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foR pRivAte CiRCulAtioN oNly

Dear Esteemed Members of the Delhi 
Gymkhana Club,

It has been a ‘Trying’ month; we 
were faced with summons to last 
year’s GC from the MCA, based 

on complaints received by them from 
some of our members, about various 
issues. It has been a period of unease 
and discomfort, but I must compliment 
all the erstwhile GC members for 
their calm & poise, the earnestness & 
grit, with which they faced up to the 
challenge. It is a dark period in our 
otherwise glorious history and with 
the Grace of the Almighty, we should 
emerge from this safe and looking 
towards better times.

The basic activities of the Club 
were pursued with vigour; I must 

From the 
President’s 
desk

compliment the Tennis staff, for having 

prepared excellent Grass Courts, so 

true & sure, that playing on them is a 

veritable treat & it is heartening to see 

our Members in full flow. The weather 

too has been wonderful, despite the 

questionable Air Quality (which raised 

a flurry of debate among our Members, 

on various social media platforms), 

and our tennis aficionados were not 

to be denied the sheer pleasure of the 

game on our brilliant courts. 

Squash, Badminton & Swimming too 

continued with great fervour; The 

Northern India Squash Championship 

saw young enthusiasts sweating it out 

with passion, displaying their serious 

commitment to the sport. 

As promised, I conducted our first 

‘Open House’ get-together; it was 

heartening to see such a large 

attendance and great receiving value 

inputs from Members. We have noted 

the various suggestions and shall work 

towards implementing these as far as 

feasible. What clearly emerged was 

the desire, among all those present, to 

move forward and solve issues, rather 

than simply blame & cast aspersions. 

A healthy trend, which we in the GC, 

shall pursue whole-heartedly to make 

our “Way of Life” even more enjoyable 
& exciting.

A slight bit of a downer; as we go to 
the press, we have received summons 
from the MCA, for a further set of 
earlier GC members & staff, past & 
present, for questioning. An additional 
setback, which I feel is not in the better 
interests of our Club. So I seek support, 
emotional & functional, from all our 
members, to set aside minor quibbles 
& come together as one, to ensure we 
emerge with our heads held high. We, 
as the GC, are making all efforts to 
mitigate these adverse circumstances, 
with highly professional assistance. 

As we head into the month of festivals 
& great cheer, let us look forward 
to a happy time with our families, 
our near & dear ones, and of course 
our extended ‘Gymkhana’ family. So 
here’s wishing you and yours a Merry 
Christmas and a Happy 2020, filled 
with good cheer & well-being. Wish 
you all great health, happiness & 
prosperity.

May God Bless the Delhi Gymkhana 
Club.

Jai Hind.
Lt Gen D R Soni 

PVSM,VSM (Retd) President
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President’s open Forum
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President’s Open Forum was held at the Centenary Bar. A plethora of points were discussed for the 
betterment of the club functioning. The President clearly and candidly addressed the gathering for his 
commitment towards the club and showcased full transparency of the functioning of the club.
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Vijay Amritraj, one of India’s finest tennis legends 
was in the Club recently. It was a homecoming 
of sorts as Vijay won the singles title at India’s 

inaugural Grand Prix held at our very own pristine grass 
courts. This was way back in 1973.

Amritraj had a long and successful tennis career in which 
he was instrumental in taking India to two Davis Cup finals 
( 1974 & 1987). He was also a quarter finalist at Wimbledon 
and the US Open. In his heydays, Vijay had wins over the 
top players of the world, including Bjorn Borg, Jimmy 
Connors and John McEnroe. His career highest world 
ranking was 16, coupled with being the top ranked player 
in Asia for 14 years on the trot! Post his playing days, Vijay 
has been able to reinvent himself. Besides being appointed 
as an Ambassador for peace for the United Nations and 
recipient of the Padma Shri, he has also acted in several 
movies (Octopussy, Star trek IV- the Voyage Home). He 

was a regular character in Television serials 

in the US and then went on to host his own 

show on CNN-IBN. Amritraj is acknowledged 

as one of the most prominent commentators 

and analysts in Tennis. He is a motivational 

speaker and his own life story is by itself most 

inspiring.

Vijay, along with Roger Federer, is a brand 

Ambassador for Rolex, a position which 

enables him to play a pivotal role in the ‘Road 

to Wimbledon’ event which is held annually on 

our majestic grass courts. While he was in the 

Club recently, I had the good fortune of playing 

with him. 

Sanjeev Kassal (P-7090) 
sanjeev.kassal@gmail.com

Vijay amritraj at delhi Gymkhana Club
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a book Club eVent - defining india: Through Their Eyes by Sonia Singh -  
02nd november 2019

Through this book eminent journalist Sonia Singh opens a window to the myriad worlds of those stalwarts, 
who shared their ideas of India. The conversations were candid and amazingly gripping as the author 
uncovered the pivotal moments that became defining moments in the history of the nation. 
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a talk - heart: Through Their Eyes by Dr. J P S Sawhney - 13th november 2019

A talk by Dr. J P S Sawhney (Head of the Cardiology Department) Sir Ganga Ram Hospital was conducted 
on the topic ‘Heart’ on 13th November 2019 at Delhi Gymkhana Club. Dr J P S Sawhney along with a 
presentation interacted with the members who got deeply engrossed into the talk on one of the most 

important organs of the human body i.e. ‘HEART’. The members were immensely benefited by the talk given by 
the eminent doctor and appreciated Dr J P S Sawhney for sharing his knowledge on the subject. 
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our Planet our Future

Post Diwali, the air 
quality in Delhi 
plunged to very 

hazardous levels again 
and the forecast for the 
days ahead remains bleak, 
swinging from unhealthy 
to severe to hazardous and 
back. If this is the sign of 
things to come, it’s high time 

we stopped playing the blame game and focussed 
attention on the health of our children and future 
of the planet Both of which are inseparable and in 
serious danger. 

