11 May 07  

Arrived at 0100 local time.  Flight was about 18 hours.  Customs/ lost baggage claim took an hour then it was an hour to the Hotel.  The hotel is very nice, but Mary noted it was not the one she intended.  She intended it to be the one beside India Gate, another (nicer) hotel of the same name – Taj President?

The flight schedule was pretty good.  Left at 2200 and slept all night, then stayed awake the entire second flight so I would be sleepy when we got here.   The drive to Dulles was pretty inconvenient though, I heard American has a direct flight to India from BWI: worth checking in to. 

12 May 07  

Things continue to go great.  After a “free morning” to recover (3 went site-seeing, 2 of us exercised, 1 rested) we went to an ancient Hindu site called Elephanta Island via a somewhat sketchy boat ride.  In addition to the ancient rock carvings, we saw a lot of shops/ monkeys/ stray cows etc.   The monkeys and cows both tried to get the snack foods out of people’s hands.  The Buddhist rock carvings were interesting, but I found watching the people, shops, and animals more intriguing.  Our boat traveled past an Indian Navy port and we saw the Kiev class Aircraft carrier.  

Ironically, as a plebe we studied that ship as the Cold War threat, as a 2ndLt I saw it being towed in the Sea of Japan to India.  Our ship's CO stated that it was going to be scrapped.  At the time we never would have imagined it would be employed operationally by India.  

When we arrived back in port, at what is called India Gate, our boat rafted up to some other boats so we could go ashore by cross decking.  This process was very disorganized and people were crowding off one boat onto another.  Then one of the boats in the middle of the raft pulled out, leaving the surging crowd growing on one boat with nowhere to go.  The Indian “sailors” sorted it out, but I was keeping an eye on the escape route and hustled everybody ashore at the first opportunity.
We retired to our hotel’s “sister” near India gate to use the facilities, cool off and reorganize.   We had a very expensive appetizer/ beer while we waited for our restaurant reservation to come around.  One of the mids, sunburned, utilized the hotel staff for an impromptu facial and they made a run on his behalf to the pharmacy for some medication.  The service here is as advertised – impeccable.

The way the internet works here is I have to purchase minutes and they are not cheap - about $5/ hour so I can't just leave the computer running - when we get back to this hotel I'll see if I can call.

 

Everytime I hear a baby my heart just feels a longing.  A woman came up to me last night with a baby Ruthie's age in her arms and ask me for money.  I couldn't empty my pockets fast enough... then some kids came up and tied a flower bracelet to my wrist saying "gift, no want money" but of course after chatting me up on my name and where I'm from they started asking for food money.  I was trying to walk & keep up with our group and they started holding me back.  I gave them 100 Rupees and told them to share, then they were on me like flies wanting more.  I ended up turning on them and yelling at them to "GO!".  I yelled loud enough that even on a chaotic Indian city street heads were turning.  The sad thing is that good will and manners are interpreted as a vulnerability.

 

So far I've purchased Taylor's rock, a map, and sunglasses.  Most of the souvenirs I've seen so far are junk.  EVERYONE is trying to sell something - it is relentless.

We had a family style dinner at Khybers, a mix of chicken dishes, flat breads, rice etc.  One of the spreads for the bread and one of the dishes were very spicy!  I heaped a spoonful of this relish looking spread on a piece of flat bread and our waiter enjoyed watching me choke as sweat poured out of my face and tears from my eyes.  The food and service were excellent and we all ate for about $15 each.  It would have been $50/ person in D.C.

 

The group dynamic is good.  We go to the Indira Gandhi Institute for Research today for a couple of days, then link up with the Indian Navy.

13 May 07  

We leave the Taj President today for a couple of days with IGIDR.  We’ll tour this afternoon, arriving at IGIDR by dinner.  This should be more of an “old school” India experience.

Trevor, Billy and I took a run at 0600 through the city to the beach.  The sidewalks and roads were spattered with urine, feces, and soiled newspapers from the same activities.  Between these spots, people still lined the walkways sleeping on the ground.  

It was already hot and I had a good sweat going.  We went down one road that ended in a cul-de-sac and found ourselves among several growling dogs.  I don’t know if it was the locals persuasion to the dogs or not, but they retreated.    We ran to the beach walkway and I was surprised by the number of Indians walking around.  Only one other “runner”, but lots out for a stroll.  We turned around at 25 minutes, planning to run for 45.  By the 35 minute mark I was feeling loopy – at 42 minutes I said I’d better stop – the heat was getting to me.  I felt like I was being cautious, but as it turns out, I think I was pretty close to becoming a heat casualty.
For the remainder of the morning, I could not think straight and felt very out of sorts.  Four hours later I was still sweating in the A/C even after a breakfast and what I judged to be a lot of water.  While packing up in my room, I had a hard time focusing and I kept stubbing my toes on the bed.  Sometime during then Billy started feeling ill as well.  

We pressed on with our scheduled tour, led by an interesting gentleman named Marilu, that seemed to trace the “standard” Mumbai sites.  On their own, Billy, Todd, and Chris had covered this route with a cabbie Sunday morning.  We visited Gandhi’s home, an open air market, the railway station, the “university”, the “Dobi Bat” laundry, and a clothing store.  I found Gandhi’s home to be interesting.  In the market, watching men pack fruit using the straw we were walking on demonstrated one of the many ways we get sick – we were chased out of the market by a cow antagonized by patrons mad we didn’t buy anything.  At the station, I saw little difference in 1st Class and 3rd class on the trains.  In the heat and imagined crowds, they looked like they would be equally miserable.  Billy vomited out the side of the bus and I continued to feel miserable.  I was pressing on but would have preferred to be anywhere cleaner and cooler.
It’s hard to get over two things right now.  One, this place is completely filthy – dirt of the worst kind – human.  It pervades everything except the sanctity of our hotel and when combined with the heat I feel like I am soaking it up.  The second thing is how the Indians view me as an object from which to extract money.   Whether it is the relentless child (apparently part of a begging mafia) or the waiter at lunch who was clearly upset we did not order alcohol or desserts, I feel that all of the submissive manners are really a mocking façade and it all makes me very uncomfortable.  I can not wash my hands or pass through a door without the expectant look from someone who wants a handout.  I prefer to get my own soap and carry my own bag.

