
 

 

 

 

 

 

December 31, 2007 

Let me start out by apologizing for such a tardy posting. The flight, while uneventful, was long! 
Having departed on December 26th, we saw three sunrises (San Diego, Brussels, and Chennai) 
before we reached Trichy at 11.30 on December 28th.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
We were warmly and enthusiastically welcomed ς and fed constantly. From the time we arrived 
until 3.00 pm on December 30th ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ 5ƛǎǘǊƛŎǘ /ƻƴŦŜǊŜƴŎŜΦ 5ŜǎǇƛǘŜ LƴŘƛŀΩǎ 
vaunted ability at IT outsourcing there was not a single internet connection available to the 
1,1лл ŀǘǘŜƴŘŜŜǎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƴŦŜǊŜƴŎŜΦ LƴŎƛŘŜƴǘŀƭƭȅΣ ƛǎƴΩǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǎǇŜŎǘŀŎǳƭŀǊ ŀǘǘŜƴŘŀƴŎŜ - almost 42% 
of the Rotarians in the District!!!  
 
Each member of the GSE team did an outstanding job with their presentation. Not surprisingly, 
each has been complimented individually and collectively by Rotarians and members of their 
leadership team. The GSE Chair told me that ours was the best GSE presentation since they 
began participating in the GSE program. 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
      District Conference Hotel                   Welcome Music 
 
We have met the outbound team from D3000 to D5340. They are wonderful people: two men 
and two women - a headmistress, a college instructor, and two teachers. Their leader is a 
Criminal Lawyer. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
The team is fully engaged chatting with the hundreds of Rotarians and strangers they meet on 
the streets and even in the Airport. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

  

  

  



Not surprisingly, every member is going through some variation of culture shock and 
appreciation of what we have at home. Each is going to process what they have seen, heard, 
and experienced quite differently. So rather than try to synthesize and summarize their 
feelings, I have asked each of them to share their brief and sleep-deprived impressions with 
you.  
 

 Anthony La Rue 
 
This has been the first time I have ever been out the United States of America.  I enjoyed all 
aspects of travelling to Trichy when we finally started our journey from San Diego.  I arrived in 
Trichy, Friday, December 28, 2007. As soon as we retrieved our luggage and walked out of the 
airport, I received a beautiful lei of flowers from members of Rotary district 3000.  We were 
taken to the Hotel Feminia were we meet other Rotarians.  The Rotarians of Rotary District 
3000 are very nice and have treated the GSE Team and I with the utmost respect.   
 
My observations thus far have been filled with joy and despair.  Tamil Nadu is a very traditional 
ǇƭŀŎŜ ǿƘŜǊŜ ƴƻǊƳǎ ŀƴŘ ǾŀƭǳŜǎ ŀǊŜ ŎƻƳƳƻƴǇƭŀŎŜΦ  ¢ƘŜ άLƴŘƛŀƴ ǿŀȅέ ŀǎ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀǾŜ ǎǘŀǘŜŘ 
numerous times means that they accept their current condition with the distain belief that 
when they die; their next life will bring them a better status.  It is hard not to notice the poverty 
and hard times that many of these people encounter.  The lack of a proper education for many 
of the citizens has proven to be the missing element to the success of the nation.  Furthermore 
the lack of government resources such as public schools has also proven to be the missing key 
ǘƻ LƴŘƛŀΩǎ ǎǳŎŎŜǎǎΦ  ¢ƘŜ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǘƛƳŜ ǘƘŀǘ I have spent in Trichy, I must say that the people who 
love here are kind and very respectful. 
 
I really miss Shannon (my girlfriend), family, and friends.  I would love to be there celebrating 
the New Year with everyone but I know there is a reason for me to be in India and cherishing 
every moment of this experience.  I hope I will find many projects that I can bring back to my 
local Rotary club to fund.  I look forward to the rest of the trip and the wonderful things I will 
encounter.  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

  



Julie Tandon 
 
Today we climbed the 417 steps of the Rock Fort temple and were blessed by a priest, by an 
ŜƭŜǇƘŀƴǘΩǎ ǘǊǳƴƪΣ ŀƴŘ ōȅ ǇŀƴƻǊŀƳƛŎ ǾƛŜǿǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ Ŏƛǘȅ ƻŦ ¢ǊƛŎƘȅΦ .ǳǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƳƻǊŜ ŜƴƧƻȅŀōƭŜ  ǘƘŀƴ 
ǘƘŜ Ǿƛǎƛǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƘƛǎǘƻǊƛŎ ǎƛǘŜ ǿŜǊŜ ǘƘŜ ƪƛƴŘ άƘŜƭƭƻǎέ ŀƴŘ άǘƘŀƴƪ ȅƻǳǎέ ǿŜ ǊŜŎŜƛǾŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ Ƴŀƴȅ  
Indian families on their Sunday outing. Were they thanking us for visiting their city, or was 
άǘƘŀƴƪ ȅƻǳέ ǘƘŜ ōŜǎǘ ǿŀȅ ǘƘŜȅ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƻŦ ǘƻ ŜȄǘŜƴŘ ŀ ŦǊƛŜƴŘƭȅ ǿŜƭŎƻƳŜ ǘƻ ǳǎΚ 
 
Everywhere we go, we are welcomed with the utmost hospitality. When I mistakenly gave a 500 
rupee note to a cashier to pay for a 50 rupee phone call, she and her colleagues pressed the bill 
ƛƴ Ƴȅ ƘŀƴŘ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƛŘΣ άbƻΣ ƳŀŘŀƳΦ hƴƭȅ рлΦ tƭŜŀǎŜ ōŜ ŎŀǊŜŦǳƭΗέ {ƻ ƳǳŎƘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ƛŘŜŀ ǘƘŀǘ 
travelers will always be taken advantage of. 
 