On one hand, civil society is taking to the streets 
insisting change in lifestyles and habits, while on the 
other hand, environmental concerns are dominating 
government discussions, and corporate boardrooms. 
But the real need for awareness creation and action 
is in the classrooms, and a young girl of sixteen 
years, Greta Thunburg, with her searing stare and 
fierce speech roused the world with her wake up 
call. She chastised world leaders at the United 
Nations Climate Action Summit, exhorting adults to 
protect ‘kids from climate change.’ 

A child can teach adults many wonderful profound meaningful 
things, and even child prodigy Adora Svitak said the world needs 
“childish” thinking: bold ideas, wild creativity and especially 
optimism. The ability of grownups’ willingness to learn from 
children has been exemplified by our club member, Sh. Anil 
Kumar, IAS (Retd) and Executive Trustee, who decided to 
inculcate environmental concerns in children’s minds through an 
innovative way – Wall Paintings. His enthusiasm was supported by 
Sh. T.N.Chaturvedi, IAS (Retd), former Governor, and Chairman 
Lala Diwan Chand Trust which runs the D.C Arya School, a unique 
institution, dedicated to serve the poorest of poor; and of course, 
the logistics were handled by yours truly. All three of us hail from 
the state of Rajasthan, renowned for it’s frescoes and where each 
area has it’s own distinct style be it mandana, sanjhi, thapa or 
Shekhawati, Bundi and Kota styles. 

The trustees not only recognised the need to teach children 
about environmental awareness, but also thought it would be an 
innovative way to deter those who had converted the school walls 
into urinals. No intention to shock, but there was a news that 
under the Swachh Bharat Abhiyan a special task force Sharm 
se pani had been created to tackle the problem of urinating in 
public. It was reported that the volunteers surreptitiously pulled 
over a hose truck close to the ‘offender’ and washed him down with 
a strong gush of cold water, just when he was about to urinate. 
The stream was so forceful, that it nearly tore his clothes apart. 
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Eks…..one dreads to think of his condition on a freezing winter 
day. Fortunately, no such drastic action was fantasized.

However, it cannot be denied that the school walls were being 
desecrated by human body fluid. While the big bosses entertained 
themselves and ordered apple pie at the India Habitat Centre, their 
chauffeurs ‘dumped apple juice’ on the walls of the school. Inspired 
by them, even auto and taxi drivers and passer-by’s left their mark. 
One must give due credit to the Delhi Gymkhana Club which 
provides suitable facilities for staff and drivers of club members, 
so that they do not have to ‘sneak a pee’. In all likelihood, way back 
in 2013, it may have been a DGC member belonging to the Indian 
railways, who got the bright idea of providing toilets for loco pilots 
in the locomotives itself. Making the ‘bladder gladder’ for drivers of 
super-fast trains like Rajdhani which have less stoppages, so that 
he is not forced to painfully wait to ‘release the steam from the 
radiator’ depending upon the halt time. 

Interestingly enough the art of mural painting dates back 
to prehistoric times. Whether the cave paintings at Lascaux 
Grotttoes in southern France, or Bhimbetka cave painting in 

India, all are significant as forms of records of 
history and culture. India has a rich tradition of art 
and ancient treatises such as Vishnu dharmottara, 
Silpashastra, Shilparatna, among others, discuss 
at length all aspects of painting. Enthused the 
author made contact with a number of persons and 
finally short listed Delhi Street Art Founder Yogesh 
Saini, who undertook the task of transforming the 
walls into medium of drawing public attention to the 
burning issue of environment protection. Detailed 
discussions were held on how to depict India’s great-
diversified ecosystem including forests, wetlands, 
islands, estuaries, parks, landscapes, and oceans; 
simultaneously highlighting how in ancient India 
man lived in harmony with nature. The students 
assisted in the renderings, for children’s participation 
encourages them to spread the message in their 
communities and foster the values of collaboration.

Readers please bear in mind, simultaneously 
efforts were undertaken to convince the municipal 
authorities construct a public urinal.

The paintings both, outside on the walls, and inside the 
compound are being done with a two-fold objective. 
Firstly, to emphasise the importance of children 
playing serious roles in monitoring and managing 
the environment of their own communities, which is 
critical to the development of primary environmental 
care. Secondly, persons passing by on seeing the 
walls of the school will not only imbibe the message 
of environmental protection and conservation, but 
also have an idea of the quality education being 
imparted to under-privileged children, totally free 
of cost. The ultimate goal of the Trust is to build a 
more Cohesive, Sensitive and Better Society, for Our 
Planet is Our Future.

