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KKeeeepp  SSmmiilliinngg!!  
Janus, the Roman God of 

 and gateways, of beginnings 
endings, is depicted with two 
 looking in opposite directions. 
 of the word “January”, Janus 

represents the transition 
en the old and the new, 
ryside and the city, peace and 
It clicks for us a memory of the 
that is past. It heralds with joy 
ar ahead.  

In the year past, we had 
 occasions to rejoice - the 
ected success in the 

brity Big Brother” stakes, the 
g victory in the T20 cricket 
 cup, the successful space 
hes, the rise of an Indian to the 
of the largest financial group in 
orld.  But there were occasions 
hich caused a tinge of concern 
 discontent in Nandigram, the 
 over the nuclear deal, farmer 
es and the shocking 
sination of Benazir Bhutto.  

The year 2007 represented 
e-saw of events. Events that 
 us smile, laugh, and hope; 
s that made us cry, fume, and 
ir; events that displayed the 

r of the human mind and heart. 
 is perhaps something to be 
ed from each event - 
thing that would enrich us and 
r us more deserving of our 

itance of this planet.   

As we usher in 2008, the 
Chinese year of the Rat, let us wish 
and pray for a lot of good events to 
occur - that will set the trend for an 
enlightened future. Let us hope for 
diminished extremism and greater 
tolerance; high economic growth 
rates and safe landings; more 
inclusion and lesser social strife. Let 
us strive to promote harmony. Let us 
keep smiling! 

We wish all of the readers of 
Harmony a most healthy and happy 
year 2008! ■ (Editorial Team) 
 
Association won the 
Mediclaim Case 
  

The IAS Officers’ Association 
has won the case of mediclaim policies 
against National Insurance Co. in the 
State Level Consumers Forum.  The 
Association had challenged the 
unilateral withdrawal of certain benefits 
in the mediclaim policies procured by 
around fifty officers, in the district level 
forum. After the forum’s order in favour 
of the Association, the Insurance 
Company had filed an appeal in the 
State forum. The appeal has now been 
turned down and the order of the district 
forum has been upheld. The company 
is now bound to renew the original 
policies with the same benefits.  

It was due to the untiring and 
persistent efforts of Mr. 
Sivaramakrishnan, Mr. Makhija and Mr. 
Bongirwar that we could win the case.  

 
 

AA  SSuucccceessssiioonn  SSttoorryy!!                   
A successful businessman was 
growing old and knew it was time to 
choose a successor to take over the 
business. Instead of choosing one of 
his directors or his children, he 
decided to do something different.  

He called all the young 
executives in his company together. 
"It is time for me to step down and 
choose the next CEO," he said. "I 
have decided to choose one of you." 

The young executives were 
shocked, but the boss continued. "I 
am going to give each one of you a 
seed today - a very special seed. I 
want you to plant the seed, water it, 
and come back here one year from 
today with what you have grown 
from the seed I have given you. I will 
then judge the plants that you bring, 
and the one I choose will be the next 
CEO." 
              One man, named Jim, was 
there that day and he, like the 
others, received a seed. He went 
home and excitedly, told his wife the 
story. She helped him get a pot, soil 
and compost and he planted the 
seed. 

Every day, he would water it 
and watch to see if it had grown. 
After about three weeks, some of 
the other executives began to talk 
about their seeds and the plants that 
were beginning to grow. Jim kept 
checking his seed, but nothing ever 
Continued on Page 5 
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BHOOT 
 By Akshat Gadgil 

"The thing that numbs the heart is 
this that men cannot devise, some 
scheme of life to banish fear that 
lurks in most men's eyes."     
James Hall  

                    

 Finally we reached my 
building.  I was too tired and also the 
bone set was very heavy to carry. 
So I called the watchman and asked 
him to bring, it up.  This time I was a 
little smarter and I just kept mum 
and did not tell him what it was.   

The pursuit of happiness is a most ridiculous phrase; if you pursue happiness you'll never find it.

