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I trust this update finds you and 

your near & dear ones in good 

health & spirits.

An update was felt necessary at this 

point of time, because there are a 

fair amount of things happening 

in the Club, despite being in the 

‘Lockdown’ state.

1. Re-opening of the Club. The first is 

the partial re-opening of the Club. 

This will ensure we gradually get 

back on our feet, in more ways 

than one and start functioning, in 

From the 
President’s desk
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order to facilitate the requirements 

of our Members & thus, the Club. 

I would just request you all to be 

a little cautious & take all safety 

precautions as you begin using 

the facilities, so that you and your 

families remain protected from 

this dreadful pandemic we are 

faced with.

2. Appeal IN NCLAT. The Union of 

India as well as we (The Club) 

submitted our Appeals in the 

NCLAT and on 15 July, the H’ble 

Court set the date of 13 Aug 2020, 

for hearing of the Appeals. After 

discussions with our Lawyers, 

the Legal Sub-Committee has 

recommended that we hire a 

second senior lawyer, to further 

strengthen our representation in 

the NCLAT. The names of suitable 

lawyers, as recommended by the 

Legal SC as well as by other Club 

Members, is being discussed in the 

GC, through email, as we speak.

3. Clearance for New Aqua Complex 

from NDMC. The case for 

Clearance of the New Swimming 

Pool (Aqua) Complex by the 

NDMC, has been taken up in 

real earnest. This being a long 

outstanding case, we, along with 

the architect, are pursuing this to 

achieve closure.

4. Show-Cause Notice to the 

Secretary. The GC had received 

a large number of complaints 

against Col Ashish Khanna, our 

Secretary, regarding instances of 

his impropriety, indiscretions & 

dis-respectful behaviour, which 

was un-becoming of a Gymkhana 

Club Secretary, from various GC & 

Club Members. At the GC Meeting 

of 20 July 2020, it was decided to 

issue a ‘Show-Cause-Notice’ to 

the Secretary, and study his reply 

to it, prior to taking appropriate 

action. Having been drafted by the 

Legal Sub-Committee, it is being 

served to the Secretary shortly. 

Meanwhile, the Secretary has 

been relieved of his duties & asked 

to refrain from the Club premises 
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till the outcome of the process. 

Col Vikram Kapoor is currently 

officiating as the Secretary, till a 

decision is taken.

5. Staff Curtailment. As mentioned 

earlier, curtailment & reduction 

of staff, which I had mentioned 

earlier, was again discussed in the 

GC Meeting of 20 July and is under 

way. This would be beneficial to 

the Club.

6. Resignation of GC Member. It is 

with a deep sense of regret, that 

I have to intimate the resignation 

of our Library SC Chairperson & 

Editor of our ‘Club Life’, Sunita 

Trivedi. The reason given by 

her for doing so is the vitiated 

atmosphere within the GC & the 

un-savoury exchanges on email/

Social Media between the GC 

Members. It is sad, that we are 

unable to restrain ourselves in the 

face of personal self-importance 

& agenda, but this is truly a huge 

loss for the GC and in fact, the 

Club.

7. In fact, I would like to take this 

a step further; since we received 

the Petition on 22 March this year, 

the dynamics of the Club seem 

to have taken a huge hit. Vitriolic 

campaigns have been launched on 

all forms of social media by some 

members against other members, 

based purely on personal/group 

agendas & probably exacerbated 

by the effect of isolation enforced 

by the Coronavirus lockdown. 

The very essence of the “Club”, 

of peaceful coexistence, 

camaraderie, of sharing views 

& discussing issues in good-

humour & with propriety, seems 

to have been damaged by a selfish 

few, for who a self-important & 

self-satisfying end-state is more 

important than the best interests 

of the Club. As I have mentioned 

earlier, with such vilifying 

statements having been made 

over public forums, it worries 

me that we may have gone a bit 

too far. I would hence request all 

our members, once again, to take 

a step back, control the urge to 

lash out on social media & unite 

with only ONE Agenda: the best 

interests & survival of the Club. 

Everything else can be settled 

over time.

With Best wishes, as always,
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CSR duRing Covid-19
During the Covid-19 Pandemic the Club donated dry ration and vegetables to Gurudwara on 16th June 2020  

as gesture towards Corporate Social Responsibility.
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ReminiSCenCeS

Television was introduced in India in 1959 with 
experimental telecasts in Delhi. It was a momentous 
occasion back then with the nation advancing from 

radio broadcasts to broadcasts through a visual medium. The 
first teaching lessons in India through this new medium were 
introduced around a couple of years later, in collaboration with 
Ford Foundation. And, as far as I am able to recollect after more 
than half a century since then, it was my lesson ‘Solitary Reaper’ 
by William Wordsworth, which was the first English lesson to 
be telecast. Thus, I had the honour of being the first teacher 
on Indian television, in my subject, almost six decades ago !  
My first telecast received much appreciation and compliments 
from all quarters including prominent educationists in Delhi, 
making me feel like a celebrity ! With the subsequent telecasts, 
I started receiving letters and postcards from students, posted 
to me at the All India Radio/Television address, complimenting 
me on my teaching.

