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Wishing all our members and their family a very happy & safe 2023 !

IT is once again a pleasure to wish 
all members of the Tea Communi-
ty a great 2022 and   beyond. Whilst 
an improvement over 2021, the 
overhang of Covid still exists and 
the need to be watchful and disci-
plined continues. On the whole we 
did brilliantly to forestall Covid.

As we look back if there is one 
truism it is that Quality has never 
let the Tea Industry down. Crops 
may decline 2 to 3 percent, more 
the latter, than the former, due to 
weather and fine plucking, but pric-
es would be stable and at times at-
tractive with quality as a focus. This 
is a time tested formula. Quality in 
the sphere of  production never lets 
you down.

Looking beyond, Consistency is  

another important part in the quali-
ty chain. Consistent quality puts the 
Producer on the podium of reliabil-
ity in the eyes of the  Buyer & the 
Consumer. 

Enough said on this subject, 
my  Salaams to the Great Indian   
Planter! My very best for a great                   
season, where Quantity, Quality 
& Consistency will find their own                  
equilibrium and space. 

As in the Seasons of Tea so too in 
the Seasons of Life, Equilibrium, 
Quality & Consistency Always!
Quantity will follow !

With Best Wishes,

C.S.Bedi
President

G O O D  P R A C T I C E S
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 “  When in  Need, ”
            sa id  Bear ,

“A hot  cup of  tea
and a  good fr iend

can cure  just
about  anyth ing

from the  common 
co ld  to  heartache

and a l l  po ints
in  between”

Dear Readers,
Dear Readers,

We are back with our second edition 
of Tea Trails for this year. This time 
round we’ve gone nostalgic, with 
our articles and photographs with a 
dash of humour, as a planter’s life is 
never without a tickle to the funny 
bone. Priceless handwritten recipes, 
old bungalows, All this and more!
Hope you enjoy this Trail.
We have added our Planters Society 
of Eastern India group to Facebook 
so please do become members and 
contribute to it.

My heartfelt thanks to Brenda 
Dennis and Joy Deep Ghosh for their 
invaluable and spontaneous help in 
putting this issue together.

Kiran Grover
Editor

Our website “www.planterssociety.
com” is up and running for all to see. 
There is a blog space to put up a blog 
or share thoughts on tea life. We would 
love to see your inputs.



Sunday Morning Coming Down.....!
The long range of the Bhutan Hills 
which meets the Himalayas diago-
nally, protect an important segment 
of India’s eastern frontier known 
as the Dooars Valley. This emerald 
green valley of tea plantations is in 
turn protected by herds of wild ele-
phants who make it their business to 
keep law and order between man and 
beast. 

On a winter Sunday morning in the 
early 1970’s, George Gay, the manag-
er of Central Dooars Tea Estate was 
in a pensive mood. He started up his 
yellow Land Rover at 5:30 am and was 
out of his bungalow driving through 
the sections of tea bushes which he 
had nurtured for decades with a loy-
al team of hardy up- country Gurkha 
and Madesia workers led by a handful 
of sporty Executives. Mr. Gay stared 
at the distant peaks of the dark blue 
mountains and noticed through the 
clearing mist, several spots where 
snow had fallen covering the hill tops 
like white vanilla ice cream. But today 
old George was not quite in the Sun-
day ice cream frame of mind. He was 
retiring from tea and in a few days 
would be leaving India for good. The 
only precious items he would carry 
back home would be his memories 
of the Second World War in which he 
fought as a young British officer in the 
Indian Army and, of course, his King-
dom in tea. The previous night he had 
signed off all the papers transferring 
the managerial powers of the Estate 
to Ashok AtalW considered by the 
company to be an outstanding up-
and-coming young planter. 

While George Gay was coping with 

his nostalgic feelings early in the 
morning in the crisp winter air, Ashok 
Atal, was snoring without a care in 
the upstairs bedroom of the Ran-
gamati Division Bungalow where he 
was temporarily lodged. He was truly 
exhausted after his journey from As-
sam and all the packing and crating 
of his stuff. The handing/taking over 
formalities which were completed 
the previous evening between the 
two managers, had been no picnic ei-
ther. Atal had to be super sensitive to 
George Gay’s feelings at every turn. 
Both men were, above anything else, 
gentlemen to the core. 

