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From the Editor
How time flies! Before we know it , a month has passed and we are ready with the
next issue of Desibytes. We must confess being blown away by the positive response we received with the first issue! We value your feedback, so please write
to us at desibytes.ift@gmail.com with your suggestions and comments. We are also looking for contributions in the form of stories, experiences, recipes, children’s
articles and anything else that you feel would interest the multicultural Indian
community. Our sincere gratitude, as always, to our contributors for the very interesting array of articles in this issue.
April in India is the time of festivals. Closely following the harvest of winter and
spring crops, the entire country finds an excuse to celebrate. While Assam, Kerala,
Maharashtra and West Bengal ring in their New year this month with family gatherings and feasts, the North celebrates Baisakhi with its fairs and exuberant dances.
The country as a whole celebrates Easter, Mahavir Jayanti and Navaratri … more
excuse for festivities and feasting.
We also commemorate a more sombre occasion this month - the ANZAC day remembering the brave souls who sacrificed themselves for the country. Somehow,
amongst all the gaiety, the stark contrast of the memory of the fallen soldier is
heart rending. There will be sadness in houses back in India as well, tears shed for
the heroes who will never again join the celebrations. It reminds one of the famous epitaph by John Edmunds in the war cemetery of Kohima -

“ When you go back home,
tell them of us and say
For your tomorrow, we
gave our today ”
Hence, we decided to dedicate this issue to the brave soldiers, both of Australia
and India. As you celebrate with your family and friends, wear the poppy with
pride and spare a moment of silence for the valiant troops who made our celebrations possible.
Sincerely,

Ritu and Suparna.
Desibytes.IFT@gmail.com
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Indian High Commission News and Events
IHC CONSULAR CAMP

IHC Canberra will be running a
consular camp at Building 142,
Science Place in JCU, Interactive Map
link : https://maps.jcu.edu.au/campus/townsville/
Townsville on 3rd May (Mon) from
9.00 am to 12.00 pm.
Besides usual procedures like issuing
live certification to pensioners, OCI renewal applications, Indian passport
related matters etc they will endeavour to clarify any doubts and queries.
All queries are to be sent in advance
to Mr Varun Kumar at
PPt.canberra@mea.gov.in
Centre eases guidelines for OCI cardholders-The Hindu, April 16,2021
The Overseas Citizens of India (OCI) will not be required to register for a
fresh OCI card every time a new passport is issued in their name, the Home
Ministry said in a statement.
https://www.thehindu.com/news/national/centre-eases-guidelines-for-ocicardholders/article34331057.ece
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Dear Indian Australians,
Namaskar! Greetings from the India Fest Committee 2021.
We hope you all are keeping healthy and safe.
It is with a heavy heart we are announcing the postponement of India Fest to 2022. This extraordinary decision has been taken after careful consideration of the ongoing risks and uncertainty
associated with the COVID pandemic locally, the current situation in India which profoundly
affects our community, as well as our talks with the Townsville City Council and feedback from
other stakeholders. It was felt that for the scale and size of our event, it is in the best interest of
the community to postpone this to next year.

We do however feel that some sort of community engagement albeit at a smaller scale should be
safer and we shall take a decision in this regard soon. Please keep yourself updated via our
website www.indiafesttownsville.org.
Once again, for those who have not already done, please login to www.health.qld.gov.au and
register with your doctor to get the vaccine.
Lastly a big congratulations to everyone in the community for making our monthly
enewsletter DESI BYTES a big success. Special thanks to our contributors and our prolific editors
Dr Suparna Chakrabarty and Mrs Ritu Jhamb. Please keep supporting DESI BYTES by sending
your contributions to desibytes.IFT@gmail.com.

Best Wishes
On behalf of IFT 2021 committee
President IFT.
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Indian Community Events
Sri Siddhi Vinayak Temple, Gumlow
Sri Siddhi Vinayak Temple Opening Timings : Monday to Friday 6 PM—7 PM.
Saturday and Sunday 10 AM—12 Noon.

North Queensland Hindu Community, Vincent
Events & Activities 2021
Special bhajans : Saturday 24th April to mark Shri Sathya Sai Baba's
Mahasamadhi day. Please feel free to bring prasadam.
Weekly Bhajans: Thursdays 7:30pm

Purnavidya: Spiritual Education for Children
Fortnightly, Sundays 10 am to 11 am

Ladies Yoga: Every Sunday 8.30 am to 10 am
Our Townsville Dosa Stall: 6th June at Anderson Gardens 9 am to 3 pm.

Local Community Events
Brighter Lives, Townsville Hospital Foundation
Upcoming Events…..
80s Twilight FUN RUN – Friday 27 August at Queensland Country Bank Stadium.
Book Fair – Saturday 18 and Sunday 19 September at Emmaus Hall, Kirwan.
Giving Day – Thursday 28 October – your donation on the day will be multiplied at TUH and online.

How to register for Covid Vaccine?
Register on https://www.qld.gov.au/health/conditions/health-alerts/
coronavirus-covid-19/protect-yourself-others/covid-19-vaccine
Click on “Covid 19 vaccine” and then “eligibility checker”
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In Focus:
Dr Jay Iyer (Lt. Col, Retd, Indian Army), Gynaecologist, Townsville University
Hospital talks to Colonel (Retd.) Kanwar Shamsher Singh of 4th Gorkha rifles
in an impromptu interview about life in The Indian army.

Colonel Kanwar Shamsher Singh
4th Gorkha Rifles with Dr Jay Iyer .

When did you join the army and why?

I come from a military family. I was the youngest of three brothers and both my older
siblings were also Army officers. So the decision was simple. I joined the Joint Services
Wing as a Gentleman Cadet in 1953 and graduated through the Indian Military
Academy and was commissioned into the prestigious 4 th Gorkha Rifles in 1955 at the
age of 20 years and 4 months. I served for 28 years and commanded various units
before my retirement in 1983. My wife was a doctor and Professor and Head of
Pharmacology at PGIMS Rohtak. Like most defence wives she equally sacrificed
managing the home front while working full time.
What does the term “an officer and a gentleman signify to you”? I can see that even after retirement you epitomise these values.