If I remember correctly, it was sometime around 1960 when, 
having moved to Delhi from Banaras a year ago, I came across 
a newspaper advertisement looking for teachers to teach 
through television. I had done my Masters in English Literature 
from BHU, followed by a Bachelors in Education, also from 
BHU, wherein, my main subject was English. Thereafter, I had 
joined The Krishnamurti Foundation India, at Banaras to teach 
English to college students, from where I was nominated by 
the college principal to attend a course on ‘Teaching English 
as a Second Language’, at the Central Pedagogical Institute, 
Allahabad. With all these qualifications in my bag, I thought I 
was well qualified to apply for this exciting new national project 
to teach through the medium of visual broadcasting which 
had just been introduced in the country. Therefore, I applied 
in response to the advertisement. Later, I heard that there 
were about 300 applicants in that initial round, from which 
18, including me, were selected after a written test. All the 18 
then went through a screen test. 3 teachers were selected from 
the screen test in that round out of the 18, one for teaching 
English to senior classes, another for teaching English to junior 
classes, and a third teacher, for another subject. I was selected 
to teach English to the senior classes. Must say, initially it was 
challenging to teach in a television studio staring at a wall 
and a camera, and imagining that one is teaching a class full 
of students, as compared to teaching college or high school 
students by being in their midst in the classroom ! But, one got 
used to it soon and enjoyed the new experience.  

After the first telecast, I 
was pleasantly surprised 
to see my photograph 
in the newspaper along 
with an article on the 
telecast. It was evident 
that education through 
television was being 
given a lot of importance 
by all concerned. The 
lessons on television 
were followed by an 
invitation to participate in a panel discussion 
with educationists from Ford Foundation and 
British Council, at Vigyan Bhawan. Later, during 
the course of the teaching programme through 
television, we were invited for tea by the then 
Vice-President of India, Dr.Zakir Hussain, and also 
by the then US Ambassador to India and his wife 
(if memory serves me right, it was Ambassador & 
Mrs.Galbraith), 

The preparation for the teaching programme 
and the English lessons for television happened 
over a long period of time, in collaboration with 
British Council and the Director of Education. 
I recall working with Professor Yore at British 
Council to prepare the lessons. In those days, 
British Council used to be housed at AIFACS Hall 
on Rafi Marg, which was in proximity to the All 
India Radio (AIR) campus on Parliament Street, 
which housed the television studio. I had to 
frequently shuttle between AIR, British Council, 
and the Old Secretariat to prepare the lessons for 
the telecasts. 

Now, old and grey, but with a zest for life which 
is in variance with my age, I look back fondly 
at my pioneering involvement with educational 
television in India, during those wonderful, 
youthful days in Delhi, and recall Wordsworth... 
‘Bliss was it in that dawn to be alive, but to be 
young was very heaven’. 

Kamala Lall 
L-1950
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This Article is inspired 
by a book that I read in 

November 2019, that traces 
the history of Vande Mataram, 
at the time, this was a slogan 
associated with the CAA-
NRC protests that raged in 
the national capital. I did not 
at the time fully understand 
the controversy as a result, I turned to this short, 
informative read Vande Mataram: The Biography 
of a Song by Sabyasachi Bhattacharya, that 
gave me the necessary insight, further fuelled 
my interest in the song as a piece of Music. I 
approached this song as a form of Protest music, 
against colonial forces. This hypothesis was 
aided by the first and second parts of this book, 

that contextualised its roots in the Anand math as 
a uniting force for tribes to fight  against foreign 
oppressors. He then traced its role in the spread 
of the nationalist movement. 

The History of the Song Vande Mataram. In the 
Introduction, the author states that it is his effort 
to trace the history of the Poem that has been 
adopted as the National Song of the Nation, rather 
than as a political slogan used to garner support. 
Bankim Chandra Chattopadhyay elaborates the 
conditions of the exploited forest dwellers. 

Therefore, he says the forest is their motherland, 
for which they are willing to do anything. Under 

the conditions colonialism, this poem was made a song and 
widely sung and published along side images of ‘ Bharat Mata’, 
a common nationalist imagery at the time. This was first sung 
by Rabindranath Tagore and given a tune by Mr. Jadunath 
Bhattacharya.

This can be said to be one of the earliest forms of War and 
Protest music’ in the field of Social Musicology as explained by 
Sociologist Theodore Adorno and Christopher Small. 

The traditional   rendition of Vande Mataram is set in Raga Des, 
a slow languorous Raga that is often used in songs to praise the 
nation and its people. This Raga is associated with the Shanta 
Rasa (peaceful mood) in  the   Khamaj Thaat which is defined by 
the use of Flat ( Komal) Nishad (Ni) this note adds a depressed 
and serious mood. Therefore, this is a raga associated with the 
night, that is also the time when India gained independence 
from 200 years of colonisation, further, the sorrow in the Raga 
is representative of the grief of Partition, the uprooted and lost 
lives of lakhs. Thus, this rendition was adopted as the official 
version of the song. As the song was adapted for the silver 
screen, music directors looked for a more inspiring version of the 
iconic song. This was the reason the song was composed in Raga 
Bhairav, a raga associated with sacrifice, renunciation therefore 
belonging to the Vir Rasa (brave mood). The mood of this raga 
is created with the insertion of a Flat (Komal) Rishabh (re) 
and Sharp (teevre)  Madhayama (Ma). This version of the song 
inspires people to fight and inspires action while maintaining a 
sober mood in the Raga. The mood remains sober due to the Flat 
Rishabh that is due to  its serious nature, the Sharp Madhayama, 
is anxious thus, this creates the energy and suspense in the 
music. When revived, many years later by Music Composer AR 
Rehman in a contemporary version of the song that is a synthesis 
of the traditional, Bollywood, jazz and pop beats. 

