubris and stupidity of the British in attempting the invasion.  The rest of the 200-
strong audience sat stony-faced, so they clearly didn’t get Dalrymple’s ironic style of story-telling;  
but that only made us laugh all the more;  all of which must have been apparent to everyone there as 
we were sitting right at the front as befitting our status as eminent authors.  (On arrival at the venue 
everyone assumed that this white man and/or his sophisticated beautiful wife must be literary 
giants, so after being exclusively photographed standing beside an antique Jaguar motor car we 
were ushered directly into the ‘authors only’ enclave where society photographers took photos of us 
drinking free coffee and mixing with our fellow intelligentsia.) 
 
The politics here are quite interesting at the moment.  There have just been regional elections in 
four states, including Delhi (which is a separate capital/union territory), and in all of these there has 
been a landslide against the Congress incumbents and in favour of the opposition BJP 
(conservative/nationalist).  If repeated throughout the country in the general election next May then 
for the first time in many decades there will be a single-party majority in the Lok Sabha (the federal 
parliament).  The current Congress-led coalition has become so riven with squabbling and horse-
trading amongst its many parties that it is incapable of acting on principle or fully implementing any 
meaningful policy.  As a result it has become a byword for corruption and inefficiency, with knock-
on effects on justice, welfare, and the economy.  The prime minister Manmohan Singh is a good 
and intelligent man but under these circumstances he is a lame duck.  However it may not be an 
entirely good thing if the BJP gets a majority, as its leader, Narendra Modi, has a reputation similar 
to Mussolini’s:  He can get the trains running on time but he is not above stirring-up intercommunal 
tensions when it suits him.  And in a place like India that could be very dangerous. 
 
Much love from Roger xxx 
 



 
Chief Justices Conference 2013 

 
Speech by Geeta Kingdon (draft) 

 
(To also include the usual protocol statements/greetings/acknowledgements) 
 
Why are we here?  What is the purpose of this gathering? 
 
In City Montessori School we are dedicated to instilling in our students the belief and vision that 
they are world citizens.  Among other things this means that our students should be actively 
concerned with and engaged in world affairs.  It is an obvious response to this active concern that 
we in CMS should look for reassurance that global problems are being addressed by global 
solutions, in particular, through the continual strengthening and improved functioning of the 
institutions of global governance.  In its 54-year history CMS has sought that reassurance in many 
different ways, with varying degrees of success.  But to date the greatest success and 
encouragement has been through this august gathering of the most eminent members of the 
judiciary from around the world.  Honourable judges, you are our last hope, and just by accepting 
our invitation to meet in Lucknow, again and again for many of you, you give us great hope.  And 
when you engage with us in discussing the global problems of the day, we feel that the results are 
light upon light.  You are actively helping to create a generation of optimistic, confident, informed 
world citizens who will have a significant part to play in making the world a better place to live.  In 
this I have no doubt. 
 
So, what are the global problems that we would like to discuss with you?  Over the next few days 
CMS students will take the stage and set out a number of key issues.  I do not want to pre-empt 
their presentations, so I will restrict my comments to what I think is the issue of greatest 
importance:  What is the system of global governance that is best suited to establishing world peace, 
justice, freedom, equality, and basic human rights for all?  This is not a new issue.  Indeed it is 
nearly two hundred years since the European powers met in the Congress of Vienna and agreed a 
system for avoiding war in Europe that was largely effective for the remainder of the century.  But 
in the end the conservative adherence to the status quo for which the Congress system was 
renowned finally broke down, and in the process it released such forces of destruction that the 
resulting conflict of 1914-18 was termed ‘The Great War’ and ‘The war to end all wars’.  Dogmatic 
inflexibility was no longer the solution, indeed it had become part of the problem.  And I see a 
similar problem with our current international system of the United Nations and its agencies.  I am 
not saying that these bodies are unfit for purpose and that we should do away with them.  Neither 
am I saying that individual nations, organisations or corporations should feel that they can operate 
outside the provisions of the UN Charter and international law, however imperfect.  Rather, what I 
am saying is that there must be a continual focus on strengthening the UN system and improving 
the functioning of its institutions.  Again, none of my comments here are at all original.  For 
example, during the 1955 first decade review of the UN Charter, the Bahai International 
Community set out the following vision for the next stage of development of the United Nations 
Organisation:  “A world Super-State in whose favour all the nations of the world will have ceded 
every claim to make war, certain rights to impose taxation and all rights to maintain armaments, 
except for the purposes of maintaining internal order within their respective dominions.  This State 
will have to include an International Executive adequate to enforce supreme and unchallengeable 
authority on every recalcitrant member of the Commonwealth;  a World Parliament whose members 
are elected by the peoples in their respective countries and whose election is confirmed by their 
respective governments;  a Supreme Tribunal whose judgement has a binding effect even in cases 
where the parties concerned have not voluntarily agreed to submit their case to its consideration.”  It 
is significant that none of these proposals contradict the framework of the UN Charter.  This is not 