Dr. Charu WaliKhanna (P-5176) 
Former Member National Commission for Women 

angelcharu@hotmal.com
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Pastry shop - 18th november 2019

A newly upgraded bakery shop with large variety of exotic products developed in Club bakery is now available 
to members.
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RetiRement

Mr Hans Raj Parihar, CAO, Mr Kamta Prasad, Electrician; Mr Bhudev, Sr Watier; Mr Keshav Ram, 
Pantry Man; retired on 31st October 2019 after rendering meritorious service of three decades. We thank 
them and their families a very healthy and happy retired life.
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‘tiger, tiger, burning bright..’

Here are a few 
thoughts, straight 
from the heart. 

Strange how easily 
memories and moments 
are rekindled and words 
flow so naturally and easily 
when you think of loved 
ones.

Tiger bhai, I know you remember it all; and I can 
watch you smile.

My earliest recollections of Tiger is from the late 
60’s. Like for any reluctant schoolboy, getting out 
of bed on a winter morning, was a big task. My 
father, being an Army officer in a Nation with a 
border kept busy by active neighbors, the onus of 
raising us, mostly, fell singly on my mother. She 
very quickly figured out the best way to get me 
up and out, with great alacrity and enthusiasm. 
“Babloo,” she would say as she turned on Radio 
Ceylon, “Get up, your Pataudi is batting.“ I think 
I was all of six years of age. I had never seen him 
in person, but he was already my hero: the Indian 
Cricket Captain, who had earlier taken over in 
dramatic circumstances when Nari Contractor 
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had been almost fatally struck by a Charlie Griffith bouncer, in 
the West Indies, and he was now on tour to Australia.

Parents in the early 60’s were very proud to show off their 
children at parties or other get togethers. The children would 
mostly sing songs, nursery rhymes, recite arithmetic tables or 
do mental maths, or even answer general knowledge questions, 
all to much appreciation and wonder of other guests, but I was 
different. 

In the evening parties, I would recite the cricket commentary;,and 
the protagonist was always Tiger. I would describe him set the 
field; patrol the covers; doff his cap to laud a wicket taking 
bowler ; or walk up the crease, take his open stance and then 
come down the wicket, going over the bowlers head.

As many a young Indian lad of that time, my growing years, 
coinciding with Tiger’s cricketing years, were magical, enriched 
and so satisfyingly full, listening to the radio commentary 
describing his each and every move and moment on the field.

My sheer joy was magnified manifold by the innocence and 
purity of my hero worship, my enthusiasm, my imagination and 
my loving heart.

As a child, I have another memory, of a movie called ‘ Naunihal’. 
It is the touching story of a young boy who hero worships the 
late Prime Minister, lovingly also known as Chacha Nehru. It 
is his overwhelming desire to personally meet Chacha Nehru 
at least once. Through the entire movie, with a single minded 
perseverance , he makes great efforts to meet Nehruji.and it is 
only at the very end that he succeeds , very sadly though, when 
Teen Murti is opened for the people to pay their last respects to 
Nehru on his passing away. 

Fortunately for me, although it also took time and effort beyond 
my years, I had to persist and push my way through, on my 
own, as a little boy, I met my hero well in his prime, on what 
must have surely been one of his happiest days too! The Indian 
team won their Test Match against Australia at Delhi and I was 
amongst the spectators on the ground. Somehow this young boy 
all of 9, managed to push his way in to the dressing room only 
to be left open mouthed at the sight of his hero, standing one to 
one in front of him, all alone in the dressing room. 

I needed something for him to write on and picked up a good 
wishes telegram from amongst the many on the floor. “May I 
please have your autograph?’ was all I could manage. He signed 
with a flourish and in a moment the apparition was gone. It was 
Magic !

The next encounter came a decade later. Again it was a virtual 
encounter. Again it was touching, about spirit and good cheer 
above adversity and prophetic. 
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On 3rd March 1980, as a Gentleman Cadet playing for the Indian 
Military Academy Polo team, I sustained a serious head injury 
in a riding collision in the National Polo final, just 2 days after 
my 20th birthday. The Polo accident eventually cut short my 
prospective Army Career. 

Even weeks after my accident, I was beleaguered with severe 
bilateral diplopia ie double vision. Doctors told me that the 
nerve which controls the unification of images was damaged. 
Can you imagine how terrible and disorienting it was, to have 
two images of each and every largest to tiniest detail, one 
diagonally above and running in to the lower left one? 

Even in my misery and at my worst, I had Tiger somewhere in 
my head and heart. That was when I spontaneously cheered 
up my distraught mother, thus. ‘Mummy, even the great Tiger 
Pataudi has, with only one eye found someone as lovely to 
marry, as Sharmila Tagore. I have double full use of both my 
eyes, I will surely find someone as beautiful as her!’

My tyrst with Tiger was yet to come. I had to wait another 
twenty years. One morning I was woken up by a call that 
gave me extremely distressing shocking news. One of my 
dearest friends, Dr Deepak Sehgal who was a Paediatrician 
of eminent national repute, had reportedly been held up and 
shot by unknown assailants while being driven on the way back 
to his farmhouse on the outskirts of South Delhi. I rushed to 
the hospital and found him battling for his life. However, his 
incredible courage, the love of his family and friends, and the 
prayers and blessings of so many families whose children’s lives 
he had himself saved as a passionate combative, cheerful and 
‘never say die’ Doctor, influenced the Almighty to spare his life 
so he may still serve more.