In the second part, the author described the effect it had on 
people, the popularity of the freedom struggle then spread 
to all segments of society and the song  had been used as a 
force to unite rather than divide people. India is a diverse and 
Polytheistic country; this implies that communal feelings are 
strong and may easily be roused. Therefore, this slogan has 
been mired in controversy for most of the 21st century.

Aparna Joshi 
(U-0997 D1) 

D/o Shobha & Vibhas Joshi 

vande maTaRam
a foRCe To uniTe, noT divide
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SaniTizaTion on  
14Th & 15Th june

Sonalika has been reaching out in every possible way to help 
our citizens during the global pandemic. 

Not just our teams, but also our Sonalika and Solis Tractors 
have been waging war against the novel coronavirus. 

To prevent spread and contamination of this deadly disease, 
disinfectant has been sprayed in many areas of Delhi with 
*Sonalika Tractor Mounted Boom sprayer specially developed 
by our engineers during the lockdown*

We shall take every necessary step in strengthening the society 
to fight against COVID-19.
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an aneCdoTe fRom  
The good ol fauji dayS

I  would bracket myself  
to the risk taking lot..

unfortunately times have 
changed and the present lot 
are more of chocolate  sissys 
always going by the book

RISK TAKING WARRIORS.. 

A story that can now be told 
since both protagonists reside in the heavens 
above. A story about how the ability to take risk 
evolves in military life. From a  “Ganna”  raid at 
NDA to so many others as youngsters.

1. This one dates back to the late 80s of 2 
brothers. One posted as flight commander of a 
transport squadron of the Indian 
Air Force at Chhabua (Assam) and 
the younger as Ground Liaison 
Officer (GLO) of the Indian Army 
at Tejpur (Assam). The GLO was 
attending a ground- air exercise 
at Bhorjhar airfield in Guwahati 
when on a Friday afternoon he 
ran into his elder brother who was 
on a ferry flight to Delhi. Since 
it was the weekend, the pilot 
suggested to junior that he come 
along to Delhi as they would be 
back by Monday morning. Junior 
made some calls, signed a blank 
leave application form and was all set to take the 
flight to Delhi. The GL Section  Willys Jeep came 
to the tarmac to drop the GLO, seeing which the 
flight commander suggested that they take the 
jeep along for mobility in Delhi. So the jeep was 
loaded on board, landed at Delhi and driven to 
DSOI Club in Delhi cantt for an evening by the 
two bachelors. Thoughtfully, the driver was sent 
on a weeks leave home in Punjab with a promised  
flight back to Guwahati on the Monday after his 
leave. Driving back in the wee hours the jeep 
accidentally hit into another service 1 ton and the 
jeeps Big Arrow  ( BA ) Number was noted by the 

1ton driver, a CMP report was initiated. 

2. In the meanwhile, the jeep dented and painted on Sunday 
and flown back to Bhorjhar on Monday. The brothers dispersed, 
senior with his aircraft and junior his jeep, to their respective 
duties. The brush with the 1 ton in Delhi long forgotten

3. However, the military police had not given up on the accident. 
Unable to trace the jeep locally, they accessed the vehicle issue 
data bank to find the the jeep with that BA number was in sevice 
in the Eastern Command. Many months later a report on the 
matter was reffered to HQ Eastern Comd. The query about the 
whereabouts of the Jeep on the specified date of the accident 
went down the successive military chain till it reached the table 
of the GLO.  The GLO confirmed that the said jeep on said date 
was on training duty at  the Borjhar airfield. This confirmation 
went up the chain back to Delhi.

4.The final verdict was that the 1 Ton driver had either got the 
number wrong or was drunk. And the case was closed !

The brothers had the last laugh. I knew them both closely, 
they were a merry lot. Bold, aggresive with propensity to take 
calculated risk,  a battle winning factor.

The GLO was a batchmate and a dear friend. The elder popularly 
called “ Peter scot” in IAF circles.

Unfortunately, both risk takers are in the heavens above.

Maj S K Yadav 
P3719
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In the post-cold war scenario, 
regional cooperation in trade 

emerged as one of the most 
important realities of the Asia-
Pacific region.

India, along with four other 
Asian countries – Bangladesh, 
Republic of Korea, Laos and Sri 
Lanka took the initiative, under the aegis of the 
United Nations Economic and Social Commission 
(UN-ESCAP) to negotiate the Asian region’s 
multi-member trade agreement leading to the 
establishment of the “First Agreement on Trade 
Negotiations Among the Developing member-
countries of UN-ESCAP” in 1975, also known as the 
Bangkok Agreement.

Consensus was built among the 5 original 
negotiating countries after several rounds of 
meetings between their delegations consisting of 
the representatives of their respective Ministries of 
Commerce, External Affairs, Finance, Petroleum, 
Chemical, Shipping and Transport on exchange 
of tariff concession on items of trade concerning 
them.