calling for a regression to an earlier failed system, neither is it calling for a revolution to a 
completely untried system.  Rather it is calling for a gradual evolution to the next stage of 
international order.  It is also significant – and depressing – that this call for evolutionary reform has 
gone unheeded.  Subsequent attempts to raise this issue, most notably during the fiftieth anniversary 
of the UN Charter in 1995 and the Millennium Summit in 2000, also have made no headway.  We 
should not be disheartened, however.  Recent UN agreement on the handling of the crisis in Syria, 
and the first direct negotiations in 34 years between the United States of America and the Islamic 
Republic of Iran, present the international community with a precious but brief opportunity to 
further build world unity.  And at such a time it is the right and the duty of every world citizen – 
that’s all of us, in my view – to engage with this vitally important task.  So my appeal to everyone at 
this conference is as follows:  Engage with one another;  Discuss with one another;  Debate with 
one another;  Everyone focus on the task of improving global governance so that the world may be 
more peaceful, more just, more free, more equal, and more basic rights are established for more 
people;  And help to make world citizens of us all. 
 



 
Childrens Appeal 

By the 47,000 students of City Montessori School, Lucknow 
to the Chief Justices and Judges of the world 

assembled at their 14th International Conference, Lucknow, 11-17 December 2013 
 
WHEREAS, noting the recent unprecedented negotiations between the United States of America 
and Russia, initiated and conducted under the spotlight of the world’s media, in which the USA 
drew back from direct military engagement in Syria’s ruinous civil war, and the two nations agreed 
a joint approach to the crisis that directly invoked the authority and oversight of the United Nations; 
 
WHEREAS, noting that the subsequent opening of the 68th session of the General Assembly of the 
United Nations in New York on 17 September 2013 was followed by rare unanimity on the Security 
Council in agreeing a resolution to secure and destroy Syria’s stockpile of chemical weapons, and 
by the commencement of the first direct negotiations in 34 years between the USA and Iran; 
 
WHEREAS, in recognition of the significance of these recent events and the resulting precious but 
brief opportunity to further build world unity; 
 
WHEREAS, recalling the resolution of the 2012 World Judiciary Summit in Lucknow in which 
Chief Justices and Judges from 60 countries of the world urged “all the Heads of State and Heads of 
Government of the world, as representatives of the people of their respective countries, to urgently 
meet to form … a democratic World Parliament”; 
 
WHEREAS, in recognition of India’s historic role in promoting the liberty, equality and fraternity 
of nations through leading and participating in the United Nations, the Commonwealth of Nations, 
and the Non-Aligned Movement; 
 
WHEREAS, noting the recent appeal of City Montessori School Founder-Manager Dr Jagdish 
Gandhi to the Prime Minister of India in which he emphasised that “As the Head of Government of 
the world’s largest democracy and the custodian of (i) India’s culture and philosophy of Vasudhaiv 
Kutumbakam and (ii) the Constitution of India (including Article 51), and at such a crucial phase in 
humankind’s history, destiny has placed an enormous burden on you and the responsibility of 
initiating the process of calling a meeting of the Heads of Government of all the nations of the 
world as per the constitutional mandate of Article 51 of the Constitution of India, leading to the 
formation of a World Parliament, World Government and a World Court of Justice”; 
 