The big problem was that my dear friend, the good Doctor, 
notwithstanding a marathon set of successful surgeries, still 
had to contend with a lost eye. For once, I found the brave 
Dr Deepak Sehgal in a prolonged pensive, despondent state of 
mind. To cheer him up, I once again turned to my boyhood ,nay 
my lifelong hero. ‘Deepak’ I said, ‘Even the great Tiger Pataudi 
had a great career and a great life despite losing an eye. Why 
don’t we go see him and ask him how he dealt with it?’ 

That woke up Deepak, himself the quintessential cricket 
aficionado. ‘Do you know him?’ he asked hopefully, continuing 
‘How will we ever find him?’ I vividly remember my spontaneous 
reply . ‘ I don’t know him personally Deepak, but he belongs to 
all of us, to the whole country. I’ll look for him and find him...
and then ask if he will see us.’

‘What if he says No?’ said Deepak. 

‘I don’t think he will be like that ‘ I really responded ‘and God 

forbid, if he’s like that, he’s not worth meeting 
anyway.’

Where would I find the elusive Tiger? I instinctively 
called up the Delhi Gymkhana Club, bastion 
of Independent India’s ruling elite and asked if 
the Nawab of Pataudi was a member, and if so, 
could I please have his landline no. What a good 
chance it turned out to be. I called and asked to 
speak to the Secretary to the Nawab. It was his 
Secretary, Rana at the other end. I introduced 
myself and explained that a close friend of mine 
had most unfortunately lost his eye; that he was 
understandably depressed; that Nawab Sahib 
had been a hero to us all and we were well aware 
of how he rose to great heights inspite of his 
handicap. I asked him to explain all this to Tiger 
Pataudi with the request that if he had time to 
give us a cup of tea and some cheer, I would like 
to bring my friend to him for his encouragement. 

I think Rana went to Tiger right away and no 
sooner than it took for him to convey my request, 
did my phone ring and at the other end was Magic 
..‘Hi this is Tiger, how can I help you?’ 

For me, it was so much like ‘Main KBC se Amitabh 
Bachchan bol raha hoon.’
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I quickly explained the situation and even before 
I could reiterate my request, Tiger said ‘Sure.. 
come today or tomorrow or whenever you like, as 
is convenient to your friend, the Doctor ‘

It was great excitement for us. In those austere 
times, Deepak and I accompanied by my wife 
Renu, arrived at 1 Dupleix Road, armed with 
a bottle of Glenfidich and a chocolate truffle 
cake from the Hyatt, which was, I reckoned, an 
appropriate symbolic mark of our respect and 
appreciation of his ready warmth and support.

He welcomed us into his library and spent 
the next couple of hours actively making light 
hearted conversation. As we took leave, he told 
Deepak, ‘There are a few things that you will find 
difficult, like judging distance; few things you’ll 
never do, like drive a car yourself; but one thing 
I promise, you will never have any shortage of 
female attention, I never did!’ And on that happy 
note, we parted. 

I thought that was the end of our exchange. 
Hardly a month had passed and this time my cell 
phone rang. The great man was at the other end. 
‘How’s your friend doing now? May I come and 
look him up? No, not at his home, I do not wish 
to trouble them and impose on their hospitality. 
Anil, why don’t Renu and you call him and me to 
your home for dinner?’

I think that was the instant from which he took us as his friends. 
I was completely floored by his kindness and concern. My 
respect, regard and affection for him instantly grew manifold. 
That was the beginning of a very personal, sensitive and deep 
friendship.

Renu and I consulted Tiger Bhai when a few years later, it was 
time for our sons Rohan and later Arjun, to go to boarding 
school in England. He selected Malvern College, for it had, he 
felt, the most beautiful cricket ground in the whole of England. 
The ground was cut out of a hill in the forecourt of the Harry 
Potter’s castle like main building. As a sixer usually went 
over and beyond the hill with the ball inevitably getting lost, 
the school had local rules mandating that Sixes would count 
as Fours, so that young boys would have no extra incentive to 
go the aerial route in the hope that this would result in fewer 
match delays and fewer balls getting lost. This did not deter our 
older son Rohan who set up a local record for the fastest fifty 
with two singles backed by twelve sixes (counting as fours); a 
fact that amused Tiger himself a product of the English school 
system, no end, the thought of an Indian schoolboy beating the 
hell out of a rival team of English school boys on their own turf.

While at St Andrews, a few years later, Rohan bought the 
University team to India for a cricket tour. That evening after 
the match at Kotla, Tiger joined the youngsters for a dinner 
at Delhi Gymkhana Club, even roping in his close buddies and 
former comrades in arms, Bishan Bedi and Abbas Ali Baig, both 
of whom very graciously joined him to personally present Club 
ties as mementoes to each and every cricketer present. The 
whole charm of it all is indescribable. I do really wonder how 
many, if any at all, gentlemen of that standing, would make the 
effort and time to reach out to the unheralded fledgling young, 
in this very fitting manner.