I represented the nodal Ministry of Commerce 
(Foreign Trade Division) and was tasked with co-
ordination of representation by the inter-ministerial 
teams as required for the ensuing negotiation in the 
various meetings held between 1973-75.

The Bangkok Agreement’s aim is to promote inter-
regional trade through the exchange of mutually 
agreed tariff measures and move forward to 
liberalization in investments, services, other trades 
facilitation in the region.

Consequent to these negotiations, the Bangkok 
Agreement emerged as the first Preferential 
Trade Agreement (PTA) of the region. It is the 
only Preferential Trade Agreement that links East 
and South Asia as well as the two most populous 
countries in the world, India and China which 
acceded to it in 2001.

Bangkok Agreement, now renamed as Asia-
Pacific Trade Agreement (APTA) aims to promote 
economic development of its member countries 

through the adoption of mutually beneficial trade liberalization 
measures that contribute to regional trade expansion and 
economic co-operation.

It initially focused on tariff concessions on merchandise trade. 
It has now moved forward to negotiating trade liberalization in 
Investment, Services, Trade Facilitation and working towards 
improving the economies of the member countries.

The two year long negotiations culminated in the consensus 
reached among the negotiating member countries in the 
penultimate round of negotiations.

The UN-ESCAP organized a formal ceremony attended by the 
diplomatic representatives of all member countries stationed

in Bangkok and Thai dignitaries on 31st July, 1975 at its 
Headquarters in Sala Santhitham, Bangkok.

The representatives of the five original negotiating countries : 
India, Bangladesh, Laos, Korea and Sri Lanka signed the historic 
Bangkok Agreement.

I had the privilege to represent India at the historic Signing 
Ceremony as the Chief Negotiator and Signatory to the Bangkok 
Agreement, along with the Ministers and Plenipotentiaries of the 
other four original negotiating countries on 31st July, 1975.

The Government of India duly ratified the Bangkok Agreement and 
India’s Instrument of Accession signed by the Hon’ble President of 
India, Shri Fakhruddin Ahmed was formally presented by me at 
the next Annual Session of UN-ESCAP.

R K Puri 
Membership No. : P-1228

aSia’S fiRST Regional TRade agReemenT

Left : H.E. Mr. J.P.B. Maramis, Executive Secretary - ESCAP  
Centre : R. K. Puri signatory for India 
Right : Mr. Prof Amaranand, Chief of Trade Division - ESCAP
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Around two years before 
my retirement from the 

Indian Railway service, I 

was selected to head a team 

of 1500 Railway men to 

operate the Baghdad Al Qaim 

Akashaat standard Gauge 

Railway line recently built in 

Iraq by Brazilian Contractors. 

This turned out to be the riskiest assignment of 

my life. A minor war had broken out between 

Iraq and Iran over exploitation of oil deposits 

on the Kuwait border, and Scud missiles were 

being exchanged between the two countries. On 

learning this I tried to delay my departure, but I 

was ordered to proceed to Baghdad at once in 

Feb 1988 with a few officers, with the remaining 

team to follow in a fortnight. 

I flew to Baghdad and on the first night put up in a 

rest house run by IRCON. That night there was a 

loud explosion which shook up everybody. In the 

morning I learned that a Scud missile had landed 

within 100 yards of the rest house. As per orders 

of Saddam Hussein, wherever such a missile 

landed, the resulting crater, 50-60 feet wide, had 

to be shut out from public view by erecting a 

10-foot-high CI sheet fencing around it overnight 

to avoid panic. This had been done by the time 

I went to see it. Later that day, I reported in the 

Railway Head Quarters to the Director General 

of Iraq Railways. He authorised setting up of a 

large prefabricated temporary office adjoining 

the Railway Head Quarter Building. Till this was 

ready, I was allotted a room in the Head Quarters 

Building and I started work. 

As per standard practice on Indian Railways, I made a programme 
immediately to go along with Iraqi railway Officers to inspect 
the whole section to be taken over, Baghdad - AlQaim 400 Kms 
and Al Qaim - Akashaat 150 Kms by rail. We left altogether in a 
Saloon with me keenly observing all railway features enroute. 
The Baghdad Al Qaim line was built, capable of handling speeds 
up to 200 Kms an hour. The passenger coaches and locomotives, 
though of contemporary European manufacture, were in poor 
shape due to neglected maintenance. 

Akashaat was at an altitude about 1600 m higher than Al 
Qaim. Huge deposits of rock phosphate were being mined 
and transported down from there in 4 train loads per day to 
feed a large heavily guarded factory in Al Qaim, reported to 
be manufacturing fertilisers. Very strict security arrangements 
were enforced with uniformed armed guards everywhere. Even 
a plane wanting to bomb this plant could not easily reach near 
it due to very tall pylons erected all around and connected to 
each other by wires to intercept it. 

From Akashaat to Al Qaim the Railway line lay on a steep and 
continuous gradient of 1 in 60 extending over 100 kms. Just 
before Al Qaim, the line passed over a sharp curve before 
entering the Railway yard. On the outer side of this curve, I 
noticed 3 or 4 goods trains lying capsized and smashed 50 - 60 
yards away. Though my escorts did not mention it, I realised 
that the breaks of the loaded trains coming down this very 
long steep gradient were not able to control the trains and they 
overturned while rounding the curve at speed. Iraqi drivers 
were clearly not able to handle this movement safely. 