The word Gentleman Cadet incorporates the word “gentleman “. Right from the get
go there was an expectation that one would have high personal standards and live
one’s life by these tenets. These high standards enabled an officer to command the
respect of his men and they without question followed your orders in battle regardless
of the consequences. On a personal level, gentlemanly behaviour always kept us on
the ‘straight and the narrow’ in social circles.
What does ‘unit ki izzat’ signify?

We are trained to go to war and defeat the enemy. We do it for the unit; the battalion we were commissioned and raised in; the armed forces but ultimately the Indian
flag. For us izzat means laying down our lives for a just cause; even if our sacrifices go
unheralded and remain unknown to the general population. “Aayo Gorkhali” is the
war cry that strikes fear into the hearts of the enemy. It was a privilege to serve with
my men and command the unit I was raised in. There is no greater honour!

7

What are your most memorable moments in the Army?

There were several, I can’t put my finger on just one. A career in the Army is one of
the most wonderful careers; even during operations in difficult terrains we enjoyed
ourselves despite knowing that as Infantry soldier, we were expected to fight to the
last man and the last round. We ‘lived in the moment’ .
What sets an army officer apart from a civilian?
An Army officer has the moral courage to say what is right which many civilians are
not trained for. An officer stands for what is just regardless of perceptions of people
around him/her and speaks out for what is right and fair. It is this ability that enables
them to command their troops in battle and stand out in a crowd in civilian life.

How has retirement been and what had changed?
Do you miss you days in service? My Army training has helped prepare me for retirement in ways I never thought possible. If I were lucky enough to be born again I
would love to join the Army and serve in the same unit that I served in.

Any advice for the young people of today?
If one wants to be adventurous and is proud of their nation and its values then fight
to preserve them (if required), and serve your country. Army is the most rewarding
way to do it.
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Out of th box: Reflections on my life as an Army wife
Dr. Kalpana Singh
When two months into our wedding, I thought of giving my husband a surprise by
arriving unannounced in 12 Raj RIF (Rajasthan Rifles) mess, I had no idea, that it
would be a big embarrassment to my husband, as he hadn’t taken permission from
his commanding officer to have his family over.

1.

2.

3.

He also had no Idea how on earth a 5’1” girl in weighing 39 kg’s, would gather the
courage to travel alone, without the knowledge of the language and culture to a part
of the world she had never visited before! My first visit to Punjab was after my wedding, and this was the second one.
It was no easy feat for me too, to arrive in Kapurthala after traveling without reservation from Agra, and changing 2 trains with a big black tin box (the hallmark of Indian army that my husband had left behind with me) in my custody.
It wasn’t long, before Manjit, my husband had to go on a month-long exercise in the
plains of Punjab preparing for the battle causalities. Before the end of 7 months, and
changing 3 accommodations, my husband of 8 months, left me for Pune where he
was supposed to do part of his physician’s specialist training for the next 9 months.
Over the course of next four years, I had become an experienced army wife with 4
postings (Lucknow, Pune, Jabalpur and Mathura) under my belt, and, gaining host of
travel & living experiences (from army messes, temporary barracks, trainee quarters, to houses ear marked for physician’s). By now, my pure ‘Khadi boli’ from Agra
had assimilated words from several dialects and languages including Punjabi,
Marathi, Nepali, & Jabalpuria.
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My brother often commented and laughed at the ‘Dhuan-dhar’ places that were allocated to us for living like Golibar Maidan in Pune, Gun Factory area in Lucknow etc.

Black boxes travelled with us everywhere, and often came very handy as a ‘settee’
in the ‘drawing room’ or a ‘spare bed’.

4.

5.

Barring one 3 years tenure at Mathura, we were constantly being posted from one
place to the other every 6-16 months. I still considered myself lucky, because we
were at least being posted to considerably well-known cities, while some of our
friends got posted to places like Kargil.
This advantage of being posted to bigger cities came from my husband training to be
a physician and thereafter becoming a cardiologist. Also, because we didn’t have any
children during this time, so, instead of staying at one place for children’s education
(like other army’s wives did), I was moving everywhere with my husband.
The moves, although, added to my ongoing accumulation of degrees (Diploma & degree in Obstetrics & Gynaecology) and work experiences (work at Command hospital
Lucknow and Armed Forces Medical College Pune (AFMC), Lady Elgin hospital at Jabalpur and Institute of Nuclear Medicine and Allied Sciences (INMAS) Delhi), it didn’t
translate into much earnings as most of my work was honorary and temporary. And
we moved before I could get my first pay cheque.
From time-to-time Manjit was sent on temporary duties. One such posting was to remote areas in Nepal with medical teams to provide specialist services. Although, I
went there at my own expense, I was the first gynaecologist to visit the place, as
part of the team providing Gynaecology cover to retired solder’s families. It was an
amazing experience. Beautiful unspoilt riches of nature were littered as far as the
eyes could see. ‘Dang Ghorahi’ (state capital) in Rapti Anchal (state) of Nepal was
connected with air. Our team reached there after crossing 3 rivers in 3 tonner
trucks, as no sealed roads existed then. Retired soldiers made a three-day journey
on foot to attend the camp, and going back home they carried two essential commodities, kerosene and salt over their shoulders on the high mountains. Local boys
there were experts in catching river fish with their bare hands!!

6.