 How true! I realized the truth 
in what James 
Hall said years 
ago when I saw 
the reaction of my 
housing society to 
a simple thing like 
a bone set. 
 When I bought my bone set 
I was very excited.  I put it in a 
carton – a huge one - and kept it in 
my car.  It was evening time. We 
were passing through some narrow 
by-lanes when my driver asked me 
"What is that, Sir”?  Now the reader 
must understand that I was not at 
my sharpest best after three 
lectures, one demonstration and two 
hours of gruelling dissection. 
 Not realizing the folly of 
doing so I immediately replied "they 
are the bones of a dead man".  The 
driver stopped driving the car and as 
a result it swerved to one side and 
crashed into a fruit seller's cart 
upsetting all the fruits.  Luckily my 
driver was driving very slowly.  The 
fruits were scattered all over the 
road.  When my driver recovered 
sufficiently and we began to help the 
fruit seller clear up.  While we were 
clearing the mess from the other 
end, an unsuspecting person 
happened to pass by and did not 
notice the peel of the banana.  He 
slipped and PLOMP THUD DHOOM.  
Don’t believe me ???  It is very true.  
To the passer-by it might have 
seemed as if it was a shot from a 

David Dhawan film.   

 However curiosity kills the 
cat is a well-known phrase.  He just 
lifted the lid and what does he see? 
A skull. He screamed and was the 
scream loud!  And the natural 
tendency when anyone screams is 
to stare.  Everyone right from the 
cobbler to the taxi driver who had 
parked on the road began to stare.   
 Finally I lied to him and told 
him that the skeleton was made of 
fiberglass.   
 I went up and began to work 
on my P.C.  I did not bother whether 
the watchman had brought it up or 
not.  
 Next morning I got up and 
realized that the newspapers had 
not come. I went down to check 
where they were.  I realized that the 
bones were still in the lobby.    The 
watchman must have been scared 
to bring them up.  And right in front 
of the bones I saw that the 
newspaper delivery boy had fainted 
on seeing them.  I instantly threw 
some water on his face.  He opened 
his eyes, saw me, pointed to the 
skeleton and screamed "Bhoot".  He 
got up and ran away.  
 Now gossip spreads like 
fire.  In an hour's time I saw many 
dudhwallas etc outside the building.  
I went down to enquire. Their 
response was “sahaab there is a 
bhoot here".  I replied "what 
nonsense, who told you”?  "No, the 
paperwallah saw it with his own 

eyes", they replied.  
 In my building, there is a 
nasty female who goes on fighting 
with my driver over parking space.  
For that matter she fights with 
almost everybody. A very rich 
woman whose husband turns over 
runs into several crores.  One day 
as usual she was fighting with my 
drivers when somebody told her 
"don’t fight with them.  The owner 
son has a skeleton”.             
 She came to our house and 
said "I heard that there is a skeleton 
in your house.  I hope there won’t be 
any ghosts"?  Ever since that day, 
her behaviour towards us has 
changed for the better and she eyes 
me warily. 
 Had I not been the first 
aspiring doctor in my building maybe 
this would not have happened.   
 Nearly a month passed by 
and I started travelling by train with 
my friends.  I never got any place to 
sit.  Travelling 40 minutes standing 
is not a joke.  We thought of an idea.  
The next day while in the train, we 
stood in between the seats and we 
all took out skulls from our bags.  
Some of the skulls were incomplete 
without mandible, calvaria, etc. 
Believe me the people sitting there 
immediately got up and since then 
we have never had to stand.  
 Some advantages of being 
a medical student!!!  
Albert Einstein once said - 
 "Two things are infinite.  The 
universe and human stupidity.  And I 
am not sure about the universe". ■ 
 
(Akshat Anant Gadgil is the son of Ms. 
Medha Gadgil, IAS 1983. He is a 2nd 
year MBBS student at Padmashree Dr. 
DY Patil Vidyapeeth and can be 
contacted at 022-24144545)  
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Remembering Ramesh 
Kanade   
      A letter to Editors 
                                By Shashi Misra 
Dear Madan, Malini and Manisha, 

Mine is a forgotten face in 
the cadre. Nevertheless there is an 
impulse to connect, for one is 
tempted to revisit the passing away 
of Ramesh Kanade, even though 
almost six months have passed 
since. As with several others of my 
colleagues, the news was unsettling 
in the extreme. But a trip out of 
Mussoorie was in the offing for me 
and all that could be managed at 
that time was a hurried note to his 
son and an attempt at gathering 
more details by downloading 
Harmony from the net. In this part of 
Mussoorie the net can and does 
play taciturn very often; finally the 
attempt had to be suspended till my 
return, which happened last week. 