The Al Qaim factory was reported to be vital for Iraq’s defence 
requirements in some manner. I sensed that this was the main 
reason for their asking for a team from the Indian Railways to 
operate this line. This clearly was the crucial problem I would 
have to tackle and immediately. 

I took over the whole section after our inspection trip and 
returned to Akashaat the next day and travelled from Akashaat 
to Al Qaim in an engine driven by a good Indian driver to review 
things for myself. To control the train speed very strictly while 
moving down the slope to avoid overturning on the curve, I 
laid down strict speed restrictions for all movements over this 
section with a stop dead restriction at Akashaat signal and 
ordered that only handpicked Indian drivers would work trains 
on this section. No Iraqi driver was to be allowed on this run; 
they would handle train movements only inside Al Qaim yard. 
These orders were enforced with immediate effect. 

The Director General of Iraq railways was Mohammed Yunus 

Iraq
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Al Ahmad a cousin of Sadaam Hussain and one of his look 

alikes. To get better acquainted with him was difficult because 

Mohammed Yunus could not speak English (though he could 

understand) and I could not speak Arabic. We had to use his 

PA as an interpreter. This inhibited me from discussing many 

confidential matters with the DG. 

The Iraqis are crazy about speed. Roads in Iraq were generally 

very well constructed. The minimum permissible speed was 

110 Kms an hour. I normally cruised at 180 kms per hour in my 

Nissan Cedric car. Even at this speed Iraqis often overtook me 

on the road in their favourite Toyota super saloons. Coming 

suddenly across a moving sand dune blocking the road was a 

constant hazard while travelling between cities at high speed. 

Mohammed Yunus wanted me to run passenger trains between 

Baghdad and Al Qaim at 150 Kms per hour. But the bearings 

of the coaches were worn out and started getting red hot even 

at 100 kms per hour. Our carriage and wagon staff were very 

cautious and began detaching the coaches with heated bearings 

which could not be replaced because imports were banned. We 

had no option but to detach and stable the coaches one by one. 

The length of the trains became shorter and shorter and this 

annoyed the DG. I refused to allow speeds exceeding 100 km 

per hour unless all bearings were replaced. 

During the period I was in Iraq, conscription was enforced. 

One could not see a single hale and hearty Iraqi male anywhere 

except some in military uniform. Any male visible would be a 

cripple with some limbs missing or on a wheelchair. Women 

ran the grocery stores and did all the farming on beautiful 

gardens along the Euphrates and Tigris rivers. But it was said 

that if any woman young or old was hungry and did not have 

any food at home, she could directly ring up Saddam Hussein, 

and a car bringing a box full of food including chicken would 

certainly be delivered at her house within two hours. And 

Saddam Hussein’s telephone number was readily available to 

all Iraqis. 

Iraqi people were secular and there was no sign of discrimination 

based on religion. Indians were treated with a 
lot of respect. An old Gurudwara existed in a 
prominent location in Baghdad Railway yard. 
My own PA who was a sardar used to sing the 
Gurbani in this Gurudwara every week. Iraq 
was perhaps the only Arab country which freely 
permitted alcohol. A row of whiskey bottles of 
various makes could be seen in all grocery stores. 

The best hotel in Baghdad was Hotel Al Rashid. 
It was the equivalent of Oberoi Hotel in South 
Delhi and was frequented by the elite. Royal 
visitors, Heads of State, etc, were all put up in 
this hotel exclusively. A strange sight which no 
one could miss was a portrait of George Bush 
Senior, former President of the USA, under the 
foot mat at the entrance of Al Rashid Hotel. All 
visitors to the hotel had to step on the face of 
George Bush Sr to enter the Hotel. No one talked 
about this, but there was an American Counsel in 
Baghdad who would certainly have conveyed this 
to George Bush Jr, the then US President. This 
was a provocation which I feel sure by hindsight 
was a major cause of the vengeance that the USA 
later wrecked on Iraq. 

Towards the end of the second year of my tenure, 
the DG suddenly terminated our contract, cutting 
it short from 4 years to 2 years, and told me to 
send back our team. This came as a big shock. I 
feared that I had failed to get on with the Iraqis 
and so we lost this Project. This would be a 
terrible blot at the fag end of my railway career. 
But the DG continued to be very good to me. He 
told me I should be the last man to leave Baghdad 
and invited me to his home in Mosul to spend a 
weekend with him. It was a very pleasant visit 
including a feast in his house. We ate excellent 

continued on page 14
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In the ever-so-rapidly-changing business 
scenario, over the last 3 decades, we are 
living in a world virtually without any 

geographical borders. Even for the old economy, 

brick & mortar enterprises, one can source almost 

all inputs – finance, technology, managerial 

manpower, raw materials, plant & machinery – 

from anywhere in the world. So, how does one 

ensure a differentiator and a competitive edge 

over rivals? 