7.
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We used to know where our old friends were posted, but we didn’t get to meet them
much. We had to make new friends everywhere we went. And why wouldn’t we? The
towns may be new, but the usual army hospitality was always there. There used to
be a match box, candles, hot water to shower and first meal catered for at many
places, after we were received at the station. There were army mess’s, open air
movie places, canteens to shop from, parties to organise and attend, schools catering to army children, army wife’s association (AWWA) to support, and above all, the
gossip which kept us up to date with all the local hot spots where we could try the
tastiest or unique dishes of the region, or buy the most fashionable or the cheapest
goodies for our next party! Life was good, if we had the time to enjoy it! I still miss
and remember our almost daily walks on the main street (MG road) of Pune and buying Rajanigandha (tuberoses) from the back street fresh food market, on our way
back.
Courtesy the army, in Delhi, we were lucky to live in huge houses in central places
in and around Dhaula Kuan Delhi Cantonment. Socially, it was a very busy posting.
We hosted a range of visitors for days to weeks, from all over the country coming to
do a variety of courses, getting treatment in tertiary hospitals or attending supreme
court or people leaving and receiving their relatives at the airports or even village
farmers coming to sell their crop. Much of the time, I had to manage them alone, because Manjit wasn’t home on many of the occasions.
A soldier, without a uniform, behind the scenes, so that my soldier could do his duties well!

8.

9.

It was hard to comprehend at times, why he ever needed a wife, when he didn’t
have the time for one, but most of the times I enjoyed playing my part as an army
wife.
Reflecting back on it now, this was what I had in common with all army wives, initiative to achieve, courage to put things together when there wasn’t much support in
sight, and enjoying the experience of it all.

The friends we made in the army are the best that we could ever have. To this date,
while we have been living for 25 years in this region, back in India, they are still,
selflessly, helping us manage our bank accounts, our wardrobes, our travel plans,
our dietary and medical requirements. Now that we don’t have any parental responsibilities, we want to go to India twice a year to meet them all. It’s a clan, and yes!
we are a proud of being a part of it, and will be to the day we die. Our soldiers are
still kept busy, even in their retirement, but now, aha, at last, they have some time
for their wives!
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10.

Photos: from top to bottom
1. Lake Sukhna Chandigarh: One week into my career as an army wife 1978
2. At party at 12 RAJ RIF mess 1978

3. At home in Gun factory area, Lucknow 1980
4. & 5. At Command Hospital Lucknow 1980
6 & 7. Crossing the rivers on way to & Medical & Eye camp at Dang Ghorahi Nepal 1983-84
8&9: Some highlights with celebrities
10. Kalpana and Manjit at the ANZAC Centenary Celebrations, Townsville.
Kalpana and Manjit Singh are successful doctors in Townsville. Kalpana is a
Gynaecologist and Manjit works as a General Practitioner.
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My life In The Army
By Amrit Pal Singh
Dr. Amrit Pal is a General Practitioner. He lives in Townsville with his wife and 3 lovely kids.
Joining Para-Military Force was like a dream come true, as I always wanted
to serve my nation. The idea first came to my mind when, after completing
my MBBS, I got a job in the Military Hospital, where I got a chance to learn
about the lifestyle of a Military personnel. It was a heady blend of career,
rewarding work, potential to lead and never-ending opportunities of
growth, both personal and professional. The training varied from trade apprenticeships to leaderships training to gain skills and knowledge to fulfill the
potential in every way. All this inspired me so much that I made up my mind
to join Para-Military Force.
I served in Assam Rifle as an assistant commander in the North Eastern part
of India. Apart from the troops, I also looked after the local population in
need of medical services. During my service, I was part of the Para- Military
forces guarding the Indian Border and local security operation. It was an
exciting part of my life.
In our spare time officers, cadets used to engage themselves in various
games followed by drinks and long hours of fellowship and chit chatting
about families and friends.
My family back in Punjab was quite concerned about my job. I was their only son
living far away from them. Especially
when I would tell them my stories of
bravery, like how we crossed fast flowing
rivers on elephants or by making bridges,
how we crossed the slippery slopes of
mountains where one wrong foothold
meant certain death! However, they
were actually quite proud of me and my
job.
I have always felt proud that I have
served my nation. In the army, you are
part of something bigger.
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Gallipoli- the Indian contribution : Raiban Yadav
Dr Raibhan Yadav is Consultant Cardiologist at the Townsville University Hospital
and The Mater Hospital. Raibhan lives in Townsville with his wife Supriya and two
daughters. Raibhan’s hobbies include History and Bollywood music. Dr. Yadav’s
regular history column will continue from the next issue.

If you have been following the international news you would have
come across discussion about a “Quad” of nations to face new security challenges.
The thought of a group of nations coming together to face common challenges is
enticing but is hardly new. More than a hundred years ago Indian soldiers stood
shoulder to shoulder with Australian ,British and soldiers from other parts of the
British empire to face a common enemy.
At dawn on 25 April 1915 Allied troops landed on the Gallipoli peninsula in Turkey.
The blood soaked battle that followed enshrined the ANZAC legend in history. Yet,
more than a hundred years after the battle was fought ,the Indian contribution to
the battle is lost in the mists of time and finds little mention in the published
literature of the Great War.
India and Britain had stood together in battle many times over the centuries before
the Great War came about, but this was the conflict that finally taught the British
and Australian soldiers to appreciate and respect their Indian brothers in arms. India
sent over 1.5 million soldiers to fight across the many fronts the First World War was
fought on. An impressive effort for a country that was seeking to overthrow British
Rule back home! In Gallipoli alone 16,000 Indian troops – two or three times as
many as previously thought – served in the dramatic and doomed eight-month
Gallipoli campaign. Historians believe almost 1,400 Indians died at Gallipoli and up
to 3,500 were wounded. The Indian contingent included Sikhs, Gurkhas and soldiers
of other denominations. They served in an infantry brigade, a mountain artillery
brigade, in medical units and in a large contingent of mule drivers, who perhaps
made the Indians’ most important contribution to the campaign.
(“Group portrait of three Indian troops and a Gurkha (far
right), all unidentified, at Walden Grove, Gallipoli Peninsula.
The first two soldiers on the left are Sikhs. The third soldier
from the left is wearing an Australian jacket and a forage cap
of the type that was issued to Australians before the service
dress cap. Source: Australian War Memorial “)
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Soldiers from India were fighting alongside Australian, New Zealand and British
troops from the first day of hostilities on the peninsula. Close ties between Australia
and India can be traced back to the landings at Anzac Cove, where Australians and
Indians stood together resolutely and faced withering firepower from the Turks.
Many Indian soldiers died in actions at Gurkha Bluff and Hill 60.
They took part in terrible, failed attacks at Gully Ravine and Gully Spur and in the
climactic attempt in August to seize the summit of Sari Bair – one of the Gurkhas’
most cherished battle honours. Though commemorated on the great memorial to
the missing at Cape Helles they are practically invisible on Gallipoli today.
Memoirs left behind by many Australian ,British and Indian soldiers describe the hell
that was Gallipoli. “The Indian mountain guns just above me on the hills were
pounding away in great style, but I hear have suffered many casualties”, wrote the
commanding officer of the 5th Field Artillery Brigade, Charles Rosenthal in his diary
entry on 25th of April. Private Archie Barwick thought highly of the Indians. “The
way the Indian batteries behaved on the first day or so of the landing is beyond all
praise, they suffered heavily too”.
Many Anzacs wrote about the bravery of an Indian infantry man Karam Singh with
great awe. He is said to have continued to issue orders to his troops, even after he
had been hit by an artillery shell and blinded by it. Historians say the Mule Corps
established themselves in an area known as Mule Gully, which came under constant
sniper and machine gun fire during the day. As a result, most transport took place at
night. The Mule Corps were the unsung heroes of Gallipoli. If it hadn't been for
them, the Anzacs and the rest wouldn't have been able to hold on in the manner
that they did.
(