After my “Margarita” pizza lunch, Mary and I decided it would be best for Billy and me to stay at the hotel rather than get on the road risking an attack of diarrhea or nausea for Billy.  It was an easy sell for me to stay.  By early afternoon, back in the comfort of the hotel’s air conditioned lobby, I had been feeling better, but I was none too eager to get back on the road in the heat of the day.  While our party traveled one hour north to the Indira Gandhi Institute for Research (IGIDR), Billy slept and I read my book by the pool, shaded by a nearby building.  
Monday 14 May 07  

Billy and I checked out at 0630 to head up to IGIDR.  After getting word that the food there was a little minimalist, we made time to grab some breakfast at the Taj President’s expansive (included) buffet before heading out.

I asked the doorman to get us an air conditioned cab (cost 100 rupees extra) for the ride and asked him to give our orange bearded driver directions before we set out on the one hour city drive.  About 100 meters down the road, the driver pulled over and asked a stranger for directions – gave me some concern.

We drove north on city streets; I tried to follow along on a tourist map.   Cars jockeyed back and forth, inches from each other, observing neither “lane discipline” nor right of ways.  Here’s how a turn lane on a divided highway works.  Cars crowd 3-5 abreast into the center of the intersection, honking and inching forward, until there is a break in on-coming traffic.  Then everyone bolts for the single lane road on the other side, squeezing in but still running two or three abreast in one lane till it sorts itself out.  It is mayhem.

We got to the vicinity of our destination: “Film City Road”.  Mary told me IGIDR was in a rural setting – she had been there in ’04.  I was certain we were on the spot she marked on the map, yet we were surrounded by slums: hand made shacks of random materials with no plumbing and pirated electricity running across the tops on orange electrical cords.  Barefoot people stand on ground muddied by sewage.  People squat where-ever – they are people, living like cattle.

I send a text message to one of the Mids at IGIDR – no answer.  Orange beard is stopping and asking people where IGIDR is, but people are only familiar with the 100 meters of their world.  We keep driving, I’m trying to use the “world phone” and Billy is keeping an eye out for the institute.  “I see it” he calls from the back.  Through the slums I see a 20’ Hurricane Fence and an architectured façade behind it – we’re there.  Right as we roll through the gate my phone rings, they got my text.  3 Years ago this was farmland – now the urban sprawl has engulfed it.
We dropped our bags in our rooms and headed out immediately for Pune, 3 hours (60 miles?) away.  Driving in a small minivan, we hit more traffic and then used the new “super-highway”.  Although it had less traffic, the construction, like most here, was not well finished and we bucked along at the max speed of 48 mph on our Indian “autobahn”.  

InfoSys, on the outskirts (20km away) of Pune, was the oasis we expected it to be in the middle of yet another “squalor-ville”.  Passing through a serious security checkpoint (I had to leave them my memory stick, no computer media allowed) our hosts took us into a modern glass building.  It was still obviously not American by standard, but it was modern and very clean.  Even better, the campus surrounding the building was carpeted with lush green grass and trees (with leaves!).  

Anuj and Tabez were wonderful hosts at Infosys.  Well spoken, sophisticated yet humble, they graciously presented their company and, after a nice Indian Buffet, showed us through their facility.  Among the many interesting aspects to the company in general is the exponential growth the company is experiencing and how they were the first Indian company to be listed on NASDAQ.  Infosys was started by 7 Indian “engineers” in 1981 with $250.  Now they have more than 70k employees and are growing at a rate of 2k per month.  In 2008 that rate will double.  InfoSys has “campuses” like the one we visited around the India and in about a dozen countries around the world.  This campus, surrounded by poverty, is entirely self-sufficient with redundant power generation and their own water treatment plant.  They have dormitories for semi-permanent residents and bunk rooms for temporary needs.  Two of the most striking physical features were a beautiful garden swimming pool (with separate Jacuzzis for men and women) and a “meditation” room – a perfect sphere with a 35kg pendulum suspended from the ceiling.  Everyone was very impressed, though a couple of us detected an underlying sense of regimen that belied the appearance of a fun environment.
During the 3 hour drive from InfoSys back to IGIDR, three of the mids related their tale of “peril” from a couple days before.  Eager to experience the culture, the mids jumped into a cab and told the cabbie to take them to a good restaurant.  Ignoring their directions enroute, he took them to the worst slum they had seen yet.  When he stopped the car and they got out, they realized that all activity in the busy slum was stopped, and they were surrounded by contemptuous stares.  They told their driver to take them some where else and he refused.  The stated charge was 500 Rs, but the driver extracted an additional 700 Rs out of them for “his friends” and “good luck”.  Fortunately, they were able to jump into another cab and get back to a tourist area, this ride was the normal 50 Rs.  

The trip back to IGIDR was uneventful except for having to swerve to avoid monkeys on the interstate.

Tuesday 15 May 07  

IGIDR was Spartan, but clean.  Mary said it would give us the feel of India before all the new commercialism/ globalization brought luxury hotels.  We had air-conditioned rooms with a bed, chair, TV, and cabinet on slate floors.  The switches and wiring were confusing, and the bath was like a Recreational Vehicle: You can Shower and Sh*t at the same time if you wish - even had anti-freeze in the john.  The drains didn’t have traps, so our hosts had placed mothballs on top of each drain opening to arrest the smells on the way out.
After an uneventful meal and evening at IGIDR, we spent the morning and early afternoon getting briefed by Dr Panda and Munoj and another financial PhD who never identified himself.  Drs P and M spoke on economics, specifically with regard to agriculture and gave a rudimentary but interesting presentation.  The finance gentleman gave a painfully long and boring talk on the Indian stock market.  He was excited and spoke very quickly.  I simply could not ascertain enough of his quick speech patterns to really understand and I found myself distracted and very tired.  I appreciate his enthusiasm but would not recommend him for next year.
The drive from IGIDR back to the Taj President was long and busy.  Neither cab driver knew how to get there and they didn’t speak enough English to comprehend that we knew and were trying to tell them.  While Trevor drew pictures in the back seat I tried to communicate with my hands to show where we were on the map and where we were going.  In the middle of this, Billy Hall called from the Embassy in Delhi to tell me our Indian Navy hosts were freaking out because they hadn’t heard from me yet, so I was trying to make calls on two cell phones, keep in contact with the other cab, and direct our driver to the hotel.  The teamwork from the back seat paid off and the cabbie somehow remembered how to get there during the last few blocks to the hotel.