A sense of nostalgia crept 
over me progressively, with the 
reading of the dedicated issue of 
Harmony. The warmth of feelings in 
its pages suffused over me steadily, 
bringing back Ramesh life-size - his 
uplifted smile, puckishly crinkled at 
the corners, an earnest passion for 
the task at hand, his sheer humility, 
one could go on… (As Secretary, 
almost two decades back, I had tried 
hard to get him as my DS, since 
Ramesh was agreeable to it; but 
higher up the hierarchy, unlike 
Barkis, was not willing and the loss 
was mine). 
  On reading the Harmony of 
August now in December, deeper 
issues have surfaced, almost as if 
prodded by his impish grin…..May 
one share them?  

  Has Ramesh really been 
snatched away by the inscrutable 
dispensation of a whimsical Un-
Providence? Or having proved his 
mettle in this domain, has he been 
‘promoted’ to a higher level? Would 
it not be confining for us to think, 
that servicing the causes of the 
world is the highest reach of the 
human grasp? Sitaron se aage 
jahaan aur bhi hain….and surely, 
the human potential does not get 
exhausted by sundry contributions 
on the monochrome plate of an 
admittedly flattening world. Ramesh 
has probably moved further ahead, 
having acquitted his role here with 
dignity and élan. People of his kind 
do not wait to be retrieved from a 
forgotten niche after death has 
drawn the curtain on this life; they 
exit while the floodlights are on…. to 
the next role; and here, the play in 
which they have played a stellar 
role, goes on. An Urdu couplet 
comes to mind: 
 Marg zindagi ka ek vaqfa hai 
Ke aage chalenge dam le kar 
Death is just a pause, in the flow of 
life. That one will move ahead after 
catching ones breath for a while. 
  Was his going away 
untimely? Life has this strange habit 
of leaving it’s front door open to 
death – from the moment of birth. 
Jatasya hi dhruvo mrittyuh – says 
the Geeta - If one is born, one dies 
too, necessarily. We see death all 
around us, but as quizzed of 
Yudhishtthira by the Yaksha in the 
Mahabharat, it is one of the greatest 
marvels of this world, that one never 
expects to be touched by it oneself! 
Death is never untimely; it comes as 
per schedule; it is a shock to us, for 
we are surprisingly unprepared for it. 

But, as in all such cases, life itself 
has provided space to recover from 
the initial impact of Ramesh’s 
departure. Ramesh beamed a kind 
of contagious, compulsive 
cheerfulness. To remember him in 
grief and sorrow…..? Would it not be 
an affront to him, and would it not 
defeat the very purpose, which he 
pursued with such integrity in life? 
Let us applaud him on his ‘elevation’ 
and in the process prepare 
ourselves too for moving ahead.  
 
With affectionate regards  
Shashi Misra 
 
(Ms. Shashi Misra, IAS (Retd.) 1968 
now lives at ‘Ravi’s Own’, Barlowganj, 
Mussoorie, 248112 and can be 
contacted at Ph. 0135-2631598.)  
 