For those used to the advantages of securing a 

‘license/permit’ from the now defunct DGTD 

(Directorate General of Technical Development) 

was itself ‘more than half the job done’. The 

Maharajas – even the lowly Development Officers 

– sitting in that dreaded department in New 

Delhi’s Udyog Bhawan, were capable of either 

rewarding you with the highly prized ‘license’ 

or rejecting your application outright and 

demolishing all your dreams with a stroke of their 

mighty pen. In that era, the government decided 

everything – product range and it’s specifications, 

the quantity you could manufacture (yes, there 

were penalties for producing more than what 

your license permitted), source of technology, 

royalty you could pay, location of the plant…..

at times even the prices you would sell at! The 

‘license’ meant everything. You could remain the 

sole manufacturer of a product in the country for 

years, indeed decades. We all know of Hindustan 

Motors and Premier Automobiles being the only 

manufacturers of the fancied Ambassador and 

Fiat Cars or Parle the only party making biscuits 

or Amul being the sole cheese supplier. We have 

also heard folk-lore of the great Dhirubhai Ambani 

personally frequenting the high priests – and even 

the low clerks - of Udyog Bhavan, sharing tea with 

them in chipped cups, his flunkies quietly slipping 

small currency notes into the ever ready hands of 

peons & lift operators – without whose help your 

visiting card wouldn’t even reach the concerned 

officer’s desk -  and getting away with several 

monopoly licenses. Anyway, thankfully, come 

1991 and the brave government of PM Narsimha 

Rao – ably assisted by his FM Manmohan Singh 

liSTen To youR CuSTomeRS
– put an end to all that and started 
the process of India becoming a free-
market economy.

Allow me to repeat my question “How 
do you now ensure a competitive edge?”

To my mind, in this totally transformed 
milieu, one differentiator still remains 
and that is ‘Customer Service’. This 
is an age old function. Right from the 
time people started doing business and 
manufacturing goods or providing services, ‘Customer Service’ 
has always been an important input; and in today’s situation, 
it occupies an even more pre-eminent position for success, 
over everything else – cheapest raw materials, best technology, 
production efficiencies, economies of scale, plant location, 
less expensive funds, finest human resources etc. – this is one 
factor that can make or ruin your business. This factor alone 
plays, arguably, the biggest role in building your ‘brand equity’, 
making your business more robust and deciding your success 
or failure. Even though it is an age old function, companies 
have refined ‘customer service’ and made it a fine art. I can best 
illustrate this by recounting an old story – which has been on 
the net for very long – and another personal experience. First 
the story from the net:

 A CAr AllergiC to VAnillA iCe CreAm 
This is a real story that happened between a customer of 
General Motors (GM) and its Customer Care Executive. A 
complaint was received by the Pontiac Division of GM. “This is 
the second time I am writing to you, and I don’t blame you for 
not answering, because I sounded crazy. But it is a fact that we 
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have a tradition in the family of having ice cream for dessert 
after dinner each night. The kind of ice cream varies, so every 
night, after we have eaten, the whole family votes on which 
kind we should have and I drive down to the store to get it. It 
is also a fact that recently I purchased a new Pontiac and since 
then my trips to the store have created a problem. You see, 
every time I buy vanilla ice cream, when I start back from the 
store my car won’t start. If I get any other kind of ice cream, the 
car starts just fine. I want you to know I’m serious about this 
question, no matter how silly it sounds”.

The Pontiac president was understandably skeptical about the 
letter “what is there about a Pontiac that makes it not start 
when the guy gets vanilla and is easy to start when he buys any 
other kind of ice cream?”; nevertheless he sent an engineer to 
check it out anyway. Our man was surprised to be greeted by 
an apparently well educated and successful man in in a fine 
neighborhood. He had arranged to meet the complainant just 
after dinnertime, so the two hopped into the car and drove to 
the ice cream store. It was vanilla ice cream that night and  after 
they came back to the car, sure enough, it wouldn’t start! The 
engineer returned for three more nights. The first night, they 
got chocolate. The car started without any problem. Second 
night, he got strawberry, again no problem. The third night, it 
was vanilla and – hold your breath – the car failed to start!

Now, the engineer, being a logical man, refused to believe that 
this man’s car was “allergic to vanilla ice cream”. He arranged, 
therefore, to continue his visits for as long as it took to solve 
the problem. And towards this end he began to take notes: he 
jotted down all sorts of data: time of the day, type of gas filled 
by the car owner, time to drive back and forth etc. In a short 
time, he had a clue: the man took less time to buy vanilla than 
any other flavor. Why? The answer was in the layout of the 
store. Vanilla being the most popular flavor, was in a separate 
freezer cabinet at the front of the store for quick pickup. All the 
other flavours were kept in the back of the store at a different 
counter where it took considerably longer to check out. Now, 
the question for the engineer was ‘why the car wouldn’t start 
when it took less time. Eureka – Time was now the problem, 
not the flavor, not the vanilla ice cream!

The engineer quickly came up with the answer: “vapour lock”. 
It was happening every night; but the extra time taken to get 
the other flavours allowed the engine to cool down sufficiently 
to start. When the man got vanilla, the engine was still too hot 
for the vapour lock to dissipate.

Remember; Even crazy sounding problems are sometimes 
real and all problems seem to be simple only when we find 
the solution with cool & logical thinking. Don’t ever say 

“IMPOSSIBLE” without putting in a sincere 
effort. To use a clichéd approach, observe the 
word “IMPOSSIBLE” carefully…looking closer 
you might see I’M POSSIBLE. What really matters 
is your attitude and your perception. 