After getting settled in the hotel, I went downstairs for a massage.  I was really tight after all the traveling and sitting from the past 5 days.  Two guys forced me into stretching positions and completely limbered up my back for about 20 min.  Then I had a 45 minute deep tissue massage.  First time I’ve had a guy give me a massage – a little weird – but he was strong and really worked me over.  90 minute massage: $28.  

Afterwards, Mary and I grabbed a cab and met up with the Mids at a restaurant of their choice.   They are really getting out and experiencing things.  They had been shopping all afternoon, with the assistance of Ravalo, an 18 year old that was happy to show them around.  They had taken him to a local place for a beer, and he told them his story:  he wants to become a cabbie, but doesn’t have the money.  Both his parents are dead and he lives in his own little slum house with a TV and microwave.  He said he makes 2000 Rs a month, and that after rent and expenses has 600 Rs ($15) a month for food.  Cab school takes 2000 Rs he says and he just doesn’t have it.  In a spontaneous gesture of good will, the Mids each gave him 500 Rs in hopes that it will change his life.  I commend them for taking that approach.
Wednesday 16 May 07 
Wednesday morning, our Indian Navy Liaison, LT Ashok Kumar, met us promptly at 0900 at our hotel lobby.  The Mids, disappointed the airline never found their uniforms, Mary and I boarded two cabs for the ride to the Naval Base.  Although I wasn’t anticipating it, I immediately recognized the British architecture on the base from the time I’d spent with British Marines in Scotland.  Our driver, jetting around the Yard, lost control of the car in one sharp turn and almost smashed into the curb, regaining control with just a foot or so to go.  I think he’s not accustomed to an open road.
We first visited the IN’s first aircraft carrier, a converted British WWII transport.  Now a museum (like the Intrepid), they had a very informative walking history and displays of the Indian Navy.  I didn’t realize what a robust force they have and was impressed with the museum.  Afterward, we went to an operational submarine, where the Boat’s Captain, Commander _______ , graciously piped us aboard and gave us a tour of his well maintained vessel.   Although an older boat, it had recently received some state of the art retrofits in electronics and optics.  Interestingly, it also had an escape pod big enough for the whole crew that could be released from the sub in the event of an underwater disaster.   The captain hosted us for juice and snacks in the tiny wardroom.  As we packed in there he said “there is always room for one more”. 
Our final visit was to LT Ashok’s frigate the INS Gomati.  The ship’s Captain and a LCDR named Visek, welcomed us with a well done power-point presentation in the CIC.  Following the concise brief, we toured the spotless ship.  Although a lot of its running gear was older (steam turbines, sound powered phones etc) it was spotless and shined.  I’d say cleaner than 95% of the US vessels I’ve been on.  We ended our tour with beers (at lunch!) in the wardroom and a traditional Indian lunch.  Visek told the cooks to cut the spices by 2/3s so we really enjoyed it!  We returned to the wardroom after the nice meal and visited some more.  I was pleasantly surprised at how well the Indian Mids and ours’ hit it off so well.  Both are clearly some of the brightest guys in the world.  By the end of our time they were trading face-book invitations and e-mail addresses.
Wednesday night we met back in the Caballa shopping district and picked up a Sari one of the mids purchased.  I checked out some silk for Jody to use for curtains and we went out to eat.  While we walked, the mids “coincidentally” ran into Ravalo, their taxi-school candidate, and he accompanied us while we walked.  He took us up a back stair case to a nice but secluded Sari shop where we were seated in the back room to look at the wares.  The salesmen were nice and the materials beautiful, but we were pretty far from the public view with several passageways and a bunch of people we didn’t know between us and the exit.  I was not unhappy to make our exit.  I noticed that as we walked Ravalo kept his distance from me and I caught him frequently glancing my way.  We went to a great diner called _________ .  Meals were 100Rs ($2.50) each and were tasty.  I was relieved that the Mids didn’t ask Ravalo to join us for dinner.  I appreciate their good will but find him to be suspect.  Throughout our meal beggars and venders (really beggars too) tried to catch our eye from the sidewalk.  If I just looked their way they would stop and try very hard to engage me with their eyes.  Even the slightest non-verbal acknowledgement is taken as an invitation to them.  I find the only way to get them to disengage is to be very stern.  Smiling and giving a polite “no” is interpreted as a vulnerability and opens one to more harassment.  Point in their face, look them in the eye and say “GO AWAY” to do the trick.

17 May 07  

Our second day with the Indian Navy: LT Ashok Kumar picked us up again at the hotel and we took his car and a cab to visit the civilian and military dockyards.  The route took us through more areas of severe poverty; as we drove I turned to Mary and said “I don’t think I can get used to this”.   “Good” she replied.  

As we traveled into unfamiliar territory, I noticed that a row of the homemade patched together shacks were lying in piles of rubble.  As we drove down the row, some appeared to be intact, some vacant, and some had people living in the debris.  I asked LT Kumar if the government had torn them down and he said “yes” with a smile, they are encroaching on the road.  On the way home we would see the front-end loader “re”-destroying the houses that had been put back up and loading the debris in a truck; police were there with long sticks to enforce the eviction.