WE THE CHILDREN of City Montessori School, speaking for ourselves and as symbolic 
representatives of the two billion children of the world and the generations yet-to-be born, 
respectfully submit the following APPEAL to the honourable Chief Justices and Judges of the 
world assembled at the 14th International Conference, Lucknow, 11-17 December 2013, THAT 
they shall fully endorse Dr Gandhi’s call to the Prime Minister of India to convene a meeting of the 
Heads of Government of all the nations of the world with the aim of agreeing upon the principle, 
the means, and the timing, of collectively forming a World Parliament, World Government, and a 
World Court of Justice. 
 



15-Dec-13 
 
Dear Mum and Dad, 
 
All's well here.  We are mid-way through the Chief Justices Conference (CJC) and I am taking 
some time out.  It's gone pretty well so far - only one mortal hazard and two international incidents - 
so that's par for the course. 
 
The 'mortal hazard' occurred late on Friday night when, having safely seen the 125+ CJs back to 
their hotels in their VVIP cars (with red flashing lights on top and police escort), and just got off to 
sleep ourselves, Geeta received a phonecall to say that one of the CMS escorts had not arrived back 
home.  (Each CJ has a CMS teacher assigned to them to escort them around.  Most of these 'escorts' 
- unfortunate phrase! - are men, but some are women.  This missing escort was a woman and 
reputedly young and beautiful.)  It was suspected that the VVIP driver (lent with his car by the State 
Government) had abducted her and perhaps 'outraged her modesty' (a standard legal phrase used by 
all the newspapers here).  Cue much frantic middle-of-the-night phonecalling which eventually 
established that it was a false scare.  The supposed victim was tucked up safe and sound in her own 
bed, having taken her phone off the hook, oblivious to the fact that we had called out International 
Rescue. 
 
The first 'international incident' was in one of the parallel sessions where a panel of a half-dozen 
CJs each give a little talk on whatever they want to talk about to a roomful of 100+ CMS students, 
after which several students fire questions at the CJs machine-gun fashion.  (These students have 
been prepared for the task over the last couple of months by Geeta in a Sunday morning seminar.  
The students really know what they're talking about and they are quite fearsome!)  At the insistence 
of Chachaji (a superannuated senile delinquent who is the unpaid General Secretary of the CMS 
Management Board, 'Chachaji' is a title meaning Respected Uncle but he is no relative…), each of 
the parallel sessions has a chairman selected from the CJs, regardless of their ability to chair.  In one 
of the sessions Chachiji had chosen a judge from Lebanon to chair.  Unfortunately said judge could 
not communicate in anything other than poor French peppered with Arabic, which was beyond the 
skills of the translator we had there.  This meant that whenever he tried to do his job as chairman, 
like keeping each speech to time, there followed a lengthy interruption while everyone tried to work 
out what on earth he was on about.  So when the judge from Argentina (who only knew Spanish) 
was interrupted in his lengthy discourse for the umpteenth time by the chairman, he promptly 
walked out, followed by the Peruvian judge in solidarity.  Fortunately the CMS Principal present 
(who was the session 'Coordinator' and as such was responsible for trying to run the show behind-
the-scenes) prevailed upon the volatile South Americans that this was not the way to behave in front 
of children, particularly when you have just been preaching about world peace, so they returned to 
the seminar room whereupon they were toasted alive by Geeta's little darlings.  But all was well at 
the end because the 'little darlings' charmed the CJs by mobbing them with demands for autographs, 
group photos, business cards, and future employment.  More of the same today, I expect. 
 