On another occasion, I had requested Tiger to come and flag off 
a Vintage Cars rally that I was helping organize. He was traveling 
and couldn’t accept, but instead, asked Renu and I to lunch with 
him and Rinku at Pataudi, saying he also wanted to show me 
his grandfathers 1934 Shikari Buick. Renu and I never cease to 
marvel and appreciate the sumptuous exotic fare that Rinku put 
out for us, notwithstanding the challenges of distance and even 
availability of raw materials for such gourmet fare, several years 
ago. In the middle of it all was Tiger bhai dropping bricks at 
his precious best ‘Rinku, prawns and avocados..wow.. you never 
give me this kind of food !’

The piece de resistance was yet to come. Out of the blue at the 
end of the meal, he handed me a file containing the ownership 
papers of the Vintage Buick along with a letter in my favor. I 
was really flummoxed and didn’t know quite what to say. I 
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was naturally greatly moved and deeply touched. My natural 
response was ‘Tiger bhai, this is your grand father’s car, not 
yours, to give away. This should go to your children.’ 

He had already made up his mind and would have none of it 
‘The car will go to decay standing in Pataudi; the children are 
in Mumbai and do not have the time to look after it. I know you 
will look after it, it will be preserved and that will make us all 
very happy.’ Finally I said ‘Tiger Bhai, I lovingly accept, but on 
the understanding that should after you, any of your children 
want it back, I will return it to them.’ 

Some time later, soon after my fiftieth birthday, totally out of the 
blue again, he followed by presenting me his late grandfather’s 
World War time Ford 1942, even moving a team of automobile 
mechanics to my home in Delhi to ensure the Jeep ran to top 
form. I asked Tiger Bhai, ‘People don’t give anyone even their 
cold, why are you so lovingly indulging in me?’ I was floored by 
his answer. ‘In so many ways you remind me of myself. Aap bhi 
toh asli Nawab hee hain (you are also a real Nawab). I asked if 
I may also have one of his cricket bats as a momento. To which 
his incredulous reply was,‘I never had a bat of my own. I used to 
just pick up the nearest bat in the dressing room when I went 
out to the crease.’ The sequel to this is that some years later 
after Tiger Bhai passed away following a brief illness, I asked 
Rinku and Saif if I may return the cars. Very touchingly, both 
so strongly and ever affectionately asserted this was this was 
Tiger Bhai’s wish and deed, and that they would very much 
want for me to always have them and would execute any and all 
necessary documents that may be required.

One evening he had invited overseas visiting friends for dinner 
to San Gimignano at The Imperial. Rinku was away to Mumbai 
and Tiger asked me if Renu and I would be able to join him in 
looking after the guests. At dinner one of the ladies repeatedly 
kept complimenting Renu’s earrings. Suddenly Tiger tells Renu 
‘Just take them off and give it to her. In our upbringing, if 
someone appreciates something we’re wearing, it’s good form to 

give it to them.’ Renu cheekingly responded ‘Bhai, 

your jacket is fantastic. We’ve been admiring it all 

evening.’

On hearing about this exchange later, Rinku tells 

Renu ‘He’s like that only .. he’s always doing these 

things to us also ..you don’t have to listen to him.’

The only time he ever admonished me was one 

evening over dinner at home when he heard me 

complain that my younger son Arjun didn’t call 

me everyday, while his older brother Rohan, did 

so dutifully. He said ‘Even Soha calls me only 

when she needs something. Anil, your duty is to 

give your children the best upbringing in terms 

of the best education and your values. Once 

they grow up, you must leave them to grow to 

be independent. In case they need you, you’re 

always there for them.’

I remember Rinku’s phone call just a few days 

before Tiger Bhai’s 70th.. ‘I want the boys to be 

there.’

I said ,’ They are booked to fly back to St Andrews 

just before’....and she so lovingly had her way as 

always, ‘Anil, it won’t be the same without them..

and it would make Tiger so happy!’

And what a memorable happy day we all had 

together that 5th of January in 2011, with close 

friends and the family.

I sadly remember another call from Rinku a 

few months later in September. ‘Anil.. he’s not 

getting better’..Even at her most difficult time, 

her dignity, strength, composure and forbearance 

were so evident.

The next morning at Pataudi palace, as we stood 

by our friend, now still, Abbas Ali Baig muttered 

in my ear ‘Tiger always said, Anil is my that one 

friend, should any pain come to me, he feels that 

pain first and comes to my side‘. 

As the poet HW Longfellow once said, ‘The leaves 

of memory seemed to make a mournful rustling in 

the dark.’

Mr Anil Malhotra (P-4451)  

chairman.ics@gmail.com 
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an indian 
hanGoVer

It was my first visit to 
Europe. My wife and son 
had gone earlier to USA and 

we were to meet in London. My 
first encounter as a ‘country 
hick come to town’ took place 
right at Heathrow. With nothing 
better to do, while waiting for 
the transatlantic flight, I ambled 

over to the BOAC (now BA) counter and asked for 
reconfirmation of our seats back to Delhi.

The young lady was polite and efficient; she 
‘appreciated’ my desire to make sure about our 
return even before the other two had arrived. Four 
days later we were back at the airport − for our flight 
to Frankfurt − and I thought there was no harm 
reconfirming once again. The girl at the counter 
looked at her monitor and with unconcealed 
annoyance asked me as to why I needed a second 
reconfirmation within four days! I was aghast − 
instead of the expected ‘appreciation’ she really 
felt upset just because I didn’t trust them.