And, now, An unforgettAble 
personAl experienCe.  
I think it was mid or late nineteen eighties. I 
had planned one of my many business trips to 
Copenhagen. Being a loyal SAS traveller, I used 
to stay in their centrally located hotel called SAS 
Royal. This time too I asked my travel agent to 
book me the same. Now, it so happened that my 
work in Moscow finished a day earlier than the 
schedule and I decided to reach Copenhagen 
one day before my reservations at the hotel. As 
I couldn’t get through to the hotel, I took the 
precaution of calling my friend – the then Indian 
ambassador to Denmark – and requested him to 
ask his secretary to advance my booking. As I 
came out of the airport, I was quite surprised to 
find ‘His Excellency’ himself there to receive me! 
Anyway, we got into his car and I soon learnt the 
reason for this special favour. There was a major 
global conference of surgeons in Copenhagen 
and every single room in every hotel was taken. 
My friend offered me three choices (a) I could 
sleep on the sofa in his office – he couldn’t invite 
me home because their guest room was already 
occupied (b) take the short ferry ride to Malmo 
in Sweden (c) stay at a small suburban hotel in 
Klampenborg, half an hour drive from the city. 
So, after dinner, he dropped me at this little place 
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which had only one night clerk on duty who didn’t understand 
or speak English! If I needed anything, I had to ask before my 
friend left or wait till next morning. I was, in any case, ready to 
hit the sack so thanked him and let him go.

The room was minimalist but seemed clean and comfortable. 
As I sat on the bed, the damned mattress just sank. Apparently it 
was a spring bed – something that I can never sleep on without 
getting a bad backache. I tried to pull the mattress down on the 
floor but it was too heavy or may be somehow strapped to the 
bed. Left with no option, I walked over to the reception desk 
where the young man was engrossed in a book. I motioned to 
him to follow me to the room – which he did without fuss – and 
showed him how the mattress was sinking, then pointed to my 
back and made a motion to pull down the mattress. The guy 
raised his hand, asking me to wait. I was wondering what was 
he planning to do till I saw him coming back with a large screw 
driver and the key to an empty room nearby. I watched in awe 
as my good man proceeded to unscrew all the 40 screws on the 
five hinges on the door, picked up the door shutter, carried it to 
my room, lifted  the mattress, put the spare door shutter on top 
of the steel frame that housed the springs, then the mattress 
on top, pushed down the mattress to show me that it wasn’t 
sinking any longer, made the ‘thumbs up’ sign, politely refused 
the tip offered by me, flashed a huge smile and left without 
a word. I was awestruck with what the young man had done, 
kept thinking about the great service he had provided for well 
over an hour before dozing off. 

Next morning, in the breakfast room, there was a big spread 
of juices, fruits, cereals, breads, cheeses, cold cuts, croissant, 
rolls, garnishes – all cold - and once again the lone, ‘non 
English speaking’ girl who presided over it all, with the only 
duty of refilling the steaming tea & coffee carafes – greeted me 
warmly, pointed to my back and made a sign to inquire if it was 
fine. Already bowled over by what the night clerk had done for 
me, I was just floored by their concern and care. This place 
was just too good for words! That night I learned ‘what service 
really means and to what extent one could go to make the 
customer comfortable’. The guy at night could’ve just shrugged 
his shoulders, showed helplessness or, at best, put the mattress 
down on the floor and gone back to his book. This girl didn’t 
have to ask about my comfort.

 Let me close by saying (i) ‘Never underestimate your customer’s 
complaint however funny it might sound and (ii) do everything 
possible – way beyond the call of your duty – to make your 
customer comfortable. It could really make a big difference to 
your business.

 Krishan Kalra
Membership No. : P-4530

mutton biryani with his family on a dastarkhan, 
with the guests sitting around a massive brass 
dish with the biryani piled on it, each one eating 
from his side. 

Unlike India, no man or animal normally strayed 
onto the railway tracks which were laid on a 15 
to 20 ft high embankment. One day a donkey 
the national animal of Iraq had somehow come 
onto the track. The driver of the passenger train 
moving at 110 kms per hour could not stop. The 
animal was hit and dragged along for a kilometre, 
damaging some points and crossings. I went to 
the site and got the damage repaired. The body of 
the donkey was thrown aside. To my surprise, the 
Police arrested the driver and jailed him in the 
famous criminal jail at Faluja. No one paid any 
heed to my pleading to release the poor driver 
for over one year. When Mohammed Yunus was 
bidding goodbye to me at Mosul after my visit, 
I told him I will not leave Baghdad without the 
driver. He was good enough to arrange for the 
driver’s release. 

We left Baghdad soon after, the driver and both 
of us, with mixed feelings. Two months later, in 
August 1990, Sadaam Hussein drove into Kuwait 
and overran that country to take possession of a 
rich oil field on the Iraq-Kuwait border which was 
till then being exploited by both countries from 
the two sides. 

I then realised that the DG had terminated our 
contract two years earlier in June 1990 to save 
us from getting involved in this misadventure 
planned by Sadaam Hussein of which he 
apparently had prior knowledge. If he had not 
done this, our team would have not been able 
to leave Baghdad safely and would have been in 
serious danger. Ultimately, in retaliation, George 
Bush bombed Iraq out of shape, badly damaging 
the Railway line we had been operating, 
devastating the Al Qaim factory, and ultimately 
getting Sadaam Hussein executed in the most 
humiliating manner a Head of state was ever 
executed.