Exactly at 5:30 in the morning, the 
Earth shook! Ashok Atal woke up in 
mid-snore and had no idea where he 
was! Desperately gathering his facul-
ties and tightening his pajama strings, 
he headed for the bathroom. The 
Earth shook again! Ashok was not the 
kind of man to wait for things to hap-
pen. He “made” things happen. He 
stopped for a moment and as the 19th 
century hardwood bungalow shook 
and shivered again, Atal knew that 
the wooden construction could not 
possibly stand a chance against an 
earthquake of such magnitude! He 
leaped over the bedroom furniture, 
simultaneously shouting a command 
to the night chowkidar, “Chowkidar! 
Bungalow chorke bhago”. In a single 
breath, he had ordered the chowk-
idar to vacate the bungalow as he 
himself dashed towards the wooden 
staircase in the back, and scampered 
down the stairs before the bungalow 
could collapse around him in a heap. 
Sheer will power and momentum 
propelled this tall, elegant man down 

the narrow, back staircase. On reach-
ing the ground, he was due another 
shock. He found himself trapped be-
tween the hind legs of a massive ele-
phant who was rubbing and scratch-
ing his backside against one of the 
weight-bearing pillars holding up the 
bungalow, thus causing the “earth-
quake”! It took Ashok a split second 
to make his assessment of the sit-
uation… after all he was an Assam 
Planter! Like a yo-yo on a string, he 
returned to the top of the staircase, 
he knew not how. The puzzled ele-
phant sensing that something frivo-
lous was happening behind his back 
walked away disdainfully to where he 
had come from.

In the meantime, chowkidar, Bhim 
Singh, had already mustered his wits 
and tactfully proceeded to serve his 
master a hot breakfast of fried eggs, 
fried chicken -liver with sauted toma-
toes and toast.

The aroma of fried chicken calmed 
Ashok’s nerves. He flipped the napkin 
dismissing the memory of the ele-
phant and attended to his breakfast. 
It was just another Sunday morning in 
Rangamati.

Subir Ghosh, former 
Jardines planter and 
Chief Executive, has 
also worked for the 
Mcleod Russel group. 
An active sportsman in 
tea he had earlier represented Madhya 
Pradesh in the 1964 National Games of 
India, in the sprints. He is 80, now lives in 
Williamsburg, Virginia with his wife Indi-
ra (nee Razdan). Their grandson Soleman 
Ghosh holds the Virginia Military Institute 
record in Discuss throw event.
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Speech by Mr. Dasgupta (Head clerk Chuapara Tea Estate) when Mr Amir Ahsan, formerly of 
Jardines and Mcleod Russel, was retiring.

 “Shakespeare in the Tea Garden “
Farewell to the respected Mr.Amir Ahsan, a Marshall of modernism, a man of masculine personality, a 

harbinger of Agro-Industrial development and an angel of humanity and human relations

Oh – Our beloved and regarded deity of modern avocation and a divinely blessed stal-
wart, have you felt, all the rows and passages of the branbled bushes which you had 
transformed from mud to asphalt, thatched to matched, are weeping in sorrow.

The ratling of the factory modernised by you keeping pace with to-day’s triumph of sci-
ence is shooting out anguised cry.

The stony bricks of all the walls and plinths are pelting melancholy chants and notes 
in plaintive mood.

You have brought the nector of culture to this landscape blanketted with bushes of 
leaves and buds afar from the madding crowd and transformed the pit of monotony 
into a vast lagoon of rich culture and Sanskrit for the multitude.

The permanent hall and stages in the garden shall breed in the hearts of tomorrows 
runners valliant pulse to go ahead with the torch of enlightment.

This garden once used to be presumed as exile, a dominion of dark vegetation, now 
reshaped as an eden of habitation.

You have brought the science of the day to this vast Green kingdom and replaced the 
yesterdays classic with your modern touch in production and administration.

By your grace the copturs of our H.O. Land on the Helipad upon the grassy carpet of the 
garden whence the commuters are brought to the entertaining Golf Green.