The next bloomer came when I asked someone 
at Geneva station if the 0833 train to Renens was 
running ‘on time’. Of course Sir, Swiss trains are 
never late, was his polite rebuff. Almost the same 
thing happened when I phoned Swissair for a flight 
change and enquired if I should visit them to get 
my ticket endorsed! Whatever for, Sir! It’s already 
on my computer, was the cold response.

As we proceeded through Europe, better things 
were to come. As house guests of a German couple 
in Wurzburg we were taken by them to another 
German family for dinner. Every one arrived 
within five minutes of the appointed time and the 
welcome champagne and orange juice flutes were 
drained within the next ten. We were escorted to 
the buffet table and the hostess came round asking 
everyone for their drinks ‘Whisky − Water’ said I 
without batting an eyelid.

Her discomfort was apparent; she tapped her 
forehead for a moment, snapped her fingers and 

said ‘yes, I am sure we have some in the store’. Before I knew 

she was off and came back after several minutes with a big smile 

on her face and an old half bottle of black label in hand. ‘I told 

you, I would find it’ was her triumphant declaration. It was only 

then that yours truly realized that everyone else was drinking 

wine; red-white, dry-sweet, German-California, the choice was 

unbelievable. I was the only fool with a whisky!

The piece-de-resistance came on our last night in Wurzburg. Our 

hosts − both dentists − decided to take us out for the evening. We 

were to first see their brand new surgery, then go for dinner and 

finally visit a beer parlour. After we had admired the gleaming 

new surgery the good doc opened a cupboard, took out glasses 

and a bottle of schnapps, poured for everyone and bid us to drink. 

Being my first time with schnapps I did exactly like my host − 

down the hatch in one gulp! The next room was his wife’s surgery 

and we repeated the toast. By now I was feeling ‘rather good’. 

Dinner included some wine and I began to feel ‘even better’.

The beer parlour was something else. An old rambling house with 

half a dozen interconnected barns; some big, some small − all 

full of people drinking. We found an empty table in the biggest 

barn and settled down in the middle of some 100 beer guzzling 

Germans in assorted groups − each engrossed in its own and 

oblivious of the others. Soon enough big tankards of foaming draft 

beer came. By now I was beyond all reasoning; the tankard was 

quickly emptied with bravado − only to find it refilled again…and 

again.

It was then that I noticed a lovely paper bag on the table containing 

some cheese straws. I don’t know what came over me − I emptied 

the bag, blew it like a balloon and burst it, just like we used to do 

as kids.

The silence was deafening the atmosphere became tense and over 

200 eyes were focused on our table. Suddenly my host caught my 

hand, helped me stand on my chair and said something rapidly 

with a big smile on his face. Immediately the pin-drop silence 

turned into an uproar. Everyone was shouting and laughing, many 

came up and shook my hand; some women even hugged and 

kissed me. I was told that they were greeting me on my birthday! 

Someone broke into a song and almost everyone joined.

I was dumbfounded and just kept on stupidly smiling and saying 

‘danke-shun’. It was much later in the car that I sought and got an 

explanation − the loud report of the bag burst had sounded like a 

gun shot. German being dead scared of gun shots became panicky 

and anything could have happened, if my host hadn’t come up 

with this brilliant ’birthday’ idea.

Krishan Kalra (P-4530)  
krishankalra@gmail.com
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ENGLISH HOMEWORK - 28/09/19

Futility oF reVenGe 

my liFe 

My Soul wells up in me 

As I sit near a window 

Of Roebuck’- a pub atop Richmond Hill 

A copy of dear “Asian Age” at hand. 

The Thames, its tiny islands 

So beautifully tended 

In the typically English Way 

Glow in front of me 

I think of myself 

Of India, of Indira G 

With whom I traveled le Monde Francophone.

Years come, and years go 

Memories get papered over 

The daily routine is King.

But sometimes 

As is the case today 

My whole life I see before me 

Passing in the twinkling of an eye 

On the whole, I dare say,  

very happy and thankful am I 

Merci mon Dieu, Merci.

Dr (Mrs) Anuradha Kunte (M-006) 

anuradha_kunte@yahoo.com

Silently, I rose and stole away 
In and out of the shadows so dark 

Searching for the ones who did me wrong  
And they would have to pay

I towered over with my hand held high 
And brought down the brutal dagger  

On the sleeping, sinful creature 
And let out a heavy sigh

The deed was done,  
An eye for an eye  

Yet, the satisfaction ebbed away 
And I was not content with one 

Twice, thrice, a hundred times 
The dagger stained deep red 

My unsolaced heart wanted more  
But not these futile crimes

My soul was turning black with spite 
With hate, with violence and malice 

My actions did not benefit me 
And did not make things right

Revenge did not undo the sins 
The injustice done to me 

It creates an endless loop of wrongs 
And no one really wins

Hate spreads like a virus throughout the body 
But the seed of love blossoms into a flowering tree 

Take time to heal, forgive and forget 
That is true humanity

Mehek Anand (9B) 
d/o Meenakshi Anand (U-2125)
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squash association of delhi 
organised the northern india 
squash Championship 2019 at 
delhi Gymkhana Club 
-2nd - 6th november 2019

There were 290 participants from all 
over India it was a 3 Star event for 
Junior categories boys/ girls Under 

11,13,15,17,19 and 1 Star event for men’s 
over 45.

