
The Berwick Diaries 

2011 HCC Tour of India: 
άKeep Distance, Horn Pleaseέ 

 

 

19 October 2011 

Off today on our sub-continent journey of discovery.  After an easy check-in with Japanese Airlines, Robert, Nevin and 

Glenn agree to stand as the fine committee for this tour.  Owen gets pulled aside by TSA for an extra security check and 

nearly loses his money belt.  Lǘ Ƴǳǎǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ Řƻ ŀōƻǳǘ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀƳƛƭȅΩǎ Lw! ǊƻƻǘǎΚ  Russel and Ellen receive the first 

fines on tour for having an un-tucked shirt and not wearing proper HCC travel attire.  It turns out that Ram will be on a 

JAL flight three hours after ours and he will be staying at a different hotel from us.  For lack of travel coordination he is 

subsequently fined by the committee.  The flight to Narita was long but at least the JAL service was outstanding. 

      
    Clowning with the Duty Free Kitties   Happy gang after arriving in Narita, Japan 

20 October 2011 

Arrival in Japan goes without serious incident as most of our baggage has been checked all the way to New Delhi so most 

of us are traveling in Japan with just a carry bag.  I am just happy to be walking around and not having to sit down any 

longer.  After checking into the Marroad International Hotel we decide to take a $40 one-way bus ride into TokȅƻΩǎ 

Shibuya neighborhood for an evening of fun.  Owen calls his buddy Shep who meets us for dinner and drinks.  We go to a 

handful of bars in Shibuya and enjoy comparing the tastes of several Japanese beers including Kirin, Asahi, Yone Yone, 

Yebisu, Sapporo and Suntory.  Most of us settle on a traditional Japanese restaurant for dinner and enjoy a number of 

small dishes including Sashimi, Yakitori and a Carpaccio of horse. 

      
                        The group at a busy intersection in Shibuya                           Beers in Kirin-City Pub in Shibuya 



Glenn shares a highly inappropriate joke about Sarah Palin.  If you are interested ask him to tell it to you.  When we 

return to the Shibuya hotel bus terminal at 8:30 PM for our return to Narita we discover that the buses no longer are 

running.  We decide to take a $35 train back to Narita and in the process Nevin is unable to keep up with the group and 

is separated.  He catches up with us thirty minutes later at a transfer point which makes Suzanne feel a lot better for out 

running her husband.  The one hour train ride to Narita is passed with a few, final beers.  This was a long day and the 

ǘƘŜƳŜ ǿŀǎ ŘŜŦƛƴƛǘŜƭȅ ǘǊŀƴǎǇƻǊǘŀǘƛƻƴ ǊŜƭŀǘŜŘΣ ƭŜǘΩǎ Ŏŀƭƭ ƛǘ άtƭŀƴŜǎΣ ¢Ǌŀƛƴǎ ŀƴŘ .ǳǎŜǎΦέ   

 

      
                            Enjoying raw horse, sashimi and yakitori                Cold beers going down nicely in Shibuya 

 

21 October 2011 

We enjoy a $27 breakfast buffet at the Marroad Hotel with great views before heading off to the airport terminal.  The 

flight to Delhi is over nine hours but goes smoothly.  Highlights included watching Fire in Babylon and the excellent 

service of JAL.  There is a group of joyous Indians seated around us that are returning to Delhi for Diwali.  The best thing 

about the flight was definitely a clear view of the Himalayan Mountains including Mount Everest.   

 

      
                           Mount Everest and Himalayan Peaks                                     Relaxing on the JAL flight to Delhi 

 

After clearing immigration and customs in Delhi, the Bhanot family performs a traditional Hindu blessing in front of 

international arrivals.  My first impressions of Delhi are that the pollution is amazingly bad and the traffic is crazy.  After 

checking into the Grand Westend Hotel in Vikas Puri, we enjoy a fantastic dinner in the hotel restaurant.  Mutton Curry, 

Chicken Tikka, Dhal Makhani, fresh Naans and many Kingfisher lagers. 



      
                    Harry, Suz and Nevin are looking sharp in Delhi     Trevor and Ram enjoy their first curry dinner in India 

 

22 October 2011 

Up early this morning as I believe that I am jetlagged and still on another time zone.  I can feel the poor air quality.  The 

internet service at the hotel continues to be dysfunctional and Sreenivas, our clothing manufacturer has not delivered 

our wicket keeping pads and our shirts have been cut one size too small.  All of this combined with the awful traffic is 

driving me crazy!  I must learn to relax and adjust to the pace of life in India.  A lot easier said than done.  We go 

shopping at Connaught Place and have a great meal with Ambrish Shahi at Sarvana Place.  In the course of heading out 

for more shopping after lunch, we accidentally leave Trevor in the restaurant bathroom.  After returning to the hotel 

which now haǎ ƛƴǘŜǊƴŜǘ ǎŜǊǾƛŎŜ ǿŜ ƭŜŀǊƴ ǘƘŀǘ {ǘŜǾƻ ǿƛƭƭ ƴƻǘ ōŜ ƧƻƛƴƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǘƻǳǊΦ  hǿŜƴΩǎ ŘŜƴǘŀƭ ǎǳǊƎŜǊȅ Ƙŀǎ ƎƻƴŜ ǿŜƭƭ 

and he is resting at the hotel.  During dinner Suzanne makes the mistake of ordering an imported bottle of French wine.  