In your bidding adieu from us after your protracted stay among us as a Pilot we hear 
now a heart-grilling muse of tragic rythm sung by the plants and men ravine and 
revulets.

All these achievments have not been sweetly shapped by you alone, but you were put 
into active gear by your most accomplished life partner, Mrs. Ahsan who bestowed her 
ever pleasing richest Tagorian culture experience. Her erudition and skill, paragonal 
sweetness in vocal cadenza installed her great image in the heart of all the gardeners.

In this budding moment both of you are migrating away leaving behind rich legacy of 
art and culture, work and worth. We the followers of such a great exponent shall carry 
on the unfinished task which you tought us to do.

Though we have turbulent hope, again you will come back to us, yet no barrage can 
block our eyes deluged with profused tear at the moment of your transfer which is to us 
a bolt from the blue.

We console ourselves -------------

Weep no more, Weep no more

They are not away from our

Inmost core.

-----------------
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The lady of leisure

Those familiar with Modern 
English Poetry may call to mind the 
opening lines in A Game of Chess 
in T.S. Eliot’s famous poem, The 
Wasteland. The expensive, opulent 
furnishings and classic bric-a-brac 
gives an insight into the lavish life-
style of the rich modern woman, 
sitting on an intricately designed 
chair which is more like a burnished 
throne. Despite her fabulous wealth 
and life of ease, her life is essential-
ly hollow. 

This, at a glance, would perhaps 
denote the life of unrealistic leisure 
and comfort of the tea garden mem-
sahib, sitting in her splendid sur-
roundings, drinking coffee and mus-
ing about nothing on earth, while 
liveried attendants  appear at the 
press of a button like the genie in 
Alauddin’s Magic Lamp, run around 
to do her every bidding. This should 
connote a life of  endless void in a 
gilded cage existence where time 
stands still. But in actual fact, noth-
ing could be farther from the truth. 
Most ladies in tea,  made commend-
able use of  their ample time and re-
sources. 

First, they honed in their cu-
linary skills and     learned as many 
skills as they could from their expert 
chefs or baburchis, as they were 
commonly called; a rare breed 
of Chittagong Buddhist cooks. The 
baburchis and bearers took great 
pride in their work. Besides churn-
ing out the usual home-made butter 
from cow’s milk; marmalade and 
other jams and jellies were prepared 
from freshly picked fruits from the 
garden; while vegetables were pick-
led and stored in large glass jars. 
Some of the ladies also developed 
the knack of wine-making, a skill 
which they executed with great 
pride. Preparation of ham was an-
other lengthy process which nor-
mally extended for weeks. Smoked 
*hilsa was another delicacy the la-

d i e s 
r e v -
e l e d 
i n 

learning from  their baburchis who 
followed their own unique style. 
The hilsa fish would be baked in 
rough-hewn brick-laid ovens.

Most ladies took to gardening 
with a zeal and spent considerable 
part of the day supervising the work 
of the malis, picking up invaluable 
tips from their seasoned gardeners. 
Besides the ornamental front lawns 
with their array of rare and beauti-
ful blossoms, they also maintained 
very useful kitchen gardens with al-
most any vegetable for the asking. 
And not to speak of the orchard gar-
dens placed mostly at the back of 
the bungalow towards the rear of the 
rambling grounds. 

Then of course, there was the 
poultry and the dairy to be looked 
into. Though the ladies never had to 
sully their hands, unless they chose 
to, in attending to these matters, they 
definitely had to keep track of what 
was going on where. Which cow 
was ill, which one had a new calf, 
which one was giving less milk 
and why—these were all issues that 
needed to be addressed        and held the 
memsahib’s undivided attention.

Some of the ladies also put their 
free time to good use by attaining 
proficiency in painting and fine 
arts. Their walls would be adorned 
with their own paintings, mostly 
oils on canvas, ranging from still- 
lives and flowers to impressive por-
traits and exquisite landscapes. Be-
sides painting, many ladies also had 
a go at making varieties of handi-
crafts ranging from candle-making 
to showpieces and embroidery, 
knitting and crochet and babies’ 
clothing.

Some of the tea ladies were also 
excellent sportswomen. Some were 
ace tennis players, some were formi-
dable at golf while a few were cham-
pion swimmers. These athletic la-
dies would proudly display on their 
drawing room shelves, the cups and 
trophies they won at tennis and golf 
tournaments and swimming gala 
events at different planters’ clubs.