Although I have been to Northern India before, I am experiencing the shock of adapting to a 
new culture all over again.  In the south, men and women seem to be kept separate from each 
other and in general, the lifestyle seems more consŜǊǾŀǘƛǾŜΦ LǊƻƴƛŎŀƭƭȅΣ ƘƻǿŜǾŜǊΣ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ 
cover my head upon entering a temple as a woman might in the North.  
 
Upon entering the Rotary Conference, I was greeted by bearing a tray offering candied sugar 
ŀƴŘ ŀ ǊŜŘ ǇƻǿŘŜǊ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ άƪǳƳ-ƪǳƳέ ǿƘƛŎƘ ƛǎ ŀǇǇƭied to ladies foreheads. In the north, the 
powder is applied to the forehead by the person offering; so when I was asked to take some 
myself I instead asked the man to apply it for me. The poor man complied after some urging 
from his compatriots ς but not without a few nervous giggles from the whole group. Later I was 
ǘƻƭŘ ƻƴƭȅ ŀ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ƻǊ ŀ ƘǳǎōŀƴŘ Ƴŀȅ ŀǇǇƭȅ ǘƘŜ ǇƻǿŘŜǊ ǘƻ ŀ ǿƻƳŀƴΩǎ ŦƻǊŜƘŜŀŘΗ aȅ ƻƴƭȅ ǎƻƭŀŎŜ ƛǎ 
that I know that even my mistake will be accepted kindly in India. 
 
I have been very lucky to be welcomed into a lovely host family; a Hindu and a Christian who 
had a decidedly un-ŎƻƴǎŜǊǾŀǘƛǾŜ άƭƻǾŜέ ƳŀǊǊƛŀƎŜ όŀǎ ƻǇǇƻǎŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǳǎǳŀƭ ŀǊǊŀƴƎŜŘ ƳŀǊǊƛŀƎŜύΦ 
In India, labels and generalizations are not so easily applied.  
 
Our trip has just begun and already we are filled with many impressions of a beautiful people 
and of the many inexplicably diverse faces of India. 
 

Sarah Clark 
 
Aǎ L ǎƛǘ ƛƴ Ƴȅ Ƙƻǎǘ ŦŀƳƛƭȅΩǎ ƘƻƳŜΣ L Ŏŀƴ ƘŜŀǊ ǘƘŜ ƳȅǊƛŀŘ ƻŦ ǎƻǳƴŘǎ ƻǳǘǎƛŘŜ ς the ever present 
honking of car horns, jubilant Indian music combined with the chirping of birds and the 
ǇŜǊǎƛǎǘŜƴǘ ŎǊƻǿƛƴƎ ƻŦ ŀ ƴŜƛƎƘōƻǊΩǎ ǊƻƻǎǘŜǊΦ 
 
Everyone said this trip would change my life ς I am beginning to think they were right. I have 
only been in India for three days, but I have already had so many amazing experiences. Despite 
the jet lag, the feeling of being homesick, and the intense humidity ς I am having the time of my 
life.  



First of all, I have confirmed it ς there are many cows just hanging out ς on the side of the road, 
in front of a market, in the middle of the street. They sit and watch the chaotic world race by. 
 
Traffic in India is constant and seems to be an organized free for all. Cars, motorbikes, auto 
rickshaws dart in and out of traffic constantly beeping the horn, but at the same time everyone 
seems to know exactly what they are doing ς the craziness seems somehow to flow. 
 
Most of all I have been amazed at the hospitality we have been shown. From the Indian man 
who helped me drag my very heavy suitcase off the luggage conveyer belt to the woman who 
helped me understand a speech given in Tamil by translating the major points into English. At 
all times the Indian people are ready and willing to help us and forgive immediately any cultural 
mistakes we make ς which I am sure have been constant. 
 
So far this trip has been exhausting and overwhelming, but always an unforgettable experience! 
 

Bridget Persons 
 
Three steps forward, one step back. A car ride in India reveals a Bollywood dance. At first glance 
the choreography is chaotic, but soon a hierarchy of lead to chorus shines through. Trucks and 
buses are the headliners taking center stage. Cars are featured artists nudging a corps of 
motorcycles and auto rickshaws out of the way. All leap and spin to the soundtrack of horns, 
over potholes, around cows, goats, pigs, horses, dogs, and donkeys; between oxcarts and 
people. Stage left, girls with flower strewn hair fly by with a wave. To the right, women glide 
under baskets filled with goods. It is a dance of action and purpose taking place on a twisting 
stage. 
 
The sounds around me take me back to the foreign movies I have seen. Motorcycle horns 
bleep, their engines putt, putt, brrroom. Bells ring calling the household to goods sold. The sing 
song voice of a salesman calling out his wares echoes through the house of clean smooth stone 
floors. The chirps of birds whose voices I do not recognize float on the breeze of ceiling fans. 
Curtains flow across doorways. The allow privacy in bedrooms while still allowing any possible 
cool air in this InŘƛŀƴ άǿƛƴǘŜǊέ ǘƻ Ŧƭƻǿ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘΦ  
 
The smells fill the mind as well. At the moment it is of spices for my breakfast from the kitchen. 
Many times it is a smoky scent ς incense somewhere. In the street the nose finds exhaust and 
animals and damp and spices. 

 
 
 
 
 
 

  