The civilian dockyard was very active and interesting.  After a walk through a small museum displaying models of past projects, we went inside their machine ship where pieces of hull were being fabricated with heavy presses and a modern CNC cutting machine.  With the exception of the aforementioned, all of the machines appeared to be 75-100 years old and labor intensive.  We found that the yard, though it does build civilian ships, is currently building 6 Naval Vessels and has contracts out for the next decade.  The navy liaison would not give us a straight answer as to whether the Navy is growing or simply modernizing.  Interestingly, the senior civilian who hosted us in his office for juice and cookies after our tour had a 3x2 foot poster about Christ suspended above his chair in an otherwise completely undecorated office.  
The 500 year old military dockyard was even more active showed signs of modernization as well as a very productive repair and rebuilding facility.  Our hosts included the LT, plus a Navy Commander and Captain.  We had a nice presentation, followed by a tour of their drydock and maintenance facilities.  The Indian Navy does their maintenance in 4 phases similar to the U.S. military, so the dockyard was echelons 3 and 4.  We visited the repair facilities for gas engines, electrical motors, electronics, fabrication, and weapons.  Each facility was simple, but very well organized and labeled – most had a static display.  It was clear the Indian Navy is similar to the U.S. Navy in its efforts to implement business practices in the workplace.  
At lunch in a very nice officers club that I learned was not old British as I imagined, we had a nice “American” meal of spicy BBQ chicken, spicy potatoes, cold slaw with corn, spinach pasta, and beer (again!).  The Captain stayed with us and was a good conversationalist.  Through him I learned more about their officer accession and career tracks.  I also learned that their current aircraft carrier in service is in fact, not the Soviet Kiev class I had presumed, but a newer British carrier.  Alas, the irony was not to be.  I asked about it and was told that India probably did buy the old Kieve class but it was most likely scrapped.
To note, although their inventory is relatively low, the Indian Navy has a full complement of platforms and capabilities and seems to know very well how to use them.  They manufacture their own ships and helicopters right now, and were buying Russian gas turbine engines but have recently switched to GE and Rolls Royce.  They have a professional officer corps dedicated (committed) to 20 or more years of career service.

After our lunch with the Indian Navy, we went back to our beloved Taj President hotel to start our trip back to Pune where we will visit India’s service academy: The National Defense Academy.  The staff at the Taj gave us gifts and were sad to see us go.  Our trip to Pune was uneventful other than the fact that Mary and I required frequent stops due to very “unsettled” stomachs.  

Our hotel in Pune is nice, but a little more pieced together in what I now perceive as the typical Indian way.  From my fifth floor window I look down on the banquet hall addition to the hotel below.  I had noticed from within the hall that the ceiling covering was billowing sheets of cloth.  From above I can see that the roof is simply pieces of tin held down by the weight of bamboo poles and logs lying on top of them.  I’ve been the the restroom roughly 10 times in a few hours.  I started my CIPRO.
Friday 18 May 07  

Its 0730 and I hear someone beating a drum and some kind of whistle outside.  Still not feeling better which isn’t that bad except I just don’t want to get caught on a busy road somewhere and have no other option than to utilize the “side-walk” facilities wearing my Marine Corps Service Charlies.  Took another CIPRO.
By the time I made it downstairs to check out, I hoped I had it all out of my system.  We loaded into our van and car (the drivers slept in them overnight) and we headed out in rush hour traffic for the National Defense Academy (NDA), just 20km (12 miles) away.  The traffic was typical to my expectation: a flow of mayhem with no regard for lanes, signs, pedestrians etc.  Its always fun to watch and not that scary because the speeds are so slow.

The last few miles of the drive were on a road that serviced NDA almost exclusively.  It was nice to be on a road that was open and it had very pretty views.  We were met at the gate by our host LT Sinpap Thorat, a squared away MIG-21 pilot on shore duty at NDA.  Following his car, a 1940’s sedan, we made our way through a very well manicured campus until we reached the “Sudan Block”.
The Sudan Block is a very impressive stone building that serves as the NDA HQ.  It was built for $600k in part with a donation from the Gov’t of Sudan in appreciation for an Indian units service to Sudan in WWII.  The finest structure I’ve seen in India yet.

We were welcomed by a Navy Commander and an Air Force Colonel named Gp Capt Nitin Pathe who, along with a woman Navy LT, gave us an excellent multi-media presentation on the NDA.  We met with the NDA Commandant RAdm Pahtam for “tea” afterwards.  The admiral was a great conversationalist and we spoke about his time at the Naval War College and his visit to Annapolis.

Following our tea, we visited the stables, flight training center, the dining facility, the waterfront training area, and a barracks.  All were immaculately maintained and administered.  Each officer who briefed was charismatic, well-spoken, and an obvious professional.  Most aspects of training and purpose at the academy seem to be similar to our system with the exception of equestrian training which has some intrinsic rather than direct values: discipline, patience, balance, compassion to name a few.  I am sold.  Next year the Mids suggest we schedule more time so we can fly in their “powered gliders”, ride horses, water ski, and enjoy the same visit as this year.
After our visits we had a lunch on the breezeway at the Officers’ Mess.  Our view on one side was of the Polo Field and the other the training/ recreational pool.  300k candidates apply for 300 slots every 6 months at NDA.  From the food server to the Admiral all were fit, professional, engaged, smart, and earnest.  I’d say if they had our advantage of technology and capital they would undoubtedly be a more capable force.

We drove from NDA to our hotel, the Farysas, in Lona Vala.  The IN officers unanimously touted the Fariyas as a great place.  I think it was or is a social hub for many of them.

As it turns out, it was a beautiful hotel.  Decorated with exotic marbles from floor to ceiling, with fountains, and running water features in the lobby… it made quite an impression.  Oddly, when you peeled back the first layer though, you could tell they were struggling to keep it all together.  From the terrible service at dinner, to paying for wireless internet that didn’t work, to the quickly deteriorating carpeting and mold in the bathroom it became another place that just didn’t stand up to “the Taj”.  All that being said, it was more than sufficient and we were privileged to stay there.

Lona Vala is in a mountainous region, the Indians call a “hill station” and our hotel looked across a small valley characterized by typical slums with some uncommonly large free standing homes on the hillsides.  

Saturday 19 May 07  

We departed our hotel at 0830 to meet up with our IN hosts at Shivaji “technical institute”.  I did not realize until we got there that it is the IN follow-on school to NDA.  Sea-Cadets become Midshipmen and Midshipmen get commissioned there.  Additionally, they provide technical instruction to their enlisted personnel and refresher training on tech subjects to officers of all ranks as well.  I think they host about 150 courses per year.

We arrived at the gate a little early and did some kind of meaningless paperwork drill with an older sailor at the gate.  The guards were clearly not the same caliber of people we’d met earlier.  Nice enough but they were out of shape, sloppy in both uniform and weapons discipline.  A very sharp LT showed up (15 min early) to meet us and cheerfully dismissed the rest of the paperwork and brought us through the gate.  Like the day before, we transitioned immediately from a world of trash and disarray into a neat surrounding of grass and order.  
Like the U.S. military, the IN has lots of public awareness signs on vehicle safety, security, and a big emphasis on environmentalism.  We all noted the irony in this but decided that there must be a starting point and we think that is where we are.