It costs $50 and tastes like rubbish.  ¢ƻŘŀȅΩǎ ǇŜǊǎƻƴŀƭ ƭƛŦŜ ƭŜǎǎƻƴ ŀōƻǳǘ LƴŘƛŀ ƛǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǇƭŀŎŜ Ƙŀǎ ƛǘǎ ƻǿƴ ǊƘȅǘƘƳ ŀƴŘ L 

am not going to be able to change India, India will change me.  Like the Delhi traffic, move with it or get run over. 

      
                   Glenn enjoying the Southern Indian Thali plate            The three dancing cobras in Connaught Place 
 
23 October 2011 

Today is our first match and I must still be affected by jet lag as I rise again at 6am.  Nothing quite like seeing people 

relieving themselves publically; in this case multiple defecations under a freeway overpass.  The two-hour drive to the 

Jaypee Greens Sports Complex in Greater Noida was long and boring.  Our drivers do not seem to know where they are 

going and had to stop several times to ask for directions.  When we finally get there, the facility is excellent and the 

hospitality is great.  Typical of Indian new construction, building look good at first but a closer inspection of the finishing 

work reveals flaws and a lack of detail. 



      
                    The wicket at Jaypee Greens Sports Complex            Kat and Lynn proudly wearing the HCC gear 

 

We lose to the Siddharth Group which is part of the Jaypee Greens group.  This is frustrating because we bowled and 

fielded well, holding the opposition to 184 runs; not a large target.  Ram topped the bowling figures with a spell of seven 

overs for 34 runs and three wickets.  He was supported by two wickets apiece from Nevin and Rajinder plus we held five 

catches.  Owen had an effective three-over cameo. 

       
                  Trevor is congratulated after taking a great catch         Nevin sends a delivery down at Jaypee Greens 

 

Our batting was not up to our standards.  I think that most of our guys are struggling to find the technique to bat on slow 

ǘǳǊŦ ǿƛŎƪŜǘǎΦ  hǳǊ ƭƻŎŀƭ ǊƛƴƎŜǊ wŀƧƛƴŘŜǊ {ƛƴƎƘΣ ŎƘƛƭŘƘƻƻŘ ŦǊƛŜƴŘ ƻŦ tŀƴƪŀƧΣ ŀƪŀ άYŀƪŀέ made 92 runs from just 60 

deliveries.  Robert top scored for the tourists with 12 runs and Pankaj made 10 runs.  Unfortunately, we had seven 

batsmen account for a total of ten runs.  We were all out for 147 runs with four overs to spare. 

 

      
                            Mark pulls a delivery away for a boundary                 Pankaj plays an elegant square drive 

  



Fantastic trophy presentations, buffet dinner and full bar provided by our hosts.  Despite losing the match, our hosts the 

Siddharth Group make us feel as if we have won the World Cup.  PaƴƪŀƧΩǎ ŦǊƛŜƴŘ wŀƧƛƴŘŜǊ ƻǊ άYŀƪŀέ ƛǎ ŀǿŀǊŘŜŘ 

Panhandler Pete for his great fielding.  Post-match festivities are held at a local bar/restaurant inside a shopping mall 

that looks like many buildings we have seen so far, it could be brand new but the quality of finishing makes the structure 

look years old already.  After the ninety minute return drive to Delhi we head to bed around midnight.                         

 

      
                        Robert, Ram and Pankaj enjoy the hosted bar                  Shashi Bhanot, our tour matriarch 

24 October 2011 

After a complete night of sleep and a morning Skype session with my family I am ready to attack the day.  Yudesh has 

arrived from Singapore and is joining us for our exploration of Delhi.  First stop is a number of Muslim tombs and 

temples including the Qutub Minar; then we go to an artisan shopping area called Delhi Haat.  Lunch at a Punjabi 

restaurant called Pind Ballucchi ǿƘƛŎƘ ǿŀǎ ŜȄŎŜƭƭŜƴǘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ǿŜ ƘŀŘ ŀ ƭƻƻƪ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ tŀŎƛŦƛŎ aŀƭƭΣ ǿƘŜǊŜ 5ŜƭƘƛΩǎ 

middle and upper-middle class shop.  We get our first glimpse of the stark contrast between the άhavesέ and the άhave 

nots.έ  Next to this massively modern mall is a small slum with open sewers. 

      
                         Harry, Yudesh and Mark at the Qutub Minar        At Pind Ballucchi, a great Punjabi restaurant 

 

¢ƘŜ ŜǾŜƴƛƴƎΩǎ ƘƛƎƘƭƛƎƘǘ ƛǎ ŀ 5ƛǿŀƭƛ /ŜƭŜōǊŀǘƛƻƴ tŀǊǘy hosted by the Bhanot family.  Their generous hospitality is evident 

not only by the amazing dinner buffet, full bar and DJ but by their enthusiasm in showing us the best of India.   The food 

was amazing with a wide assortment from appetizers, curries and desserts.  Pankaj was master of ceremonies and did a 

great job of introducing his extended family and welcoming all of the VVIP guests.  We danced and entertained ourselves 

until midnight.  Many light bulbs were turned and our kites were flying high in the sky. 