The Australian War Memorial says of this photo, “A
group of gunners from the 7th Indian Mountain Artillery Brigade with one of their guns, which was used
to support the Australian and New Zealand troops on
the Gallipoli Peninsula. The guns of this brigade were
the first shore at Anzac Cove on 25 April 1915; from
then on they won, and kept, the admiration of the
infantry
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The bravery of Mit Singh, Gambirsing Pun, Kulbahadur Gurung, and Jan Mohamed
has also been described by Peter Stanley. The family of Nanak Singh, who served as
part of the 1/69 Punjabi regiment at Gallipoli mention his memories of the great
conflict. The future Catholic cardinal of Sydney, Norman Gilroy, was serving as a
junior wireless operator on a transport ship. His ship was responsible for transporting troops who were to land at Gallipoli on 25th April. Gilroy recorded that the
Hessen transported over 400 Sikhs, 200 mules, several Indian and English officers.
“The Sikhs are men from the hills of India enrolled in the Mountain Battery. They are
all very tall lean men, but very wiry.” Gilroy observed.
(“An Indian Mountain Battery in action at the back of Quinn’s Post
at Anzac Cove.” Source: Australian War Memorial)

Even the most famous Australian Anzac John
Simpson Kirkpatrick (popular in Australian
folklore as Simpson and his donkey), used to stay
with the Indian mule drivers in the battlefields of Gallipoli, because he preferred the
fresh food cooked by the Indian troops much more than the bully beef that was
supplied in the Australian rations. There are mentions of Simpson enjoying
“chapattis” and freshly cooked curries, just two weeks before he himself succumbed
to the war.
The relationship between the Indians and the Australians and New Zealanders was
very good, by all accounts. The Anzacs recognised that the Indians were professional
soldiers. They developed a very healthy respect for them. There are various
Australian and New Zealand accounts — in soldiers' diaries or in photographs that
they've sent back home — where they refer to 'my Indian friend' or 'my Gurkha
friend'.
Inspite of the considerable bravery and sacrifice on the part of all involved the
campaign was doomed to fail. About 46,000 Allied soldiers died and almost 200,000
were injured. The Turks lost 65,000 soldiers and almost 200,000 were injured. The
futility of war was once again exposed in this eight month long blood soaked
campaign.
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Travelogue
ANZAC STORy FROM THE OUTBACK
(memoirs of Aparna Nagaraj in Mount Isa)

Dr Aparna Nagraj is a Resident Medical Officer at the Mt Isa Base Hospital. She is a FIFO worker from
Townsville where her husband Vikram, Mother in Law and Daughter live. Aparna’s hobbies include singing and photography.

When Suparna, the editor of this magazine, asked me to write an article on ANZAC day in Mount
Isa, I graciously accepted. Only to realise my limited knowledge in this subject. Now, before your
judgemental lobe questions the authenticity of my Australian citizenship, let me assure you, after
being in Australia for 9 years, I surely knew the significance of ANZAC day. But I surely didn’t think I
could come up with an entire article on this!
As the old saying goes, ‘Ask and ye shall receive: seek and ye shall find: knock and it shall be
opened to you.” Accommodating this into my world, I asked around a few colleagues and friends in
Mount Isa Hospital without much luck. With doubtful hope I expressed this to an old patient in my
ward while we were having a banter during his discharge from the hospital. Much to my surprise, he
mentioned that if anything resonates outback and ANZAC, it had to be this person, Billy Harney.
William Edward Harney was a young bloke who was born in Charters Towers in 1895. He grew up in
Northern Australia and as he grew he worked in several cattle farms in Outback Queensland. One
such farm was in Cloncurry, an hour and half drive from Mount Isa. Billy was working on a cattle
station when he heard of the ‘war’. Being the young naïve bloke that he was, he didn’t know what a
war was. He was only made aware that the war was ending and that it was great news for Australia.
Billy being his usual self, paid no heed to this piece of information and wrapped up his job in Cloncurry and moved to another town for more work. Riding on his old horse, looking for more work, he
reached Burketown, a 6 hour drive from Mount Isa. Upon arrival , Billy learnt that the war was still on
and that he could get a good job with a handsome pay in the war. Back in those days, doctors were
the ones who assessed a person to check their eligibility to sustain the harsh environment in a war.
Billy passed the assessment and was assigned to the infantry as he didn’t want a job that had horse
riding as a requirement, as he had had enough of riding all around Australia on a horse! Billy was
ecstatic. In 1915, he enlisted in the Australian Imperial Force, and following training in Egypt, he
served during the First World War on the Western Front.
What was inspiring about Billy’s story was his attitude towards life. With a ‘never say no’ attitude,
Billy represents the thousands of Australian and New Zealand soldiers who served in one of the
darkest periods of the First World War. He was one of the many soldiers who returned to his homeland. With the fervour that he harboured in him, Billy went on to writing many articles and books
without a formal educational background. Billy dedicated his remaining life in working very closely
with and for the Australian Indigenous community in Northern Territory.
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He communicated easily with the Aborigines and became an authority on their customs and languages. And their love and respect towards him was evident when he was commemorated in the
scientific nomenclature of the sandstone dibbler (a small marsupial), Pseudantechinus bilarni, which
reflects the Aboriginal pronunciation of his name, Bill Harney.
Spanning from a young country boy who served in the war to an older gentleman who dedicated his
remainder life to the Aboriginal community, Billy Harney is my true Australian hero. I can almost imagine a short bloke, with hypnotic blue eyes and an expressive face captivating a group of people with
his colourful raconteur. I felt an immediate connection. As I wondered of what I should do this year on
ANZAC day, I realised… this article was my dedication to the thousands of soldiers who fought in the
war, gave their lives in the war, to those who returned and to the many more who didn’t. It was my
dedication to William Edward Harney (1895-1962).