NNiinneettyy  NNiinnee  FFuunnddaammeennttaall  
TTiippss  ffoorr  MMaannaaggeerrss  
  

1. Conduct an honest self-
evaluation very often. 

2. Look out for number one. Watch 
out for number one too. 

3. Follow up and review in a timely 
manner. 

4. Learn how to read body 
language.  More than 50 percent 
of a message is not conveyed by 
words. 

5. Do not dwell on the past. Learn 
from it and move on. 

6. Have the wisdom to know “What 
you can and cannot”. 

7. Treat others the way you want to 
be treated. 

 

Compiled by Mr. BR Pokharkar, IAS 
(1996), Member Secretary, Statutory 
Development Board for Rest of 
Maharashtra, Mumbai. 
(We will continue this series in the 
subsequent issues) 

There can be no happiness if the things we believe in are different from the things we do.
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‘HHAARRMMOONNYY’’  IInn  HHeeaavveenn              

By Sujata Chahande 
 
I couldn’t gather myself to 

rite anything, for it is still very hard 
ven for me - like 
or many others - 
o accept the fact 
hat Mr. Kanade 
s no more. I keep 
eading all the 
rticles written in 
is memory and thought I must also 
hare my feelings with all of you as I 
ave always done. I remember 
aving read all those numerous 

nterviews published and thought of 
ttempting to use Sir’s style as my 
ay of expressing my respect and 

eelings towards him. I hope I will be 
orgiven if I do hurt any sentiments 
hile doing so.  
.S.C: Sir, how are you doing? 
iterally living up in seventh heaven, 

s it?  
.K: It’s great up here - caught up 
ith our old friends and senior 
fficers. Updated them with our 
chievements, developments and 
rojects.  
.S.C: Sir, you left so suddenly, you 
idn’t give us any time to even 
ccept and react.  
.K: Do you remember the Song 

Rotey huey atey hain sab hansta 
ua jo jayega who muqqadar ka 
ikandar janeman kehlayga”. Well I 
o believe in it.  
.S.C: Very true, Sir. You indeed 
re a ‘Muqqadar ka Sikandar’. You 
ere fighting with your illness till the 
ery end and never did you let the 
hought of death ruin the available 
ife that you had in hand. It is indeed 
ery inspiring Sir. Sir, you have 
nspired and encouraged us at all 

stages of your life in some way or 
the other.  
R.K: Really so!  
S.S.C: Definitely Sir. I remember 
having interacted with you the very 
first time after I was married. I 
shifted to your flat in Charleville 
since that was the house allotted to 
Dr. Sanjay, my husband. I 
remember vividly both you and 
madam made me so comfortable 
and even said that I could make 
whatever changes I needed to make 
as per our needs and requirements. 
How many of us would have actually 
done that considering it to be an 
ownership flat.  
R.K: Oh! That’s nothing. I am sure 
many would have done that.  
S.S.C: Sir, all of us would always 
look at you and m’am in functions 
and parties and enjoy seeing the 
bond that both of you shared. You 
both always looked evergreen, we 
could sense the gentleness and 
freshness of the newly weds in you 
and m’am.  
R.K: Ha ! Ha ! Ha !  
S.S.C: Both of you always enquired 
about others’ well-being. You would 
always lighten up everyone’s mood 
and put a smile on each one’s face 
by your mere presence.  
S.S.C: Sir, I cannot fail to mention 
the moment when you and m’am 
had personally called me up on 
reading my Marathi article on 
motherhood in the famous Marathi 
magazine Chatura that had bagged 
the first prize. M’am was all praise 
for not just the article written but also 
for the cover page photo of my 
children and me. It was then that 
you had suggested I write something 
in Harmony too. I dared to write my 
heartfelt feelings in Harmony 
thereafter.  

R.K: Hmmm, yes, yes, I remember 
that.  
S.S.C: My first article in Harmony ‘In 
Search of Empowered Woman’ was 
received with your encouraging 
words. I remember having mailed it 
to you late in the night and was 
surprised to see your reply 
immediately. You were always 
punctual and prompt. A thorough 
perfectionist.  
S.S.C: When Dr. Sanjay was 
transferred as Divisional 
Commissioner to Nasik you were 
overjoyed. I remember you telling us 
very fondly about your days spent 
here in Nasik. I also recollect the 
time when I sent you my book of 
Hindi poems ‘Prayas’ published a 
few months earlier. Both of you had 
gone out for dinner, but read my 
book immediately on your return and 
called back to congratulate and 
encourage me. I owe my writing skill 
to you for it was you who recognized 
it and motivated me in doing so.  
R.K: No, no. Each one has a hidden 
talent waiting to be unveiled, all one 
needs is an opportunity. It was 
possible for me to give you that and 
I did so. That’s all.  
S.S.C: Sir, you turned me from a 
doctor into a sensitive writer. Our 
association grew more & more 
through Harmony. In fact I heard 
about your hospitalisation by chance 
when I didn’t get your reply after 
having mailed you an article. I found 
this to be very surprising since that 
had never happened in all these 
years. But you left even before we 
reached Mumbai.  
R.K: Oh! There were a lot many 
calls from here and I couldn’t 
postpone my visit any further.  
S.S.C: Sir, we all miss you a lot. It is 
Continued on Page 5 