There was lot of participation from our 
Gymkhana members and dependent’s.

The following dependent did well in the 
tournament

Jaivir Dhillion won the boys 17 

Didar Rebello got 3rd position in boys 19, 

Diya Dhillion got 4th position in girls 15 

and Kabir Rebello got 6th position in boys 17.

Squash Association of Delhi would like to 
thank all the sponsors, Delhi Gymkhana Club 
and Club members, Nadim Haider and Raveen 
Chaudhary from Amul.

The prizes were given away by President Lt Gen 
Soni, Peter Malik President Squash Association 
of Delhi, Col J P Singh Vice President, NS 
Katoch Chairman Outdoor Sports and Raveen 
Chaudhary from Amul.

Squash Association of Delhi.
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A play filled with cut throat humor, blended with stilling poignancy at a fast and sometimes furious joyride 
with scintillating drama for the members at the Kashmir lawns. The play showcased Mandira Bedi and 
Sameer Soni who were applauded by the August Gathering of Delhi Gymkhana Club for creating some 

magic on the stage.

a Play - anythinG but loVe - 23rd november 2019
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editorial

We are already two months down 
into our new term of the Delhi 
Gymkhana Club. We have had 

some extremely good times in this home 

away from home. First and foremost, we 

had a great evening during the President’s 

First Open House meet which was held on 

the 20th Nov at the Clubs’ Centenary Bar. It 

was a forum which was very well attended. 

It had a full house. At the outset, the 

President laid down the rules regarding time 

allocation to each speaker and regarding the 

decorum and grace which was expected to 

be maintained by all in the house. Members 

in their wisdom, were conscious of these 

prescriptions while making their speech. 

The members of the General Committee were out there 

in full support to the Chair. Assurances were given in 

response to each issue which was raised that it would 

be examined and the way was paved for processing 

each query and every matter to be resolved in the least 

amount of time and the best possible way that could 

be managed. The evening was pleasant as the message 

that went across from the President was that of the 

development of the ambience and environment of the 

Club into a happy, cheerful, healthy and positive place. 

This event of the well attended open forum revealed that 

what is really outstanding about the Delhi Gymkhana 

Club is the transparency of its working. The President 

makes himself available for dialogue and discussion both 

for single and mega audience. The members who are to 

engage in speech and dialogue are forth coming and yet 

maintain a respect for the decorum of the house. There 

is a robust system of checks and balance in place to 

maintain the dignity in the conduct at the Club. 

I am glad to pen down the achievements of our 

Environment Garden and Ambience Sub Committee 

which is tirelessly attempting to better the ground 

maintenance of the club. A system is being placed in 

order, which will recycle garbage and refuse into fruitful 

manure. The yield in vegetable is healthy and the 

plants placed inside the building of the club are kept to 
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Ms Suneeta Trivedi
Chairperson, Library and Book Club Sub committee
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aChieVement oF our members

counter pollution in the atmosphere. Smog 

in Delhi, which set in just before Diwali and 

has been a severely ongoing air pollution 

phenomena in Delhi and the adjoining 

areas of the national capital territory has 

been reported as one of the worst levels of 

air quality in Delhi since 1999. According 

to a World Health Organization survey of 

the 1650 world cities, Delhi is the worst of 

any major cities in the world. Let us take a 

conscious decision that we all do our small 

bit and contribute towards tree planation 

where ever there are dusty patches around 

our club premises, to begin with. You may 

have noticed that the use of plastic in the 

Club is being reduced every day. Efforts are 

made to replace plastic with paper and card 

board wherever possible. Hence, plastic 

containers and other packaging material 

are now done away with and food is given to 

us in hygienic paper containers which are 

very environment friendly.

My friends, there is a lot to look forward to 

in the coming months. Even as there was 

much experienced during November. The 

month began with an interesting session 

with the author, Smt Sonia Singh, who 

discussed her latest book, “Defining India” 

to a packed house at the Book club event of 

the club. The insights into the thinking of 

great contemporary leaders of the country 

were totally compelling and members were 

curious to know more about the country; 

stallwarts. A talk on heart and cardiology 

was enlightening. Further, many of our 

members were seen enjoying and rocking 

to the tunes played by Carlton and Friends 

Band on Thursday night at the Centenary 

Bar. The play “Anything but love” was 

enjoyed by many at the Kashmir Lawns. 

The spirit of sports would be all prevailing 

at our club as the season begins from December, and 

will see through the whole of 2020 with tournaments 

planned in Badminton, Tennis, Bridge, Billiards, Squash 

and of course the all time favourite the Swimming gala. 

On the National scene, how proud are we when history 

is being made as the Indian shooters dominated the ISSF 

world cup finals in China. Our two women shooters did 

us proud as both Manu Bhakar and Valarivan won Gold 

in the Air Pistol and air rifle events as did Divyansh 

Panwar also. Dear readers what are your views on 

India’s giant “Pink” leap as India and Bangladesh took 

their plunge into the most talked about event in the 

world of Cricket. The Pink Wraps and Twilight Envelope 

or the first ever Day and Night Test in India and that too 

played with the Pink Ball.