The Ode
(from For the Fallen, published in The Winnowing Fan: Poems of the Great War in 1914)
“They shall grow not old, as we that are left grow old;

Age shall not weary them, nor the years condemn.
At the going down of the sun and in the morning
We will remember them”

{Memorial of a soldier at the Civic Centre in Mount Isa}
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Short Story

A Human Interest Story
By:The Nomad

The train looked like a prehistoric monster in the dark station blowing off
steam from its maw and roaring. In the steamy platform, the passengers huddled around near
the engine, drawn in fascination at the gleam of brass and steel of the fully restored century
old
machine. I shivered in my solitary perch on a bench. I was waiting for an opening
among the adoring steam punks to get a good shot of the
engine, fit for the National Daily I reported for. “Human
interest stories” the editor had insisted, “That’s what the
readers want now”. As if I would find one in this milling
crowd of locals, who seemed to be one large family, all
set for a good time!
The Mount Lyell Railways in the West Coast of Tasmania
was originally started in the 1800s to connect the small
communities to the mines which used to be the lifeblood of
the region. The copper and gold mines were long defunct
but the communities still thrived, on timber, farming and
recently, tourism. The beautiful temperate rainforests, quaint towns and exotic walks attracted
tourists from all over the world and this had also revived the railways. It metamorphosed into
West Coast Wilderness Railways with refurbished steam engines; period coaches and tour
operators dressed in vintage uniforms. The tours were world renowned and often fully booked
months ahead!
A rookie reporter from one of the national dailies in Melbourne, I had been sent here to cover
the annual picnic that was started after the 1912 mining accident in which 43 miners lost their
lives and the mine collapsed due to a fire! When the mine was restarted the company introduced the annual picnic to improve community morale. Even after the shutting down of the
mines and the railways, the locals, mainly mining and farming families, continued the tradition.
Once the railways started again, the tradition of the steam rail transporting everybody to the
picnic ground restarted and quickly became a separate attraction on its own rights.
I stood quietly in a corner of the boisterous crowd taking opportunistic photos of the gleaming brass and steel engine and
human interest compositions. The early morning crowd consisted mainly of local families, with their picnic baskets and
granny in tow. The tourists would come later; the steam engines will make several trips to the picnic ground today.
There was a dramatic whistle from the engine as the guard
shouted an over-exaggerated “ All Aboard!” A bell tolled, reminiscent of old times when train travel was a leisurely romantic
journey of steam, soot and sweat. We all scrambled inside
the gleaming coaches as with a jerk, the engine started.
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I managed to squeeze into a corner seat next to a family. They
made me feel welcome with easy courtesy and I tried to garner
my “human interest story”. It wasn’t very interesting. Originally
from Queenstown, the family had moved to Adelaide where they
managed a prosperous retail business but they had kept their ties
alive and ensured they attended the picnic every year. They were
eager to reconnect with their friends and soon the entire carriage
was alive with chatting friends sitting in easy camaraderie. They
were from all over Australia and even a few expats, connected by
the fact that their early lives, or sometimes that of their parents
started in or around Queenstown! I chatted to a few families, but
the general refrain was the same. Giving up, I sat quietly and
gazed around. Maybe I will get some interesting stories at the picnic. Meanwhile I was
content to sit and watch the majestic rain forest with its tall trees and colourful patches of
flowering shrubs flash by.
There were five stations on route to the picnic spot that the steam train tours stop by but
today the trains were supposed to run past them all. So I was surprised when the train
pulled to a stop soon after leaving Queensland at Lynchford. A fairly large platform, this was
the site of the mining disaster and the entrance of the mine could be easily seen from the
carriage. It has been sealed long ago and is now a pit stop for photographs. I was startled
to see about forty people emerge from the mine entrance and make their way to the
platform. They boarded the train and with a whistle and a jerk, our journey started again.
I stirred and looked at the newcomers with interest as they were very different from the rest
of the prosperous passengers. Dressed in old fashioned miners overalls and carrying metal
helmets, they were dirty with soot and mud. Some carried mining equipments as well.
“Possibly the participants of a photoshoot at the mine entrance”? I wondered, marvelled at
their naturalistic make up and got up to sit next to the pair who had settled in our compartment.
I introduced myself and asked where they came from. From up close, the makeup looked
even more life like! One of the men had a huge gash on his forehead that looked fresh and
the other man had wounds on both his hands that looked like
burns! They answered my greetings and introduced themselves as Mark (gashed forehead) and Bill (burnt hands). My
query about their makeup drew quizzical glances as if they
were not sure what I meant. Feeling strange, I asked them
where they lived. “At Lynchford” Bill replied politely. “I didn’t
know there was a town there!” I exclaimed. “Oh there was,
Miss. The end of Queenstown extended till Lynchford but it’s
all gone now and the bush has swallowed up the structures.
Just the station remains”. That begged the next question ”Where do you live in Lynchford?” I asked. Bill’s answered
with a smile “In the mines” and a cold wave ran down my
spine. “We died there in the fire long ago, so we abide there
now”.
I soon controlled my emotions. Surely they were pulling my
leg! I may be a city slicker, but I was a reporter from a reputed daily. Here was my chance to source a story from a local
larrikin and so pretending to accept his words I inquired further. “Then what happened?
How did you die?” I asked. Bill answered me matter of factly as Mark looked on. “The fire
started soon after we had entered the mines and although most of the miners managed to
get out, a few of us were trapped. There was an air vent in a small passage where we stood
crowded, trying to get what fresh air we could and praying for a miracle.
20