RK Jain 
P-3620

Iraq

continued from page 11



1 5  •  w w w . d e l h i g y m k h a n a . o r g . i n

J u l y  2 0 2 0

On passing on of those cherished DGC Members who departed from the shores of 
life, the Club Fraternity solemnly pays its respects and condolences

Mr PPN Singh  
(P-0802)            

Brig N C Mehra  
(P-1075)

Mr Mohindra Prakash 
Gupta (P-1826)            

Smt Kaval Rasdip Singh 
(L-1900)                 

Ms Prabha Hoon  
(L-1005)

Capt Sarabjit Singh 
Bhandari (P-0984)      

Mrs Raj Rani Suri  
(L-1343)

Mrs Usha Chadha  
(L-0558)

Mr Virendra K Hajela 
(P-3276)

Col Swarn Singh Sarang 
(P-1165)              

Cmde C L Sachdeva 
(P-0352)

Brig Ravindra Nath 
Awasthy (P-2705)           

Lt Gen Harish Chandra 
Dutta (P-2317)         

Mr Krishan Kumar Dhar 
(P-0363)

Capt Vivek Nair  
(P-7213)

Mr Kailash Mohan 
Dhody 

(P-1759)

Col Vimal Mehta  
(P-0784)

Mrs Kuku Barua  
(L-0282)

Dr H K Chuttani  
(P-3067)

Mrs Sonia Rajinder 
Singh (L-0592)

Mr Pramod Kumar 
Chopra (P-5516)

Mr Kapil Kumar 
Ahluwalia (P-6346)                  

Brig L V Ramakrishna 
(P-0801)                

continued from page 11
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editoriaL

The past many many days, despite some rain and 
showers, have been hot, humid and very dampening. 

Plans have somehow been getting stuck. There is not much 
of a way forward. We are flowing against the current and 
the winds of time have been blowing full blast into our 
faces.

But these winds blowing against us are also blowing 
into our sails. As the great poet, Iqbal wrote, “Badeeye 
mukhatab se na darr, o Ukaab. Yeh toh chalti hai tujhe 
uncha udane ke liye”. Meaning thereby, the eagle will fly 
higher the more the wind is blowing against it.

The immediate scenario around us, has been the consistent 
paranoia of the Covid 19 pandemic. Though the lockdown 
is now unlocked, but life has not gone into an instant 
normal. No, we are very much still tied with our umbilical 
cords to the hearth and home. We are not willing to venture 
out on visits and social calls. We are still making a quick 
dash to the Grocers, the bank or the ATM to rush back to 
the safety if our own four walls. 

Those who have the nerves of steel or curiosities enough 
to kill the cat, do go to visit some of the shopping Malls 
around, to find them empty and ghost like. People find 
it difficult to bring themselves to visit the retail stores, 
though they offer huge discounts. There is no urgent 
need felt to invest in new wardrobes, shoes and bags. The 
eating joints are more or less vacant. How to anticipate the 
expected number of customers and footfalls, must be not 
easy to arrive at by the owners. All lessons on marketing 
and management are not providing any assistance. 

Respective Governments are continuing to blitzkrieg on 
social distancing. The masks, the PPEs , gloves and hand 
sanitizers have become essential accessories. Hence, 

despitethe freedom of movement, the common man is still 
hesitant to be out on a normal outing or eating out.

At the Club, it’s own peculiar tensions loom large over 
the horizon. The matter of the UOI vs the Gymkhana, 
continues to draw the General committee of the Club 
along with the President and the legal experts into endless 
closed door postings over reams of matter and data, in 
order to churn out arguments and more arguments to 
counter the Government’s allegations of administrative 
inefficiency, violations of Articles and trespassing of the 
public interest. The Learned Judge gives his order at the 
Tribunal as both parties appeal, feeling the inadequacy of 
proper justice. After that is more waiting for what is next.

The Club has been Sanitised inside out with no expenditure 
incurred by the establishment but availing the services of 
a CSR mission of a corporate entity. Attempts have been 
made to organise webinars and E book club meetings but 
the court orders have implied that expenditure not of a 
regular nature is at best avoidable. Hence plans are in 
abeyance for the present. However the soft opening of 
the club is being rolled out now. Outdoor sports activities 
are now in play as are the takeaway menus and also a 
controlled visit into the Club’s library. 

It is also the need of the hour to be supportive of 
Government schemes for fund raising for the benefit of the 
underprivileged. It is good to make whatever contributions 
one can, as we together have to ensure stability in the 
socio- economic contours of the Nation. 

So friends, we have one option during these difficult times. 
We have to adapt, survive and strive. We can be brave and 
better ourselves. It is a great opportunity to us to make 
new breakthroughs. It is a fact that we don’t grow when 
things are easy. But it is always good to be together and 
united during life’s adversities. At the end, it is always that 
the noblest pleasure is the joy of understanding, patience 
and faith that can help us to overcome any difficulties in 
life. “A pessimist sees difficulties in every opportunity and 
the optimist sees the opportunity in every difficulty.” Sir 
Winston Churchill. 

Amen

Ms Suneeta Trivedi
Editor Clublife


