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From the Editor
Editorial - 3rd issue.

It is said that when Pandora opened her amphora, all but one of the emotions escaped to plague
humanity. The greatest of all human emotions chose to remain with us- Hope. At this present time,
when India is battling the relentless surge of the COVID 19 pandemic, it seems that even hope has
abandoned us! We have been barraged by the terrible news, both personal and from wider media
coverage of the loss of life and sufferings in India as the pandemic ravages our Motherland… The
terrible anxiety about our loved ones as well as the wider concern for all Indians creates in us a
numbness and despondency about life.
Yet hope remains. It remains in the tireless actions of many in India and abroad, including members of this community in Townsville. There are health workers and first responders in India who
are working selflessly for our country. There are innovators and philanthropists giving their all to
improve the outcomes of the affected population. There are acts of selflessness and sacrifice that
are emerging from India which restores our faith in humanity. There are communities like ours
who are giving all they can to send medical supplies and donations to India for COVID relief.
There are a number of Indian community members in Townsville trying hard to raise money for
COVID 19 support in India. Although these informations are widely circulated in the social media,
if you require further information, please contact the Indiafest Townsville or the Desibytes at
Desibytes.IFT@gmail.com.
The travel restrictions enforced by this pandemic have also adversely affected the expat Indian
community. Never before have we, though living far away from India, felt so distanced from our
Motherland. There were always regular visits, or promises of visits and plans of meeting with
friends and families. Over the last year, contacts are limited to FaceTimes and phone calls as we
yearn to go back, hear the cacophony of Indian streets, smell the familiar aromas of freshly fried
samosas at the corner snack stand and hug our families tight and never let go.
So this issue is dedicated to our families, both immediate and extended, biological and adapted.
Let’s hold them in our eyes and not lose hope that one day we will all be together again. For the
members of our community who have lost loved ones back home in this pandemic, we grieve with
you. There are so few words to express how we are feeling for you right now. May Grace grant
you solace and love of family and friends help you heal.

Sincerely,
Ritu and Suparna.
Desibytes.IFT@gmail.com
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News from Townsville Indian Community
INDIAN HIGH COMMISSION CONSULAR CAMP – 3RD MAY 2021
The Indian High Commission conducted their second annual Consular Camp in
Townsville on 3rd May 2021 at Science Place, James Cook University. The camp
was attended by 23 ppl who had various services sought by the IHC like Live Certificate for Pensioners, General Power of Attorney, Advice regarding OCI renewals and Passport related inquiries. The IHC, Canberra has requested us to incorporate the theme “India at 75” for our future cultural and other events over the next
couple of years. We will be working with IHC on the same. Thank you to our local
community for making this camp a big success.

COVID RELIEF WORK FOR INDIA
Indiafest Townsville has been actively working over the last two months to help
India defeat the deadly second wave of COVID-19. With support and compassion from the local Australian- Indian community, close to $ 25000 donation has
been collected which has been used to ship essential equipment to India like
Ventilators, Oxygen Concentrators and Pulse Oxymeters. We are grateful to the
local community to help us achieve this important outcome
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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
Our Townsville event - 6th June 2021, Anderson Park. Eco Fiesta, Heritage
Day, Disaster ready day with the Get Active, Pet and Mentally Healthy Expos. Organised by the Townsville City Council.
Filipino Festival Day - Celebrating 123rd Filipino Independence Day! 5th -6th
June 2021, 11 AM -9 PM at the Strand Park. Free entry.
All British Day - Sundat13th June 2021

From 10.00am– 2.00pm @ Jezzine Parade Ground. Free entry.
Brighter Lives, Townsville Hospital Foundation
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.
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In Focus: Hina Khan
Hina khan runs a successful business with her husband Samad. Hina lives in Townsville.
Here Hina opens up to Ritu about her journey from a small town in India to Townsville.