The second 'international incident' was last night when there was a dinner at the Taj Hotel hosted by 
the Uttar Pradesh Chief Minister Akhilesh Yadav in honour of the CJs.  This was complicated by 
several factors:  (i) The presence of the CJC chief guest, the President of Mauritius, who as a head 
of state outranked everyone there, including Yadav;  (ii) The presence of a whole bunch of 
Lucknow High Court judges, a complete rabble who took all the best seats and mobbed Yadav to 
the extent that wherever he went he was completely surrounded by a human shield of a dozen or 
more of them;  (iii) Although Yadav was down as the 'host' of the dinner, in fact it was yet another 
CMS function;  (iv) Oh, I won't go on!  Suffice it to say that the President of Mauritius clearly 
didn't appreciate the noble tradition of the 'Lucknow squeeze', and most of the CJs also were left 
bemused/insulted by this exposure to the 'real India'.  On the subject of which, please see below the 



text of a welcome speech that Geeta asked me to draft.  Needless to say, she didn't use any of the 
second half of it! 
 
This morning we had another March for World Peace (which, like before, was more like a prisoner-
of-war death shuffle), and then we resumed in the auditorium for the scheduled programme of talks.  
Imagine my surprise when instead my father-in-law grabs the mike and embarks on his all-
encompassing description of the world today and all its problems and all their solutions.  Having 
heard all this many times before, I scarpered.  To help him make his point Mr Gandhi has an 
enormous chart, from which he reads out just about every word and item of punctuation.  The 
attached diagram is about 1/8 of that chart, it gives you a pretty good idea of the whole.  If he reads 
it fast he can get through it in about an hour and a half. 
 
Oh, I feel so much better now I've got that off my chest!  In any case Geeta has just called me back 
to the conference, so I'd better go. 
 
Much love from Roger xxx 
 



 
Chief Justices’ Conference 2013 

 
Draft welcome speech 

 
Geeta Kingdon 

 
Your Honours, ladies and gentlemen, 
 
It is with great pleasure that I welcome you to Lucknow.  This city is the state capital of Uttar 
Pradesh, which with 200 million people has the biggest population of any Indian state.  If it were an 
independent country Uttar Pradesh would be sixth largest in the world by population;  the fifty-
seventh largest in the world by Gross Domestic Product;  and the seventy-ninth largest in the world 
by land area.  It is a largely rural state with an official literacy rate of 79% for men and 59% for 
women.  Lucknow itself is a city of some 4.8 million souls, about three times what it was thirty 
years ago.  But this rapid population growth is more a reflection of the burgeoning state population 
and a shortage of gainful employment elsewhere, than because Lucknow is a vibrant hub of industry 
or commerce.  On the contrary, the rapid economic development experienced by cities like 
Mumbai, Delhi and Bangalore seems to have passed us by, and Lucknow remains something of an 
provincial backwater.  But in that sense Lucknow is perfectly representative of the ‘true’ India that 
many visitors yearn to discover.  And you will see it here, all around:  the wealth and the poverty, 
the graceful and the gaudy, the inhumane and the sacred, all together in once place and one time.  I 
can tell you, from my own experience, that this jumble of experiences can easily leave a visitor 
completely confused, sometimes loving this place, sometimes hating it, and sometimes loving and 
hating it all at the same time.  I predict that in years to come you will look back on your visit to 
Lucknow and recall the words of Charles Dickens in A Tale of Two Cities:  “It was the best of 
times, it was the worst of times, it was the age of wisdom, it was the age of foolishness, it was the 
epoch of belief, it was the epoch of incredulity, it was the season of Light, it was the season of 
Darkness, it was the spring of hope, it was the winter of despair, we had everything before us, we 
had nothing before us, we were all going direct to heaven, we were all going direct the other way”.  
How you respond to this experience is, of course, up to you.  My advice is that you allow yourself 
to be immersed in the experience, but that you try to hold back from thinking that you can do 
anything to improve the situation here.  It is what it is.  So, with these words of encouragement and 
warning, I would like to thank you for accepting our invitation to come here for these few days, and 
to request that you accept our apologies in advance for our shortcomings.  Our shortcomings may 
be many but our intention is pure, that is, to receive you as honoured guests to our home.  Welcome 
to Lucknow. 
 



 
 
 