We were greeted by two very professional and friendly Commanders who took us in to the yard’s very nice conference room which had labeled placards for each of us as well as a leather notebook for Mary and I with several personalized items inside.  Mary, one of the commanders and I had an in-call with the CO, Admiral _________.  Our visit coincided with two class graduations and a visit from the “Air Marshall” so all personnel were under somewhat of a time crunch.  The admiral was very gracious to visit with us and all involved were great hosts.

After the in-call and a more typical PowerPoint brief on the capabilities of the school, we embarked on a tour to all of the facilities.  The IN has an impressive array of models, prototypes, and actual power plants and accessories from various British, Russian, and organic sources that are in running order.  Both teaching and R&D are being conducted and I think we received more hands on training and instruction than any of us have received at our own Naval Academy.  Although it became a tad tedious, the IN officers and sailors had gone to a great deal of effort and sacrifice of their time to be standing by at each of their facilities awaiting our arrival.  Having been in their shoes I really appreciated what the inconvenience I’m sure we caused.  Every presentation was professional and it is clear that they know what they are doing.  Although a lot of the equipment was old, it was in excellent running order.  Plus, they showed a lot of innovation as well.  Some examples: a hydrogen fuel cell experiment, retrofitting old diesel engines to use electric actuators instead of cams, and creating virtual 3-D classes through video and digital animation.  I loved the Soviet turbo-charged 52 piston radial engine.
After our tour we were hosted for appetizers and lunch in the officers’ mess.  Oddly, the building looked and felt very old, but it had a placard that indicated it was completed in 2006.  It seems like even new things age quickly here.  The food and conversation were excellent – we concluded with a small ceremony and gift exchange: we received a velvet framed silver tray, plus beer mugs and watches for everyone.  Our humble gifts to them: a couple of USNA pens and some coins…

We left at 1430 for our 2 hour trip to our hotel in Juhu Beach, where all the “movie stars” hang out.  Traffic and a mix-up on the addresses turned it in to a 5 hour trip.  I saw 3 crashed buses and a crashed car on the side of the “interstate” plus we saw the dust cloud from a high speed crash ¼ mile in front of us at one point.  Although the locals seem very competent in their crazy urban flow style of driving, I think they lack skill and experience at anything over 40mph.  Every time we start going fast our drivers get very jerky and make mistakes.  The do not anticipate AT ALL.  The only thing they look at when driving is the cars to their immediate front.  No mirrors, no lanes, no looking down the road.

Since we were so late, we skipped the theater dinner plans, and ate in the hotel.  Chris orders double hot and when they delivered the meals they switched his meal with mine.  I ate it but didn’t really enjoy it, although we had a good dinner and conversation with beers and appetizers as well.  From our conversation, I gather the Mids are learning a lot with regard to the economics as well as the security/ stability situation here.  Several of us agreed that as India grows, and it is obvious they will continue to, their touted cooperation with China will inevitably become more competitive in nature.  Both countries have a labor surplus, both have an export surplus, and both have a shortage of key natural resources – primarily petroleum.  The Pakistanis are the Muslim “have-nots” and there are a number of other sects and states around India who will fulfill similar roles of sponsoring terrorism on the “haves”.  India is a living demonstration of how Hindi, Christian, Sikh, and Muslims can live in harmony together, but the horrific slaughters that occurred just 60 years ago on Independence Day (15 Aug ’47) show the terrible potential for bloodshed this people and place has as well.
Sunday 20 May 07  

I was awakened at 0545 by Trevor to tell me he was sick with diarrhea and vomiting.  He was rightly concerned he might get dehydrated.  I called the U.S. Embassy in Delhi in search of a doctor; they referred me back to the Consulate in Bombay.  The automatic answering service at the consulate informed me they were closed, but I stayed on the line and it gave me the option for an operator.

The operator referred me to a Doctor out in town and in about 15 minutes I had the names of the medications I needed plus instructions for administering them.  I called for someone from the front desk to go pick them up.  Unfortunately it was Sunday morning so nothing apparently opened until 0900, but at 0920 and 160 Rs later, we had 10 doses of Emeset, 10 of CIPRO, and 8 of a Tylenol equivalent.  The Emeset worked like a charm and I recommend it to be packed with the 1st Aid Kit.

Mary, Trevor (feeling better and ambitious) and I met Swapka, Mary’s Brother-in-law’s girlfriend for tea and lunch.  She is a Bollywood movie producer and took us to an apparently chic tea-joint where all the stars go.  One old guy ambling around got her very excited, apparently it was like seeing Rock Hudson or something.  

We really enjoyed talking to Swapka, a great link between East and West.  She was a little arrogant about her knowledge and distaste for the U.S. (having never been out of the Eastern hemisphere) and I found it ironic since her industry is based on plagiarism of the very thing she derides.  She admitted to this to some degree. 
After our tea, we went to the Govinda Restaurant at the Hare Krishna Temple near our hotel in Juhu beach.  I couldn’t help but hum the little Hare Krishna repetitive tune (I’ve heard the cultists singing on the Mall in D.C.) as we walked in.  Swapka generously bought us lunch and when I objected she said that buying things for guests is like buying things for God – I can go with that - and gladly accepted.  Lunch was an ample buffet of many Indian foods, most of which I can not name but recognize and know what I like and don’t like.  
Our conversation turned to an idea to have a film crew follow the midshipmen next year as sort of a “Real World” meets Discovery Channel thing.  Trevor, Swapka, and Mary got pretty energized about the idea and I think they plan to look into it.  I think it’s a great idea that is rift with potential problems.  Getting two governments to sign off on it is big enough, but there is also a conflict of interest (Swapka makes $ through relationship with government employee Mary) that will make it a challenge.
After lunch we checked out and took a car to the domestic airport.  Expecting an Indiana Jones scene with goats, chickens, and DC-3s, I was pleasantly surprised to enter an impressively modern air conditioned airport with the appearance of good security and clean spaces.  We boarded a new Spice jet for Bombay without ever showing identification.  The whole process was efficient, clean, and comfortable.  If we’d taken the train we would still be on it now, 12 hours later.

Our host travel agency picked us up at the airport with 3 men, placards, and 2 very nice Toyota vans – a big upgrade from the dingy cars we’d had in Bombay.  Traffic and the sights were similar to Bombay, but it was not nearly as chaotic or as dirty.  Although it was 39 deg Celcius when we landed, it is a dry heat and was much more comfortable than Bombay.