Amusement is the happiness of those who cannot think.
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‘HHAARRMMOONNYY’’  IInn  HHeeaavveenn 
Continued from Page 4 
difficult to fill the void that you left 
behind.  
R.K: Every living thing born must die 
one day. That’s the circle of Life. But 
what one must remember is what 
remains to be done in this lifespan 
by you and how you want others to 
remember you. I tried my best to do 
what I thought I needed to do. There 
were many things planned, some 
were successful, some failed while 
some were left undone. But I hope 
that the unfinished tasks will be suc-
cessfully completed by you all. Be-
cause the show must go on.  
S.S.C: Yes Sir. We surely will con-
tinue the good work started by you 
and continue to build the dream that 
you saw. I am reminded of another 
great R.K [Raj Kapoor] , his song 
which said ‘Kal khel mein ham ho na 
ho gardish mein tare rahenge sada, 
jeena yahan  
marna yahan iske siwa jana kahan ji 
chahe jab mujhko awaj do hum he 
wahi hum the jahan’. How very true 
Sir.  
R.K: Oh that indeed is a wonderful 
song a favourite of one and all.  
S.S.C: Sir before we sign off do 
bless us all.  
R.K: Of course. My blessings and 
good  
wishes are always there with all of 
you. In fact I now find it easier to 
look at our colleagues and friends 
working in the remotest of places. I 
always wanted to bring all the offi-
cers and their families together with 
each other. Harmony was that string 
that brought all these precious 
pearls together. Thank you for this 
chat - I thoroughly enjoyed being on 
this side of the table too. Actually, I 

was thinking of starting ‘Harmony’ in 
‘Heaven’ and thus bring together all 
our officers group here. A lot of work 
to do. Must go. Bye. God bless you 
all.  
S.S.C: Thank you once again, Sir. 
(Dr. Sujata Chahande is the wife of Dr. 
Sanjay Chahande, IAS (1988), 
Divisional Commissioner, Nashik. She 
can be contacted on Ph. 0253-
2574905)  
AA  SSuucccceessssiioonn  SSttoorryy  
Continued from Page 1 
grew.  

Three weeks, four weeks, 
five weeks went by, still nothing. By 
now, others were talking about their 
plants, but Jim didn't have a plant 
and he felt like a failure. 

Six months went by - still 
nothing in Jim's pot. He just knew he 
had killed his seed. Everyone else 
had trees and tall plants, but he had 
nothing. Jim didn't say anything to 
his colleagues, however. He just 
kept watering and fertilizing the soil 
– he so wanted the seed to grow. 

A year finally went by and all 
the young executives of the 
company brought their plants to the 
CEO for inspection. Jim told his wife 
that he wasn't going to take an 
empty pot. But she asked him to be 
honest about what happened.  

Jim felt sick at his stomach. 
It was going to be the most 
embarrassing moment of his life, but 
he knew his wife was right. He took 
his empty pot to the boardroom. 
When Jim arrived, he was amazed 
at the variety of plants grown by the 
other executives. They were 
beautiful -- in all shapes and sizes. 
Jim put his empty pot on the floor 
and many of his colleagues laughed. 
A few felt sorry for him! 

When the CEO arrived, he 
surveyed the room and greeted his 
young executives. Jim just tried to 
hide in the back. "My, what great 
plants, trees, and flowers you have 
grown," said the CEO. "Today one of 
you will be appointed the next CEO!"  