The fire raged in the main mine and was coming close to the main entrance and there were
timbers and dry bush all around the entrance so if it got out, it would mean the end of
Queenstown! They were evacuating the town but the roads were narrow and traffic was getting gridlocked.
If the fire got out, it would kill heaps of people! As we huddled in the passage, we could hear
the crowd outside discussing this. There were fire engines coming in from Launceston and
Melbourne but they would not reach in time! Inside we sat and gasped for air in stifling darkness as outside Queenstown counted down the hours of its existence.”
I stared at him in amazement. In the lightened laughter filled carriage I could hear the cackle
of fire, feel the despair of the small group of people, as starved of air and light, they strained
to hear the fate of their town and family. Bill stopped for a while and then continued..”We
had a brief discussion but it wasn’t much of a choice, really! The three fittest out of us
crawled through the blind shaft above the main passage. We took some blasting powder
with us, and once we reckoned we were near the mine entrance, we used the blasting powder to seal the mine entrance and blocked the fire. We all died in the explosion as it brought
down most of the mine walls around us so we stay there now and once a year, for the picnic, we ride the rails to see how the town is getting on”. I looked on, my disbelief abundant.
The wounds did not seem like makeup! The clothes appeared genuine! The enormity of
what I heard stuck me suddenly and I abruptly thanked them and walked away, still reeling
in the heat and confusion of smoke and fire.
I found myself back next to my old carriage mates. The lady smiled at me softly and said “ I
see you were speaking to old Bill and Mark there.” “ Yes” I said, attempting to laugh away
my shock “they told me the strangest story!”.
“It’s no story, you know. The town knew what they had done. The fire would have finished
off Queenstown and who knows how many lives! The firemen and rescue equipments
reached about twelve hours later, having raced all the way from Melbourne! The steam ship
Loongana that brought them across actually sailed faster than The Star of Tasmania does
now! The engine number three that hauled them up the mountain ran red hot and needed
gangs of men at every station to pour water over it to keep it from exploding. They controlled the rest of the fire, rescued other miners trapped in different parts of the mine, but
they would have been too late if these men here hadn’t done what they did” The lady
paused and then said thoughtfully “In a way this picnic started to honour them and every
year we meet today to remember who we were and whom we owe a debt of life. We don’t
pay them much attention. They were simple folks and wouldn’t have wanted much fuss anyway. But this day they travel with us and we let them know that we remember”.
The ethereal beauty of the rainforest surrounded me. A deep gorge and then a beautiful waterfall passed by; duly admired by all. It came to me that in some ways these men were not
too different from the brave soldiers whom we honour on the ANZAC day. They were ordinary men in an extraordinary moment who had done what was needed for their family and
community. The train whistled its way to the future through the green meadows covered in
red flowers like poppies…

This story is based on true events. I’ll let the reader
discern where fact ends and fiction begins.

The nomad is a member of the Indian expat community in Townsville. The nomad enjoys travelling,
reading and dabbles in occasional gardening.
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Bombay Talkies: Ritu Jhamb
Mrs Ritu Jhamb is a teacher by profession, working as an EALD specialist at Aitkenvale State
School. Ritu lives in Townsville with her husband Puneet and two sons. Her hobbies are reading,
watching Indi movies and drinking different types of coffee.

Kaagaz ki Kashti’

A beautiful tribute to a great musician and composer who sails right into
your hearts and never leaves. A biopic based on the life and journey of legendary ghazal singer, Jagjit singh.
Story: The film gives the viewers an inside look of Ghazal maestro Jagjit
Singh’s life. Coming from a humble background in Punjab and rising to
prominence, how he achieved stardom and the hurdles he faced in his
path form the main plot of the documentary. The film captures moments of
love and loss in his personal life and the scope and limitations of the music
industry at the time. The film also explores the humorous side of Jagjit singh
and how he used to entertain his audience through humour. The film has
conversational accounts from famous Bollywood personalities, his wife
Chitra Singh and concert footage where you can see Jagjit Singh performing some of his most popular songs. However, the interview style documentary doesn’t take away any of the dramatic flavour from the film.
If you are a fan of Jagjit Singh, this movie will not only leave you with tears in
your eyes but humming along to his songs during the film. Jagjit was perhaps
the only ghazal maestro who rocked his audience.
The film, for the most part, had unscripted, unrehearsed speech with speakers sharing their memories and stories of him. This is where the audience feel
connected to the subject. The film does him justice without going overboard on praise.
“The sailor has walked into the sunset, but his Kaagaz Ki Kashti will stay afloat
in the vast ocean of hearts”.
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Health : Vikram Vasisht
Dr. Vikram Vasisht is the Principal dentist at Dental Precinct, Bushland Beach. He lives in Townsville with his mother Mrs Vijya, wife Aparna and daughter. Vikram is interested in photography
and water colour painting. He reads and watches movies in his rare free time.