So, dear folks, there is no end to change and innovation 

as life has to be made more and more interesting and 

fit for challenges as we move forward. It is said that 

there is nothing more constant than change and that 

“Constancy is the virtue of an Ass” So, cheers to the 

interesting and exciting times ahead. As they say, 

“Life is not just about the steps we have taken but it 

is actually about the foot prints of legacy that we will 

leave behind.”

Mr A J S Chhatwal (P-2961)participated 
in 3 Super Seniors Tennis tournaments in 
age +65 with the following results

Kathmandu 
Winner - Singles and Doubles -Grade 3

Bangkok 
SF-Singles and Finalist Doubles - Grade 
RC1

Pattaya 
SF -Singles and Winner Doubles -Grade A



2 2  •  w w w . d e l h i g y m k h a n a . o r g . i n

N o v e m b e r  2 0 1 9

Joint

syndicate rummy tournament - 22nd november 2019 
Joint Winners: Capt J L Kapoor, Ms Omee Srivastav, Ms Pamela Prakash, Capt A K Raman
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bridGe results noVember 2019
team oF Four

1st Dr R L Sanghi, Ms Madhu Kochar, Gen A Sawhney,  
Gen P R Dhawan

2nd Brig V Sawhney, Ms Savleen Thadani, Ms Urmil Aggarwal, 
Mr R S Gujral, Ms Veena Vishwanathan, Mr Dilip Coelho

3rd Brig Vijay Sawhney, Mr R S Gujral, Mr Ashok Singh,  
Mr Dilip Coelho

 Mr Arun Jain, Ms Gopika Tandon, Ms Siddharth Behuria, 
Mr Sarthak Behuria, Mr Sutanu Behuria

Pairs

north-south
1st Ms Sneh Lata Singh – Ms Meera Bakshi

2nd Mr Vishal Marwaha – Mr Saran Dhupia

3rd Col Ramesh Vasudeva – Mr Anil Gupta

east-West
1st Ms Sunita Singh – Mr Narjit Singh

2nd Ms Rita Bhagwati – Mr Sarthak Behuria

3rd Ms Savleen Thadani – Mr Sidharth Behuria

4th DECEMBER 2019 
talk of Estate Planning  
by Mr Saurobh Parekh



5th DECEMBER 2019 
British Army Dance Band 



6th DECEMBER 2019 
Performance of Radhika Chopra and  

Ankita on grand Piano



12th DECEMBER 2019 
Performance by sharad and sinner band



13th DECEMBER 2019 
Book Club Event 

Containing the China Onslaught  
by Mr Pradip Baijal



21st DECEMBER 2019  
Christmas Children Party



24th DECEMBER 2019 
Christmas Eve Dinner and Dance

 

31st DECEMBER 2019 
New Year Eve Dinner and Dance

ForthCominG eVentsANNUAL TOURNAMENTS 
2019 -20

Entries for the below events are open at respective 
venues. Events will commence from early 
December.

BADMINTON

1 Mens Singles  
2 Mens Doubles 
3 Ladies Singles  
4 Ladies Doubles 
5 Mixed Doubles 
6 Dependents Singles  
7 Veteran Ladies Singles Over 60 
8 Veteran Mens Singles Over 60

SQUASH

1 Open Singles 
2 Open Doubles 
3 Handicap Singles 
4 Over 35 Singles 
5 Over 45 Singles 
6 Over 60 Singles 
7 Lucky Doubles 
8 Dependents 
9 Dependets (under 11) 
10 Dependents (under 13)

TENNIS

1 Open Singles 
2 Open Doubles 
3 Mixed Doubles  
4 Lucky Doubles 
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On passing on of those cherished DGC Members who 
departed from the shores of life, the Club Fraternity 

solemnly pays its respects and condolences

Mrs Asha Mirchandani 
(L-0544)

Mrs Sita Nanda  
(L-0798)

Maj J T R David  
(P-0067)

Col M K Dang  
(P-0248)

Maj Vipin Kumar Khanna 
(P-0283)

Lt Gen M L Tulli  
(P-1167)

Mrs Nirja Sinha 
(P-3309s)

Mr S S Dhanoa  
(P-3725)

Mr Satish Kumar Chopra 
(P-5079)

Mrs Santosh Puri 
(P-6718s)

Mr Tarun Chandra  
(P-6743)

then... and noW
Congratulations to  

Rear Admiral RR Sood, NM, VSM Indian 
Navy (Retd), (P-3608) on his  

90th birthday on 20 November 2019. 

Born in Ludhiana, Punjab he was 
commissioned on 1st May 1951 and retired 
on 30th September 1986 in the rank of 
Rear Admiral. He specialised as a Marine 
Engineer from the Royal Naval Engineering 
College, Manadon, UK in 1954. In the rank 
of Commander he headed the Engineering 
Department of the Western Fleet flagship 
INS Mysore during the 1971 war and was 
awarded the Nausena Medal (NM). He is also 
the recipient of the Vishist Seva Medal (VSM). 

We wish him good health and best wishes for 
a long and happy life.

emPLOYee OF tHe mOntH

Mrs. Babli Sharma, working as a Senior Bill 
Assistant in the Billing Section has been declared 
“Employee of the Month” for the month of 
November, 2019 for her sincerity, dedication and 
hard work.

As a token of appreciation she was awarded a cash 
prize of Rs.1000/- and a certificate.