All of a sudden, the CEO 
spotted Jim at the back of the room 
with his empty pot. He ordered the 
financial director to bring him to the 
front. Jim was terrified. He thought, 
"The CEO knows I'm a failure! 
Maybe he will have me fired!" 

When Jim got to the front, 
the CEO asked him what had 
happened to his seed. Jim told him 
the story.  

The CEO asked everyone to 
sit down except Jim. He looked at 
Jim, and then announced to the 
young executives, "Here is your next 
Chief Executive! His name is Jim!" 

Jim couldn't believe it. Jim 
couldn't even grow his seed. How 
could he be the new CEO the others 
said?  
             Then the CEO said, "One 
year ago today, I gave everyone in 
this room a seed. 

I told you to take the seed, 
plant it, water it, and bring it back to 
me today. But I gave you all boiled 
seeds; they were dead - it was not 
possible for them to grow. All of you, 
except Jim, have brought me trees 
and plants and flowers. 

"When you found that the 
seed would not grow, you 
substituted another seed for the one 
I gave you. Jim was the only one 
with the courage and honesty to 
bring me a pot with my seed in it. 
Therefore, he is the one who will be 
the new Chief Executive!" 
Honesty can reap rich dividends. ■ 
Depend not on another, but lean instead on thyself...True happiness is born of self-reliance.
HARMONY 69 ■ January 2008                                                   CONTINUATIONS     
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The foolish man seeks happiness in the distance, the wise grows it under his feet. 

Whheenn  tthhee  NNeeww  YYeeaarr  DDaawwnnss  
                    By V.S Gopalakrishnan 
he first rays of the golden sun  
re the same as ever  
ut  
e know it belongs 

o the new year; 
dieu to the old 
ne. 

t is not like the 
arting 
f the newly wedded daughter 
ut 
 painless passage 
n to hopes for happier times. 
ld cobwebs left by grief 
nd misfortunes are gently cleared 
ut  
ood times and blessings 
re wrapped tightly in soft silk. 
e begin again with a clean slate  

f the same resolute resolutions 
ut 

his time we think we'll do better 
ith their impeccable 

mplementation. 
verything begins with the mind, 
e'll be gentle with it 
ut 
ush it hard in the right direction,  
hutting our eyes, opening them at 
he destination.  

e can make laces of love, 
hrow them around 
ut  

n the manner of fishermen, 
rapping the humanity in them. 
ere is the new year,  
e'll make the most of it this year 
ut 
umbly remember Future is finally 
ot in our hands, 
e are in the hands of the Future. 

Mr. VS Gopalakrishnan, IAS Retd. can 
e contacted on Ph. 24936429) 

VVaattssaallaa  JJaammbbuunnaatthhaann  
rreelleeaasseess  CCDD  oonn  GGeeooggrraapphhyy        
                             By Sangita Sriram                                 

It is not every day that there 
is a release function of an 
educational CD by the wife of a 
retired senior member of the IAS 
fraternity. The function held on 10th 
October 2007, at the Indian 
Merchants Chamber, Churchgate, 
was well attended by members from 
IAS, IPS, doctors and others. The 
computer based educational tutorial 
on Geography titled “Learning 
Geography is Fun”, authored by 
Mrs. Vatsala Jambunathan, has 
evidently drawn upon her three 
decades of teaching experience of 
the subject and her own extensive 
research . 

The function was chaired by 
Mr. DM Sukthankar, IAS (Retd.) and 
the chief guest was Prof. Rupa 
Shah, former Vice Chancellor of 
SNDT Women’s University. In her 
introductory remarks Mrs. 
Jambunathan highlighted the 
objective of this venture, namely to 
benefit the teaching community, 
students and the parents, who will 
find the CD a great tool for self 
study, and as a supplement to 
standard text books. She made a 
specific mention of an important and 
special feature of the CD viz. 

animation, diagrams and maps, 
which were all prepared with 
assistance from young technical 
experts and based on photographs 
taken during her extensive travel, 
both within the country and abroad. 