LET’S TALK ABOUT TEETH!
Well, nobody wants to be told to keep themselves clean. Everyone knows it’s a good idea to take a
bath every day, wash their hands often and also to keep their teeth, tongue and gums clean. I really
do not want to be that boring dentist that talks about brushing techniques, or to convince you guys to
use an electric toothbrush instead of a manual, to scrap plaque off tongue and massage gums. Recommending flossing is almost like getting a child to stand at the naughty corner. And, not to forget the
standard dentist line, ‘enamel is the hardest tissue of the body’. Let’stry make this article fun now!

Fact 1: HAVE I EVER BRUSHED MY TEETH WITH POOP! Of course, you have! If you are one of those
rich people that have an ensuite bathroom with a beautiful vanity sink and a toilet in the same room, I
am sad to inform that you have brushed your teeth with poop particles! Each
time we flush the toilet, aerosols are produced that can travel up to 6 feet. I will
leave the rest to your imagination! It is indeed a good idea to ‘Close the toilet lid
before flushing, especially if you keep your toothbrush in the same ensuite bathroom!’.
Fact 2: WE AGREE THAT COKE DAMAGES TEETH, SO IS
COKE-ZERO A BETTER OPTION? Coke indeed has a lot of
sugar that ruins teeth. Coke Zero of course has no sugar. However, the pH is quite
acidic due to phosphoric and citric acid that gets added to it. All the delicious
drinks we buy at the local stores have either sugars or acids in them than can
cause dental decay. So, be mindful of the soda/ sparkling water that we consider
healthy can also damage teeth.
Fact 3: DO YOU THINK THAT PUBLIC TOILET SEATS ARE DIRTIER THAN OUR MOUTHS?
When a child is born, it’s mouth is quite sterile. We parents share our oral bacterial cultures with our children by kissing them on their mouths! Just to give a heads-up, average bacterial count of our saliva is 300,000/ml and human plaque has 2.7 trillion bacteria/ gram. So, an unhygienic mouth can be dirtier than the public toilet seat that we all
refuse to touch! Interestingly, Dr. Google says that dirty toilet seat only has an average
of 1000 bacteria/ square inch.
Fact 4: WHO HAS THE MOST NUMBER OF TEETH? Surprisingly, Snails have a mouth
as big as a ‘pin-head’, but has around 20,000 teeth. Some species of garden snails have
14,000 teeth. Dogs have 42 teeth and cats have around 30. Rodent species, like rats
and Beavers have teeth that continuously keep erupting to compensate wear. So,
even if they chip their teeth, they end up with new teeth eventually. We humans have
only 20 baby teeth and 32 permanent teeth. So, it is a good idea to keep them
healthy.
Fact 5: TOOTHBRUSH GETS DIRTY TOO. Toothbrushes tend to harbour a lot of bacteria after 3-4 months of usage. So, its best to keep replacing them often. Tongue is
known to nest more plaque than teeth. Scrape your tongue at least once a day! Do
not share our toothbrush with anybody, treat it very personally.
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Recipe: Anzac Biscuits
By Jasmine Muller
Ms Jasmine Muller lives in Townsville with her dog, Krystell and Lorikeet, Rainbow. Besides managing the family business and running an online store, Jasmine finds time to
bake and travel.
How Anzac Biscuit originated.
Generations of Australians have grown up eating Anzac biscuits they have long been associated
with the Australian and New Zealand Army Corps (ANZAC) established in World War I. It was
widely believed to have originated around the time of World War I in 1915.
It has been claimed that biscuits were sent by wives and women's groups to soldiers abroad because the ingredients do not spoil easily and the biscuits kept well during naval transportation.
However, the biscuits that were sent to soldiers back then were a fry cry from the commercial
sweet variety that is popular today.
Have a go at making your own with Donna Hays Anzac biscuits recipe below.
INGREDIENTS


2 CUPS (180G) ROLLED OATS



1 CUP (150G) PLAIN (ALL-PURPOSE) FLOUR



⅔ CUP (150G) CASTER (SUPERFINE) SUGAR



¾ CUP (60G) DESICCATED COCONUT



⅓ CUP (115G) GOLDEN SYRUP+



125G UNSALTED BUTTER



1 TEASPOON BICARBONATE OF (BAKING) SODA



2 TABLESPOONS HOT WATER

METHOD
1.

Preheat oven to 160°C (325°F). Place the oats, flour, sugar and coconut in a bowl and mix
to combine.

2.

Place the golden syrup and butter in a saucepan over low heat and cook, stirring, until
melted. Combine the bicarbonate of soda with the water and add to the butter mixture.
Pour into the oat mixture and mix well to combine.

3.

Place tablespoonfuls of the mixture onto baking trays lined with non-stick baking paper
and flatten to 7cm rounds, allowing room to spread. Bake for 8–10 minutes or until deep
golden. Allow to cool on baking trays for 5 minutes before transferring to wire racks to
cool completely. Makes 35
If you can’t find golden syrup, you could use ⅓ cup (80ml) maple syrup instead.
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R & R News: Gautam Sinha
Mr Gautam Sinha is a clinical nurse at the Townsville University Hospital. Gautam lives in Townsville with
his wife Alpana and their two sons. Gautam’s passion is cricket and is the coach as well as player for
Brothers White (Punjabi Rebels Cricket Team).

Acheivement of our local Indian Cricket Community in Townsville.
KAT BOYS at net session

Townsville season cricket has come to end, this gives a window of opportunity for community
cricket games to be organised. KAT Boys( Townsville Malyalee community) face off Cairns
Tigers (Cairns Malyalee community) on 17/04. KAT BOYS is being Captain by young Geo
Benny and ably supported by experienced Byju, Thomas and Sibin among others. We wish
them the very best.
KAT BOYS Playing 11 is as follows :

1.
2.
3.
4.
5.
6.
7.
8.
9.
10.
11.