“Vulnerability is our most accurate measurement of courage”. Brene Brown
A home-grown business like ‘Daisy Maisy Flowers’ makes flower arrangements with your
thoughts in mind to show- “The Best Way to Say You Care”.
Since 2009, this family–owned and operated business has flourished into one of
Townsville’s most reputable, recognisable florists known for their contemporary, creative and affordable floral designs.
Hina Khan is from Rampur, a very small
town of UP (Uttar Pradesh), India. She
finished grade 12 and got married at a
very young age of 17. She is the youngest of seven siblings. Hina was the
naughtiest amongst her siblings, always
full of mischief. Her childhood dream of
becoming a nun and following Mother
Teresa’s path changed into becoming an
Accountant and later on owning her own
business.

How much do you think your childhood influenced your work?
My background is from a business family. I used to help my brothers in looking after their
daily finances. I dreamed of owning my own business. I was ready to take on any challenge,
as I wanted to be successful, especially being a small town girl.

How did you end up as a florist?
My husband and I arrived in Australia from Europe 20 years ago with two bags full of
clothes and an 18-month-old son in tow. We were looking for a life-changing venture. Being a
very good cook, I opened my own Indian restaurant “Banana Leaf” and ran that restaurant
for one and a half years. In the meantime, Samad went to South Africa. I was finding it
quite challenging to run a business and be a solo parent to our son who was only four and a
half years old. I got inspired of owning my own florist shop, from Daisy Maisy, which was
just opposite to the Banana Leaf restaurant. After selling the Banana Leaf business, I
started working as a florist at ‘Affordable Flowers”. I resigned after two and a half years
and applied to work at Daisy Maisy. I worked there for 2 years and soon got the opportunity
to buy Daisy Maisy.
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What was your life before becoming a florist?
I migrated to Belgium with my husband Samad after marriage and for the first 3 years, I
was just trying to settle down as it was the first time I had left my hometown. In addition
to that, I wanted to start my own family. We were in Belgium for Six and a half years and I
had to face many challenges over there. I studied in a Hindi medium school back home , so
my English ability was very low. I also started helping Samad in his office with paper work.
I was depressed too as I wanted to do something but there were not many opportunities
for me as language was a barrier.
We then migrated to Australia. I went to TAFE to learn English and did MYOB, computer
skills and a few other courses to explore the opportunities for future endeavours.
After buying Daisy Maisy, my life took a 360-degree turn. Samad was an overseas FIFO for
almost 12 years while I was managing my business as well as looking after my son Danish. My
journey has not been a simple one. There has been many ups and downs, and it is the
choices that I have made during those challenging times that have shaped my achievements
today.

Where do you get your inspirations from?

I get my inspirations from my ‘Religion’. I start my day with my daily prayers for seeking
restoration and healing, asking forgiveness and asking God to help me to forgive others. I
tune myself out from the distractions of the outside world. This helps me in clearing my
mind to make space for inspiration and possibilities.

What’s the wisest thing has anyone ever told you?

My teacher from TAFE told me once that “ I need to learn how to forgive people to be
happy in my life”. I still follow that advice from the bottom of my heart.

What do you enjoy the most?

I enjoy spending time with my family and friends.
Whenever, I get the chance, I want to be surrounded
by my family and friends.

Which flowers will always be in fashion, no
matter how much time passes?
Lillies, Roses and Gerbaras will always be in fashion. Lillies are for sympathy, Roses are for love
and friendship and Gerbaras are the light flowers.
They make you happy for any occasion. Sending
flowers to your friends and loved ones is a beautiful expression of love and appreciation.
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Out of the box: Kalpana Singh
Dr Kalpana is a Gynaecologist having a special interest in genital dermatology. She is
very interested in fine arts, travelling, photography and in non-fiction books.

