
.....The Kellogg Memorial Church is named after Dr Samuel Henry Kellogg, an American Presbyterian missionary 
who played a major role in revising and translating the Hindi Bible. 
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·	 mbos Mundos in Havana and The 

Balmoral Hotel in Edinbl:Jrgh are proofPJhat apart from solitude, quiet and 
zero disturbance, writers need one more 
thing for inspiration-room service. Ernest 
Hemingway at the former and J. K. Rowling 
in the latter have started or finished their 
most epic books in these hotels. Escaping 
their regular living patterns in the hope that 
a change in scenery would bring about a 
change in their narratives. 



... Clockwise from above: Char Dukan, that cozy 
landour hangout and marketplace; At the great stupa . 
of Mindrolling Monastery in Dehradun, a Ti~etan monl( 
adds to. the character of the city; The very atmospheric 
lounge at the Rokeby Manor where they have a treasure 

. trove of books. . 

wind started to blow and rain brought the 
temperature down a further few degrees, 
the maid' arrived with hot masala teC,l as if 
on cue. Things were coming together 
rather nicely. 

Wearing many hats 
The next morning I started off towards' 
Mussourie and Landour after being aovised 
to stop at Maggie Point for som¢ fantastic 
views en route. But to my consternation,' 

most of the little tea and snackc.afes on 

. the winding roao were christened Maggie 
Point. Yet, I did stop at one where the little 
chef turned out to be quite the chatterbox. 

I was hoping that something similarwould 
hap-pen to me on the little terrace of the 
Rhododendron Suite at The Rokeby Manor 

in Landour. From my vantage viewpoint 
I could see the clustered hills and their 
clutch of shops that made up the Landour 

. Bazaar. Beyond the all-envelopingmist, 

. the swirling clouds graciously partecj, to 

give me a peek of Mussoorie that lies 
below Landour. These ever-changing 
monsoon views that were dense as coarse 
cotton one moment and translucent as 
muslin the next, were urging me forward, 
and soon, my fingers were skimming over 
the keyboard like ballet dancers. 

But first, the beginning 
I'd driven up from Delhi for a little break 
because it had been months since I'd been 
to the Himalayas. It was in the middle 
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of a hectic schedule, and I had deadlines 
.pouring out of my ears with my reliable 

writing den proving to be unusually 
.recalcitrant. So it was Dehradun where. I 
headed to before moving up the hills. 

Mr and Mrs Lulla rent out a part of their 
house for a very nominal amount. Getting 

to it is like negotiating a crystal maze 
because it's 4 km away from Dehradun, 
hidden well away from the main road. But 
it's by virtue of this fact that it's such a 

lovely place to stay in. The huge rooms 
in the big house overlpok peaceful lawns 
hedged by lovely ftowers. The estate is 
perched high above a rushing river that 
gurgles throughout the year. While I sat 
in a little cupola looking out at the river 
and the lower Himalayas, the words just 
came without much effort. When the 

Or rather, an interrogator. "WhD are you?" 

"Why have you come?" "How fast does 
your car go?" "How many children do you 
have?" One enquired about where I was 
going and when I cHiswered I was on my 
way to Landour, she even turned a helpful 
guide. "Head all the way to Bataghat on 
SH8 and then turn left. You will avoid all 

. traffic." And she was right. I got to Rokeby 

Manor without once being ensnared in the 
traffic snarls that plague Landour Bazaar. 

Rokeby Manor stands pretty in stone, 
a throwback to the times of the Raj. 
Its most charming attribute is the fact 

that it's located in the peaceful Landour 
Cantonment between the St Paul's and the 

Kellogg Memorial churches. 

There are lovely walks around, so in
 

the light drizzle, we followed a young
 



LandoLIJ~ is 'a soothing place that 
nourishes creativity. It's no wonder, 
that you n1ight just bU1l1p into Ruskin 
Bond, Stephen Alter and Bill Aitken. 
Englishwoman who was sharing her huge umbrella with a local lady 
and the latte(s young child. They were conversing in Hindi. That 
was quite a surprise. A little later we passed another foreign couple 
chattering away in Hindi once again. Within a few steps we saw 
the reason behind this profu~ion of local lingo amongst overseas 
visitors. The Landour Language School is housed right behind 
the Kellogg Memorial Church where foreigners come to learn the 
language.. The school dates back to the 19th century when it was 

founded to teach newly arrived missionaries Hindi. 

local meeting point 
Of course, they practise their Hindi at Char Dukan, that very 
neat little Lcmdour hangout. It's one of the cosiest marketplaces 

I have seen in India. Neatly grouped together shops (more than 
the original four that gave it its name, though), it's here that you 
can take a break from writing and sit and sip tea, people-watch 

and snack a bit. You might discover that the storekeepers have a 
slight western twang when they speak. But I guess that's thanks 
to the exchange of sentences and syllables between them and the 



and I think I was fortunate enough to even catch a short glimpse of a snow-
capped Himalayan mastiff, . 

In those three days that I spent in and around Landour, it became quite Clear 
why the English chose it as a resting and recuperative pl<!ce for its tired soldiers, 
Landour-which was nained after Uanddowror, a village in Carmarthenshire in 

Southwest Wales (probably by a nost<!l~ic and homesick Brit)~is a soothing 
place that relaxes and nourishes creativity. It's "no wonder then that while· 
walking the little lanes of Landour, you might just bump into Ruskin Bon"d,-

Stephen Alter and Bill Aitken . 

• Clockwise 'from above: Built in 1839, St Paul's Church in Landoui' 
wasthe premier church for the cantonment during the British Ral; 
The pleasant tea garden at Rokeby Manor is the place to tackle 
writer's block; Locals go about their daily work, treating perfect 
photo ops·for, trayellers. . 

students for whom Char Dukan" is aperfect place to' 
practise their-newly acquired linguistic skills,
 

'. .,
 

Our 2 km walk that day took us past "Sister's
 

Bazaar...,.a coloniafname given to a place where
 
British nurses Iiadtheir dormitories: Toc!ay, you .
 
can buy homenlade jams and peanut butter from'
 
Prakash's Store"::"one of the oldest in town. From
 

· there, we wound around the mountainside in a fig'ure
 

of. eight to" bring us back to Char Dukan.
 

The monsoon gives company .
 
The fickle mist and undecided rain that kept rolling
 
in and out and drizzling cmd stopping respectively ..
 
added character to that walk, helped along with
 

· constant birdsong and the soothing smell "of rain on
 
earth. That evening, I managed to get somemore
 
work done. In fact, the next morning, I took my .
 

laptop down to the tea garden where I wrapped l-lP
 
my story to the music of magpi'esrather than the
 
cacophony of crows that I am used to back home..
 

. - '.'.' 

Finally on my last day there, we did the gorgeous
 
drive from (andour to Dhanaufti. The road goes
 
past the lower reaches of the cantonment and after
 
Bataghat, itbroadens and snakes along mountain
 

·edges. The scenery gradually changes from thick 
oak woodlands to alpine forests sprinkled with 
rhododendron clumps. The views were simply, , 
stunn"ing when the mists would momentarilY part, .. 
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