Talking about Club Do’s and 
sporting events, these were nor-
mally huge affairs rounded off with 
large servings of snacks, drinks and 

cuisines. 
The la-
d i e s 
played a 
pivotal 

r o l e 
in orga-
nizing the eatables intricately ar-
ranged on spotless white table-cloth, 
working  in close cooperation in ar-
ranging the food, cooked by their 
baburchis, for hundreds of peo-
ple. They often had the bungalow 
bearers over to do the serving and 
arranging. Socializing and enter-
taining being so intrinsic to the tea 
social fabric, the ladies were adept 
at entertaining endless guests and 
organizing frequent parties at their 
bungalows. 

One favorite pastime of some 
of the ladies was to collect piec-
es of interesting looking driftwood 
from the riversides and have them 
burnished or painted for elaborate, 
unique flower arrangements. Some 
converted chopped pieces of tree 
trunks into low stools with cushions 
and placed them before the fireplace, 
imparting a touch of the wilderness 
to their snug, stylish living rooms. 

So, unlike the neurotic lady in 
Eliot’s poem, the ladies in tea nev-
er asked themselves or others, what 
they should do to kill time - today, 
tomorrow or ever.

Oindrila Mukherjee was born 
in Assam and grew 
up in the tea plan-
tations when the 
industry was go-
ing through major 
changes. She is the 
daughter of Ranjan 
Mukherjee (popu-
larly known as Ran-
jan Da), one of the 
founding members of the esteemed 
PSEI.  She majored in English Literature 
from Delhi University and did a Masters 
in Sociology.  She began her career as a 
journalist and has published numerous 
articles in major Indian dailies like The 
Telegraph and TOI. She has also au-
thored a book. Currently she lives with 
her daughter in Kolkata.  
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Thinking of the Good Times...
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INFLATION IN 1974
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Office of the Visiting Agent (Dooars) Jardine Henderson Limited

Tel. No.   KALCHINI  Dn

									         CHUAPARA TEA ESTATE

 								                   KALCHINI  P.O. & T.O.

								               JALPAIGURI DIST.

								               WEST BENGAL

								      

									         25th    May    1974

My dear 

You will recall we arranged the club Bar for the Farewell Party to George and 

Olivia Gay on 21st April. Food was arranged by the Ladies of the District.

Bills have not been received and dividing this by the number present it 

reveals that Managers are required to pay Rs.71 and Assistants Rs.57. The 

total cost was incidentally Rs.1,423.

You may recall it was rather a boozy ‘do’ and the reckoning appears we 

are paying for our spirited behavior in no uncertain terms. I’m sorry, it has 

worked out so expensive – but there it is.

Would you please therefore let me have your share and including that of 

your assistants as soon as possible since I wish to settle all bills prior to my 

departure on leave.

With best wishes,

Yours sincerely,

( F.E.Stroud )

R.N.Grover, Esq.

Baradighi.



Evening News
Eastern Star

Special Edition

E A S T M E N T  M I G R AT E S  T O  W E S T
SHOT IN THE ARM FOR BRITAIN – BEDSER

OLGA FELLIS

Mr. Roystan Arthur Eastment will be returning 
to England after spending 38 years in his chosen land 
Assam. Sir Alec Bedser has said that Mr.Eastment’s 
return has been very timely, specially as Gatting is in-
jured and Grower has yet to regain his form. An expe-
rienced campaigner like Roy—he said—will give the 
English side a shot in the arm desperately needed to 
overcome the hostile bowling.

A young correspondent questioned the wisdom 
of including Mr.Eastment in the team at the expense 
of younger and fitter players. Sir Alec retorted “Listen 
Kid, I bet Ten to One that you can not keep pace with” 
Roy Eastment. He is well oiled machine, The corre-
spondent wanted to know the secret of his youth. Sir 
Alec replied that it is an age old recipe—if you remain 
pickled you remain young.