A brief presentation was 
made of the contents of the CD with 
sample illustrations of topics like 
eclipse, tsunami and water cycle. ■ 
 

(Mrs. Vatsala Jambunathan is the wife 
of Mr. S Jambunathan, IAS Retd. 1961. 
She can be contacted at 
vjambu@hotmail.com. The writer of this 
piec,e Ms. Sangita Sriram, is her 
daughter-in-law.) 
 

AAnn  AAppppeeaall  ttoo  FFiieelldd  OOffffiicceerrss  
 

Dear Friend, 
You are aware that the 

Harmony Newsletter is being 
published on behalf of the IAS 
Officers’ Association since the year 
2000. A singular effort of the late Mr. 
Ramesh Kanade, it has received 
appreciation from varied quarters 
over the years.  

It is the aspiration of the 
Association to continue this unique 
publication with the commitment that 
it deserves. As field officers, you 
would have interesting thoughts, 
anecdotes, experiences and 
information that you may like to 
share with the IAS community. We 
take this opportunity to invite 
contributions from you and your 
family for the forthcoming issues. 
We hope that Harmony offers a 
forum to bring your latent creative 
skills to the fore. We look forward to 
hearing from you. 

Best wishes to you and your 
family for a happy and healthy New 
Year 2008. 

Editorial Team, Harmony 
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Visit to Mussoorie 
By Malini V Shankar 

 
I had the good fortune of 

visiting Mussoorie early October – 
the perfect weather 
to be in the hills. The 
skies cleared up for 
two days, revealing 
the snow peaks in 
the horizon – a visual 
treat for an urban 
denizen!  

This was my first visit to the 
Academy in 20 years, and I was 
pleasantly surprised with the 

developments in the campus. The 
“officer trainees” (no longer referred 
to by the archaic term 
“probationers”) have a swank 
officers’ centre, replete with a 
modern dining hall, a reading room 
and a well-maintained library, indoor 
sports facilities, and an 
entertainment area that includes a 
dance floor! The library has been 
designed surprisingly well, and the 
view from the reading room is simply 
spectacular. 

The entire path down to the 
sports ground is now covered by a 
canopy; as it winds past Ganga 
Hostel, there is even a terrace café 
that looks very inviting. The horses 
used for training, incidentally, are 
real colts (or so I am told – never got 

to ride them) - no longer the hand-
me-down that obeyed only the 
Ustad, rarely the rider.  

As for the officers 
themselves, my impression was that 
they are pretty much the same as 
any of us were – intelligent, capable, 
enthusiastic, and even idealistic.  
Few of them are seen wandering 
around the campus though – they 
tell me that their schedule is very 
tight; somehow, I suspect that it is 
the computer-in-every-room 
phenomenon that discourages them 
from testing their lungs and legs 
outdoors. 

The facilities are certainly a 
tremendous improvement over our 
days in the Academy, when we had 
to eat in the badminton courts that 
had been converted into a makeshift 
dining hall (recall that the Academy 
had a fire in the summer of 1984). 
Those were the days when we had 

to trek down – rain or shine – for 
breakfast, lunch and dinner. I guess 
that gave us “mountain legs” (words 
of our Course Director, Mr. SH 
Mohan) and perhaps keeps us fit to 
this day! ■ 
 
(Ms. Malini V Shankar, IAS 1984 is 
Development Commissioner Industries 
and can be contacted on Ph. 22822712) 
 

Cricket Fever Starts 
With the onset of winters, 

our cricket series has started with 
matches played against JNPT, 
Bombay Gymkhana and RCF. While 
JNPT led by our own Jonty Rhodes 
(Mr. SS Hussain) won the first 
match, we won the other two 
matches by handsome margins. Our 
Captain Mr. Premkumar was the 
chief architect of our victory against 
Bombay Gymkhana. Harshraj 
Madan was declared the Man of the 
Match against RCF.  

Players should pull up their 
socks for more matches lined up in 
the coming weeks.  

The foolish man seeks happiness in the distance, the wise grows it under his feet. 
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