Sanoj
Byju
Josh
Appus
Thomas
Achan
Geo
Harish
Sibin
Vigesh
Rithin
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Gardening: John Deambrosis
Mr. John Deambrosis is a retired sugar chemist and sugarcane farmer. He advises commercial
farmers on agronomy. He lives in Townsville with his wife Carol.

Last edition we reported on the physical, chemical and biology of soil function. This edition we shall focus on soil texture/ structure and its composition.
What is a healthy Soil?


A soil that is productive and easy to manage.



It has biological, physical and chemical properties that promotes the health of
plants, animals and humans while also maintaining environmental quality.

Our soils are not easy to manage, hard to work and of poor quality. (Following issues will
talk about correcting these qualities).
Soil Composition The five components of a good soil are mineral matter (Sand, silt and
clay), organic matter (plant materials and deceased microbes), soil water, air in the soil
and living soil microbes. Soil texture is determined by the relevant proportions of sand,
silt and clay. A good quality soil should be composed of equal parts of each. The soil here
is very high in clay with little sand and silt. Soils high in clay have poor tilth, hard, tight
and difficult to break up. Ideally, healthy soil should consist of 45% solid(minerals), 25%
air, 25% water and 5% organic matter. Our soils are very low in organic matter and the
minerals are high in sodium and magnesium and low in calcium.
Happy gardening and if you have any questions email me at Desibytes.IFT@gmail.com
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Bharatnatyam Programme

Recently, the First Annual Function of Geetha’s Natyalaya, a dance
academy in Townsville teaching Bharatnatyam, was held at Calvary
College auditorium. Well attended and lasting several hours, Mayor Jenny
Hill was also present and gave a short speech at this event. All dancers
there displayed immense amount of skill and passion in dance. The punctuality and accurate announcing with the well choreographed and practiced dancing put together with several types of music including classical,
semi – classical and western, made this night a sensation.
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Not only did this programme allow all levels of dancers, from beginners to
masters in dance, to exhibit the extraordinary work they have been doing,
but it also provided a reason for Townsville’s Indian community to gather
together and for people from other cultures to experience classical Indian
dance. Events like these are vital to preserve Indian heritage so far from
home.

First Annual Function of Geetha’s Natyalaya was a resounding success,
allowing the students to showcase their talent and allowing all present to
encounter the Indian culture. Congratulations to Dr. Geetha Sadagopan
and all her students in putting together such a pleasurable night and we all
look forward to the next one.
Reported by Ranu Khanna.



We need reporters for events happening in Townsville or around.
( Preferably High School, Tafe or Uni Students)
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Baal Bhavan
The Malicious Wave
By Ranu Khanna
Ranu Khanna(12) studies in grade 7. She lives in Townsville with her parents and pets, a
cat and a dog. Besides writing, Ranu enjoys reading and socialising with her friends.

The wave waved at me
Smiling bright with malice.
As I stood by the sea,
Eating my pole of ice.
Blinding light blinds my eyes,
Blight waves blazes bright...
Behind the waves the hunger bides,
With hungry teeth and hungry bite!
I dip a toe and withdraw
As old grey ladies toddle in.
I wave at my friends, specks in blue,
And smile carefree my pale grin.

Time flies, to my dismay,
As I clutch my excuse, soggy icecream cone...
How can I explain, how can I say...
I can only float like a stone.

Photo courtesy of Dr. Vikram
Vasisht.
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Advertisements
272 Shop C 1A Ross River Road,
Aitkenvale QLD 4814
Multicultural employer. Opportunity
for beginners!Farm/Fruit Picking Jobs
for men and women are available.
To apply for the jobs:
Call 47795290 Email: info@careforall.com.au.
…………………………………………………………………………………

JPM Homewares.com
Online store with a range of high-quality affordable home décor and beauty
products. Ideas galore for the ultimate Mother’s Day gift! Free gift wrapping!
Check out the online store or walk in at North 2 West Tyres (277 -281 Ingham
Rd, Garbutt) for promotions and special offers! Enquiries welcome
(info@jpmhomewares.com).
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Brighter Lives, Townsville Hospital Foundation is the official charity partner of
the Townsville Hospital and Health Services. Brighter Lives volunteers brighten the lives of patients every day. Brighter Lives also supports public health
services across Townsville region by fundraising for equipment, training and
research.
Brighter Lives has two exciting events coming up (Please see upcoming
events notices of this issue of Desibytes) and we are urgently seeking volunteers to help us out. Are you able to help please? Contact us
at brighterlives@health.qld.gov.au or call 44331337.

……………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………….

Prestige Hope
Weddings and Events by Prestige HOPE are your One Stop, Event
Shop! Including 3 venues and a complete hire and design range,
our team will make your birthdays, weddings and events exactly
as you imagined. 10% discount for
Desibytes readers on mentioning this
ad!
Phone - 0422 724 471 | 0406 985 654
Email - hire@prestigehope.com
Website – www.prestigehope.com
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Rectification:
There were some errors in the 1st issue of Desibytes. We have rectified them. If
you spot an error, kindky let us know.


Spelling correctionJoint treasurer: Meera Sivayoganathan



Health Column: A paragraph from the article written by Dr. Arjun
Chavan on ‘Covid Vaccination’ was missing. It’s been added here.

Types of Coronavirus vaccines ( none use any live material)

1. mRNA technology: Messenger RNA can be thought of a code that is used to signal
manufacturing between the nucleus of a cell ( that has DNA). It does not enter the nucleus
and cause change in DNA/mutation. This is not a very new technology, having being used
for Zika, Flu and Cytomegalovirus (CMV) before. Basically, vaccines such as Pfizer
(BNT162b2) and Moderna have used the technology to code for the spike protein found on
coronavirus, which means that the human cells can create antibodies against it and provide
immunity.
2. Viral vector vaccines use a modified version of a different virus (the vector) to deliver
important instructions to our cells- this then produces the spoke protein. An example of this
is the Oxford-Astrazenecea vaccine ( uses Chimpanzee Adenovirus).

Both of the above vaccines have been made available in Australia with the priority being decided as government policy.
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