It took about ½ hour to get to our hotel which we found to be opulent.  Decorated in a retro-1960’s look, it is nicer than any hotel I’ve experienced.  Curved hallways, leather pillows, beads and curtains hanging from the ceiling, a frosted glass encased bathroom, I even have a statue in a glass case in my room.  It’s nice.  I think it was 15 deg C when I got in my room.  

We ate an expensive dinner (relative scale) with very wealthy looking Middle-Eastern and European looking families, then retired for the evening.
Monday 21 May 07  

This Hotel is great.  I got up Monday morning and went to the small, but brand new gym.  It had enough machines to get in a cardio workout plus some weights.  There was even a guy there to be a spotter.  After working out, I went down to the breakfast buffet.  Lamb, Watermelon Juice, Omelets, Nuts: it was exotic and very good.
Our first visit was with Dr. Rajiv Kumar from ICRIER.  ICRIER is a think tank like Rand or Brookings.   He hosted us at his office in Delhi’s very cool Habitat Office Complex.  While drinking tea, we discussed India’s growth potential expectation and his stipulated needs.  Although he predicts India’s economy will grow at 8% for the next 20-30 YEARS(!), he says this is not enough, and that something like 10% is needed to outgrow the “population dividend”.  He keeps pushing the reform agenda forward, but recognizes the obstacles.  Great discussion and I could have sat there for hours.  We left very enthusiastic about India and her prospects.

Next we met up with the assistant Naval Attaché at the U.S. Embassy LCDR Billy Hall.  Billy has been instrumental in setting up all of our Navy/ Defense visits and has been super helpful and friendly throughout the entire preparation for this trip.  

We had an American lunch with Billy at the ACSA dining room before we went to Colonel Frank L. Rindone’s office to discuss military matters in India.  We were joined by Billy’s boss CAPT Gillis.  Mary was not able to join us because she does not have a current security clearance – this was an unnecessary precaution it turns out. 

Colonel Rindone gave us the smack-down.  He looked at us and said “so, why are you here”.  I said to take a look at India’s economic growth.  He responded with a laugh: “what growth?”   It was awkwardly silent for a moment and then he spent ten or fifteen minutes telling us how India’s real growth is not 8% its more like 2% in real terms and that has only been for the last few years.  He believes that the Asian sleeping giant Napoleon predicted would awaken will never awaken and that the last 90 years of history prove America will continue to rise to the top.  He said that India’s massive and growing poor population of poor disenfranchised is her anchor and that not only will they not only be able to outpace that growth, that the mix if Hindi, Muslim, Christian, Sikh, Jainus etc is a recipe for disaster that is already cooking in 19-23 insurgencies around the country and that it will probably only get worse.  He said “the Indian economic miracle is a fantasy.”  We sat through this mostly in stunned silence.  Trevor and I tried to counter but he would have nothing of it.  His master of the facts coupled with his rank and our shock left us a little dumbfounded.  He and CAPT Gillis agreed with me that Freedom at Midnight is more relevant to the potential for violence today than most Indians will admit and we had some good ideas for capstone projects bounce around the room.  At the end of the 90 minute session, we all saw things a little differently.  
I believe the Colonel laid a deliberate ambush for us and guess that he got some enjoyment out of our shock, but also believe his talk was productive and well-intentioned.  He gave me a fistful of business cards on the way out and welcomed any communications from the Mids if they have further questions.

The remaining two events of the day were nice, but somewhat disappointing.  After the embassy, we visited Dr. Shashanka Bhide at NCAER the National Council of Applied Economic Research.  Dr. Bhide received us in an office cluttered with stacks of books and papers.  We had to move piles just to find a place to sit and Mary couldn’t occupy one particular chair because the pile on his desk would have obscured her from view.  The soft spoken Dr could barely be heard or understood over the air conditioner, and his long winded answers just did not inspire my confidence.  Pretending to take notes, I worked on something else in my notebook to stay awake.

After an hour break at the hotel, we headed over to Corina Sanders’ home for dinner.  She had graciously invited all of us over via our mutual friend, Jenny Koella, for dinner.  She had correctly surmised that we would all be looking forward to an American style dinner at this point and I think we were all excited to have spaghetti.  Jenny had told me she thought I met Corina at Jenny’s house in Seoul in the spring of ’03 but Jenny made no mention of Chris.  Once I saw Corina’s husband Chris, I remembered them both, but more so him because he and I had had a long talk at Jenny’s party.  

I was really looking forward to Corina’s because I remembered what great conversations we’d had at Jenny’s with the 3rd Marines staff and Jenny’s friends from the embassy.  But I quickly realized that the level of conversation was going to be much more superficial this time with a focus on topics of tourism and who’d been where.  Corina had a “colleague” with her from the embassy who was a pretentious and insecure name-dropper; she dominated the conversation with babble about herself.  A 32 year-old civil service worker who had been promoted quickly for accepting a hardship tour, she even had to gall to point out that she (incorrectly thinks she) outranks me.   Apparently the midshipmen enjoyed her company and to my great disappointment, invited her to join us for the next two days of touring!  Surely, I thought, they are just being polite.  But when she declined they really pressed her to the point that she was considering “calling in sick” to join us.  She correctly picked up on the disapproval on my face and said to them “Major Brown doesn’t look too excited about this idea”.  I just said that it was past my bed-time and I initiated the non-verbal cues to show we were ready to depart.   
Tuesday 22 May 07  

Today was a day of sight-seeing in Delhi.  With our guide (for the next 4 days) Lalit, we went to Mogul forts and temples in town.  The most eventful part for me was our time in Old Delhi at a Mogul (Muslim) temple.  After taking our shoes off and paying all requisite tips, we mounted some stairs and began walking around a very hot and dirty courtyard.  I had on 2 pair of socks and Mary gladly put on my outer (sweaty) pair instead of burning her feet and walking in pigeon poop.  