Colin Cowdrey has welcomed the idea of in-
cluding Roy Eastment in the team. In his message 
he said “Roy is a team man and a natural ball player. 
His dedication, acumen and team spirit has taken the 
North Bank to the top of the league, he has been in the 
side since ’48 and this speaks for his consistency.” He 
said “Indiad’s loss is Englan’s gain”

Following are the excerpts of our correspon-
dent’s interview with Mr.Eastment.

O F	 :-	 What is your secret ambition ?

RAE	 :-	 Money

O F	 :-	 What have you done to achieve it ?

RAE	 :-	 Nothing so far, but I’ll be going on a 		
		  south Africa tour.

O F	 :-	 Do you also Plan to go down-under ?

RAE	 :-	 Not for pennies, may be for guineas.

O F 	 :-	 How come your thinking is so youthful ?

RAE	 :-	 I frams the mental knots and generate 		
		  fresh thinking. It rejuvenates you.

O F	 :-	 Where did you learn this ?

RAE	 :-	 It is an age old practice in tea. I suggest 	
		  it to everyone.

O F	 :- 	 What is your secret desire ?

RAE	 :-	 To invent a fool proof hair growing tonic.

O F 	 :-	 What is your special dish ?

RAE	 :-	 A French cherry pie.

O F 	 :-	 Any message for the English Team tour	
		  ing West-Indies ?

RAE	 :-	 Take a lawn mower along. I hear the 		
		  girls still wear Grass skirts in some parts.

O F	 :-	 What made you stay back in tea, spe		
		  cially with your talent ?

RAE	 :-	 The answer is a poem. If you like you 		
		  can publish it.

ROY’S   EASTMENT

( By  E. M. Ason. )
Promotion is the spice of life
Some to achieve it use the knife,
But some, as Machiavelli taught.
Use craft and guile, and lots of thought.

Every time a V.A. goes
A lunch I give to hide my woes,
Although officially it’s meant to be
A party for the S.O.B.

I feed ‘em booze and victuals too
I buy their cars and do
All that I should and more besides
I butter up their every sides,

When V.A.’s come into my pad.
I make them think I’m awfully glad,
The best of food I always pass
And spike their drinks with ground-up glass.

Voice of dissent I never raise,
I shower everyone with praise,
In every IOC I write
I’m calm, I’m cool and always trite.
I’ve chucked the booze, forsworn the fags,
I don’t touch girls or sexy mags,
I’ve tried it all, I’ve been so staid,
Always the bridesmaid, never laid.

With folded hands I pray each day
Please God make me the next V.A.
But my bot line to heaven must be
Not functioning like the P. & T.

Ambition surely can’t be sin
Although at times it’s hard to grin
Inspite of feeling awfully sad
When offspring ask “Not V.A. Dad ?”

I’ve crept, I’ve crawled, I’ve groveled low,
To no effect, it now seems so.
My advice ? To quit dear E.M.
And become, if not V.A. atleast G.M. 
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RECIPES

Orange Marmalade Biscuit (Liladi)

1.5 Kg Orange

1.250 Kg Sugar

Pectin

1 pint water

Remove skin and chop orange. Chop one cup orange 
peel.
In a large pressure cooker, cook chopped orange & 
peel and pips tied in a cloth for 15 minutes. When it 
comes to room temperature, pour the whole thing in a 
large dekchi (Utensil), add sugar and cook over high 
flame for 45 minutes to one hour. Add pectin and test 
to see the thickness and pour in 4 to 5 clean bottles.

Flour – 02 Cups,                 Sugar – 01 Cup

Egg – 01 No.

Margarine – ½ Cup

Salt – ¼ tea spoon

Cream of tartar – ½ tea spoon

Soda bicarbonate – ½ tea spoon

Sieve dry ingredients together. Cream margarine 
and sugar. Then Add egg. Mix in dry ingredients. 
Refrigerate for 12 hours. Heat Oven at 350 degree. 
Make walnut size balls – flatten with palm of hand, 
press into coconut, cornflakes, chopped pecans 
etc.
Bake 12-15 minutes

A page from a tea memsahibs “Cook book”!
These recipes are handwritten by Late Mrs Leela Nag wife of Late Mr Paresh Nag of Jardines. 
She was creative and innovative with a great sense of humour too. We’re privileged to have 
received these recipes from her daughter Shona Patel.
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