A rare get-fogether

&-PAQS‘SIBLY.- ~fthe’ most exclu-
 sive Indian club is a
worldiwide group of Punjabis.

' Since'Purijabis are spread over |

_the far coruers of the globe,
“the” membership pertorce has
to be an international one.

Of course, it is another mat-
ter: that when the members,
likg good Americans. decide to
exchange visiting ' cards, they
“discover that they all hail from

within 20 miles of Nawan-
shahr Doaba.
The membership @ of this

club is hard te come by, but
the committee does not have
to sweat over selections. The
nature of the club ensures a
process of automatic self-selec-
tion. A body of dedicated epi-
curians, the members usually
meet ,in " far-off places

Thus meetmgt are more like-
ly to be held in London, New
York, Los Angeles. maybe
even Paris,
their native soil.
aspire to membership have,
therefore, to be reasonably
well loaded to be able to af-
ford the fare, in every sense
of the word.

Last winter the club had a
rare get-together in a North

Those who

Indian State A powerful or-

ganisation, complete with re-
ception, catering, lodging and
publicity committees was set
up. It might have beer a Con-

rather than on -

gress session, considering all

the preparations.
I ran into one of these busy
committees and enquired about.

the programme Between huge ..

laughs members of the com-
mittee told me: “Joltification”.

I fried gently to suggest a
purpose ' beyond food and

-drink Could they mnot with

their rich international mem-
bership, consider providing
funds for research into sub-
jects of interest to Punjah?

ENTHUSIASM

Or maybe an * exchange of
students every year between
Punjak and its international
citizens? They showed polite
enthusiasm for my suggestions

The annual get-fogether was
attended by members from the
far corners of the world, The
local captains of government
and industry were only toa
happy to attend a gala even-
ing. Nothing was wanting in
the way of hospitality.

The evening dragged on into
the early hours of the morn-
ing. While the well-heeled
Punjabis had their evening of
fellowship. their poorer breth-
ren waited all night for the
crumbs from the tables of the
rich. The bandobast men en-
sured thai the cocoon of the
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distinguished members was not
shattered by any unseemly
sights.

Another ‘day of fun and it

‘was time for these busy peo-

ple to jet home. Before leav-
ing. in an exercise of mutual
administration. they conferred
honours on g few of their
members.: Of the land and its
people they hardly took any
notice,

There are othei suck orga-
nisations in the country too. 1

. once made the mistake of at-

tending the annual function of
a Rotary Club. They started
fairly early in the evening. To
start with, there were speeches
in praise of the retiring office-
bearers.

As is commop in thiz coun:
try, the praise was beyond be
lief. Then a report was reacd
.out. Their service to the com-
munity consisted of a welcome
sign planted on the G.T Road,
a few cloth banners urging the
observance of @ traffic laws,
and the planting ot a dozen
trees most of which had al-
ready withered away,

LOCAL SETHS

Considering that the gather
ing was full of loeal seths, the
social service claimee was ra-
ther feeble in substance The

- they moved in on

new office-bearers were then
put -on display..

More speeches followeaq.
By then we had been watch-
ing the proceedings for almost
four hours and had given up
all hope of eating that night.
I' visualised an all mght jag-
rata, with hymns in praise ot
the Rotarians, but no food.

I pleaded with the man whe
had persuaded us to come. Af
last the food was laid out on
the tables at the far end of
the hall. I foolishly imagined
that. having endured a string
of speeches for four hours

‘we had earned the first go at

the food

There was also the delicate
matter of host-guest relations
10 be respected. Unfortunately,
the Rotarians were not burden-
ed with such bourgecis values.

Like a well-trained battalion
the food
tables, Guests whea could not
get out of the way were tram-
pled over. At the table they °
stood elbow to elbow like a
Roman phalanx, determined to
keep strangers away.

My wife and I had fortuna-
tely escaped the first rush of
the hungry, and stood despon-
dently in a corner. Up came
my host and asked cheerfully:
“Why are you not eating. sir’”?

“l am waiting for the Rota-
rians to finish,” I replied, and
walked away.