While standing in one corner of the courtyard, after paying some old guy to show us Muhammad’s sandal, I noticed we were slowly being enveloped by a group of 8-10 glaring young men.  I quietly directed everyone to stay together and we moved on – they followed us a little and at one point I caught one’s gaze staring at me.  I began staring at him and mentioned to Todd that I was in a stare-down contest.  Todd looked at the guy and quickly looked away, the way people naturally do when they catch someone’s glare.  I stubbornly (stupidly?) maintained my posture and I think it lasted for maybe as long as a minute – it felt like forever – but he finally looked away.  I wasn’t the only one to sense the hate, Mary seemed oblivious to it, but others mentioned they felt the same thing.  I did not go into the temple expecting it, I wasn’t even paying attention to whether it was Hindi or Moslem until I noticed the hate looks.

We didn’t stick around there too long, and were glad to get to our next “event” beginning at the foot of the temple stairs.  Lalit rented three “rickshaws” (3-wheeled bicycles with two seats for riders) and we navigated through the claustrophobic alleys of the Old Delhi markets.  The closeness of everything, the way these people live on top of each other, was amazing.  The alley was about 10 feet wide and there were pedestrians, bicycles, motorcycles, and even cars going both directions.  Interspersed in this were people with their wares displayed in tiny stores and on carts and laid out on the ground.  Amazing.

We saw Humayama’s tomb and (I think) King Akbar’s fort, both of which were amazing in both stature and in the obvious human toll it must have taken to build them.  These were the first of the monumental structures we would see among miles of poverty.   So elaborate was these facilities that they had fountains supplied with water hand carried up to storage facilities on surrounding hill tops.   Some even had air-conditioners fashioned from flowing water and predictable wind currents.  Lalit failed to mention the 250k Muslim refugees that were housed in these places during the partition in 1947.  They had 2 water sources that they shared for sustenance as well as sewage.
At the end of the day we met Suzanne Hall, LCDR Billy Hall’s wife, and their son Matt to do some shopping.  Suzanne was a very enthusiastic host and gladly took us to a couple of markets and (attempted to) help us with the bartering.  There were a couple of awkward moments between her and the locals, but the beggars and begging vendors create those situations that have no good outcome.

Back at the very nice Park hotel, I had to excuse myself from dinner for an “emergency head call”.  Some Imodium seemed to do the trick but it was an omen of things to come.

Wednesday 23 May 07  

We loaded up our two Toyota Innovas with our capable drivers Vipen and Madan as well as Lalit and headed for Agra.  We stopped at a hot restaurant for “tea” co-located with a gift shop and we hit some forts along the way.  Frankly, although they were all impressive, the names and locations started to run together.  
We spent most of the day driving along the new or under construction highway.  The crazy city driving didn’t bother me, but the same craziness at higher speeds was a little un-nerving.  Madan was not a smooth driver and made me pretty nervous.  Despite the A/C in the cars, it got very hot.  The news was reporting 44 deg C.

The highlight of the day was King Agra’s fort that was built overlooking the Taj Mahal.  It was interesting and of course, diabolical.  The prince who built the fort was the youngest of 3 sons.  He imprisoned his dad, the builder of the Taj, and killed his older brothers to seize the throne.  Like all of these Mogul rulers, he had a harem full of concubines (today we’d call them sex slaves) and he had fountains and pools that were supplied with water hauled up the mountain by human labor.

That night we stayed in the Jaypee palace.  It was huge, elaborate, and a little spooky.  It seemed like there were only a few other guests in a hotel that had 5 wings.  Despite its niceness, the food was marginal and I think I began my third bout of stomach problems there.  I had a sticker on my balcony door that said “keep door double locked, monkeys will enter room”.  

Thursday 24 May 07  

Based on a general consensus, we awoke at 0500 to see the sunrise on the Taj Mahal.  Lalit was adamant that we be on time, yet, the sun was already up by the time we rallied at the determined time.  It was a good call to go early anyway, it was not blazing hot and the crowds were smaller.
Frankly, the Taj was not all that I expected.  The embedded semi-precious stones I expected to see glimmering in the sunlight just weren’t there.  It was certainly huge, and the craftsman ship was good, but like the rest of these temples, nothing compares to the quality of craftsmanship or construction to the castles and churches of France and Germany.  The Taj was not very well maintained and like everything else, grimy with dirt, dust, and pigeon feces.  Glad I went – would not travel ½ way around the world to see it.  One crazy coincidence:  Trevor ran into a friend/ USNA classmate of his at the Taj.
After the Taj, we went to a craft guild that does the same kind of inlaid work that the craftsmen apparently did building the Taj.  We watched these men scraping out beautiful shapes in pieces of marble and grinding down semi-precious stones to match the shapes with amazing patience and precision.  A table top might take them 15 months and sell for $20k.  Coasters were $150-$700; very impressive work though.

After the Taj we got back on the road to drive from Agra to Jaipur.  It was another hair-raising day of jerking back and forth on terrible roads.  There were more beast drawn carts than any other vehicle, followed by motorcycles, 3-wheelers, and tractors.  There were very few newer cars and most were occupied by white people – this would be less than 1% of the traffic.

We went to another fort in Jaipur as well as the relatively new “castle” of one of the last 3 remaining Majharas and to a park that contained marble devices meant for astrology.  The castle had a modest museum with Majhara clothing and weapons and was pretty lame.  Of course there was a restaurant co-located with the castle where we could get some “tea”.  In 112 degree weather, we all opted for a milk-shake which turned out to be more milk than ice-cream.  Oddly, only one of us finished it, we all felt a little funny about it.

Jaipur was another over-crowded town with numerous forts/ temples surrounding it.  The walls around the city inhibited traffic even more by creating choke points for traffic.  Sometime after we hit Agra, the begging/ VERY aggressive peddling picked up significantly.  Having been uncomfortable with it the entire time, it frankly began to really get on my nerves.  

We checked in to the Jaipur “Country Inn and Suites” for our last full night in India.  From the outside, it looked like a typical interstate exit Ramada but on the inside was slightly nicer.  For dinner, Trevor and Todd walked down the street to link up with his USNA friend Jen for dinner.  I left the dinner choice to Billy and Todd, never thinking they would choose Indian.  Even as I write this I feel nauseous about the Punjab buffet we had at the hotel.  

Friday 25 May 07  

I went to bed feeling funny, and woke up at 0500 feeling rotten, like I had something dead and stuck in my belly.  I threw up and had diahrea – felt a little better and decided to gut the morning out (could have stayed in the hotel) because I really wanted to ride on an elephant.   I limped downstairs for a breakfast of toast and a banana before we drove to the base of one of the Hindu forts in Jaipur.  

When we stopped in the elephant loading area, we were accosted by vendors.  They were packed in so tightly around us we couldn’t even open the tailgate of our van to get water.  Before I could think, I raised my voice and told them to “GO!”.  Most of them scattered but one just stood there and looked at me with this dumb smile on his face.  I could have smacked him silly.  With most of them spread out a little, we were able to go for our elephant “ride”.

As it turns out, the elephant ride was simply an opportunity to hold us hostage to be accosted by more vendors.  There was someone walking beside us the entire time yelling at us, throwing us wares, bargaining.  I bought a doll for Ruthy, thinking he would go away, but that just encouraged him.  It was really distracting from what should have been a fun ride up the side of the mountain with great views.  Our driver didn’t say a word to us just helped the vendors out.

When we got to the drop-off point inside the fort, the elephant leaned against the wall so we could easily dismount.  He put his head on the top of the wall and I petted his trunk and his face – it was really cool.  I gave the driver a 50 rupee tip and Mary and I walked away.  The driver started asking Mary for a tip but she and I decided 50 rs was enough.  I walked over to use the restroom (still feeling terrible) and the elephant rider followed us on his elephant demanding more tip.  I told him to beat it and turned to go to the toilet but he didn’t budge.  He loomed over Mary and was clearly trying to intimidate us.  I turned on him.  Now that I knew he spoke English I told him he should be happy with the 50 and if he’d done a better job he might have gotten more.  I went to get Lalit to report him to the “authorities” but by the time we spoke with them our guy was gone.  As it turns out, one of the other drivers wouldn’t let our guys off until they tipped him more and some American girls in our vicinity also complained.

We toured the fort and it was cool, but I felt rotten and was angry.  We boarded a jeep to come down the mountain and were harassed by vendors the entire time.   By the time we got in our car I felt beyond rotten.  We stopped at a craft shop on the way to the airport and I just drank a soda with lime in it and used their restroom a couple of times.  Throughout the day I was up and down between feeling really strong flu-like symptoms and feeling almost OK.  By the time we flew King Fisher Air from Jaipur back to Mumbai and took a hot van back to the Ramee hotel, I was the worst I’ve been – almost completely ineffective.  I got in my room, drank a 7up with a Cipro and and 800 mg advil and assumed the fetal position on my bed for the next 8 hours.  
We headed for the airport at 2200 and I was feeling weak, but a little better.  I no longer had the aching joints and fever but my stomach was still upset.  I was just thankful to feel better and on the way home.

We made it to the airport and checked in without too much difficulty.  The Mids tried to get British Airways to settle up on the lost luggage but got no-where.  The BA manager was frustrating in that he made no effort to rectify the situation.  It was late, tempers were short, and we did well to get out of there without creating an incident.  Feeling better, I did tell the Mids to back off a couple of times but frankly the agents were making me mad too.  Our flight was delayed and our wait extended to about 4 hours.  Mary came to me to tell me she was not feeling well and needed the Emecet and Cipro.  She camped out beside the restroom until we boarded the plane.  Not a great way to start a 36 hour journey, but we were all glad to be heading home.

Saturday 26 May 07  

We were all excited to have a layover in Heathrow.  It was clean and new and had lots of western food.  We walked the whole terminal looking for a McDonalds, but settled on a greasy croissant place that we all loved.  My appetite, though feeble, was back, and I enjoyed putting something non-Indian in my stomach.  I bought a couple of souvenirs for the girls and boarded the plane for the U.S.  
On board, they came around with lunch soon after taking off.  My stewardess looked at me and said “I’m sorry, we are all out of Shepard’s pie; I hope Curry Chicken is OK”.  I just started laughing while fighting back my gag-reflex.

Monday 28 May 07  MEMORIAL DAY
My last entry from India:  I apologize if any of it has been too negative or harsh.  I tried to record my impressions as they occurred and plan to re-evaluate them after I've assimilated it all. 

It was a privilege to go on the trip and I hope I am a better person for it.  As I write this letter in the comfort of my air conditioned office my clean healthy baby plays and makes noises in my lap. We all live in such comfort and have more space, money, material than we will ever use.  In India there is indeed fantastic economic growth that most believe will eventually help to "pull up" those disenfranchised at the bottom of the economic scale.  But for now, there are more people in India without running water - living like cattle in their own sewage - than there are in total living in the United States.  This staggering fact was alive and in our faces as we drove for hours past slums, as we ignored maimed children begging for rupees, as we were whisked into stores and restaurants open only to westerners.  I am not in a comfortable place with many of my experiences there and need time to process it - some of the thoughts are really upsetting and maybe that is the point: maybe I should never be comfortable with it.
Notes
1. Don’t set things on the floor its dirty and considered bad etiquette.

2. Don’t hand things to people using just your left hand.

3. Bring lots of quality business cards

4. Write down people’s names/ billet as you meet them.

5. Wrap gifts and bring dozens.

6. Bags for shoes – you don’t want the soles to touch anything.

7. Limited Wireless Internet access
8. Pack Light

9. Bring Memory Stick instead of Computer – hotels have computers
10. Do web log to capture & publish journal entries
11. Minimize road travel (Pune-Bombay) inefficiencies

12. Don’t eat food served cold

13. Hoard 10 Rupee notes to use for tipping

14. Don’t look at Beggars/ Venders unless you want to be accosted

15. Pack Blue Khaki uniform separately from Summer Whites - redundancy
16. Breathable tourist attire for travel – no way to blend in so be comfortable

17. Pack Shirt/ Tie/ Slacks for office visits

18. Arrange for Air Conditioned Cars with seat belts – wear them
19. Avoid cabs/ cars not arranged for by a trusted party

20. Hotel Laundry is very good but not cheap

21. The trains look very uncomfortable and dangerous

22. Have an exit plan for unexpected illness etc

23. Take the World Phone & Opcheck key cell phone numbers when you re-locate.

24. Bring sunglasses

25. Medical Kit: Cipro (lots), Emecet (anti-nausea), Imodium 

26. Be aware of your surroundings – keep together but don’t by myopic

27. Keep your hands clean and away from your face

28. To tell someone “no” be firm but not condescending
29. Human life does not have the same value as in the West – this includes you

30. Always have a link-up plan in case you are separated

31. Carry cell phones to text each other