My story, my reflections: ‘Main Bhi Ek Maa Hun’ ( I too am a Mother).
The role of being a mother is hard and occasionally one is presented with difficult
choices. Aren’t we at times pushed to making selfish decisions for the sake of our
children?
Daughter of the mighty king Ashwpati in the north west of the country, and, the
only sister of seven brothers, I was reared to be a queen. In this ancient land, together with my twin brother Yudhjit, I was given the training & by 13 years of age I
had become an expert in using weapons of war and horse riding. My Guru’s
made sure that I was aware of the rights & obligations of a princess towards her
motherland and her kingdom. I knew how to fight for my rights and for the
country.
While I dreamt of being the only queen of a young handsome king, I also knew
that one can’t believe in men to be true since (siting safety concerns), my father
abandoned my mother when I was very young. My wet Nani reared me to fill that
space. I was full of energy, who couldn’t be subordinated easily. Although, men
found it hard to understand me & my ‘Chanchal pravirti’, they found it was hard
to resist my charms.
When the righteous elderly surya-vanshi king, a descendant of Manu-Ikshvaku
clan, visited our kingdom, he was taken aback by my beauty, intelligence and
my yudh-kaushal. He asked for my hand in marriage from my father. A princess’s
wishes had to be sacrificed for the prosperity of the state. My father, agreed to
marry me to him only on one condition, that, my son would be the crown prince.
After my husband, my son would be the king of Kosala Raj, was the promise given
to my father.
Although I wasn’t his only wife, the king loved me most. It was me, who accompanied my husband to many wars. On one such occasion, when I was the charioteer of his rath, I saved his life, by repairing the wheel of the chariot, and nursing
the king’s wounds. Overwhelmed by emotions, my husband granted me 2 boons,
I didn’t need to use at the time.

My family specially my twin brother Yudhjit was very close to me. He took my son
under his wing to prepare him for successfully running the kingdom, as per my
husband’s promise.
I loved my husband and also my son. But above all, my eldest stepson was dearest to my heart, the centre of my attraction, who, often received more attention
from me at the expense of my own son.
Amongst the socio-political realms of Aryavarta, I was known as the progressive
one, a courageous lady.
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I wasn’t the one to sit at home and wait on my lord or to obey all his orders, but I
was the one whom ministers wanted to engage in discussions while making important decisions of the land. I loved to be in the lime light & aspired to be the
Queen. I often wonder now, why people in following generations never gave
their daughters my name. Possibly, because there couldn’t be two of my name, I
was unique!
Then why, why I couldn’t understand the rules of this kingdom? Why I had to be
reminded of it? Why did I forget my rights?? Why did the king forget promise that
he gave to my father?? Did he forget or was he trying to deceive me? Would the
Raj-guru pronounce that after the death of my father, promises given to him will
be meaningless? I understand, that at the time of the promise my husband’s other wives didn’t have any children.
But a promise is a promise and a righteous king like my husband shouldn’t break
it!
Why did my husband nominate his crown prince in the absence of my son, and
without consulting me, his beloved wife? Was it not an onslaught on my rights,
and, on the birthrights of my son, a future which was promised to him even before
his birth? Why nobody ever blamed the king, my husband or point a finger at him
at causing this confusion? Or for being unfair to our son?
I wasn’t a weak woman. My upbringing taught me to stand up for the rights of my
son, and remind the king of his obligations. I only did what was right and befitting
an Aryan queen, and my duty as a mother and a wife.
Then where did I go wrong? Why my own blood, my son, was ashamed of me &
rejected me? Were my maternal instinct misdirected?
Main bhi ek maa hun! I was only thinking about my son’s rights & welfare. My son
would be the crown prince. I ought to have controlled my mind. Why did I allow
myself to be provoked by a maid? Where was my wisdom? I didn’t understand
the pain my ambitions would cause my husband and my son. In fighting for my
son’s and my rights, I forgot to see what was best for the country, my husband
and my children. I omitted to see their difficulties, their desires.
I regret as I have never done before. I feel ashamed of
making those decisions, which have led to the death of
my husband, exile of my beloved daughter in law and my
stepson, and renunciation of all princely pleasure of life
by my own son.
I would achieve my place as the Queen mother, where I
deserve to be, as the most loved wife of my husband! I
was only asking what was rightfully ours.
Instead, now I languish alone in my own dark place. A
widow, rejected by her subject, the masses, whose son
has shunned her! My son, who is the symbol of dharma
and idealism, even feels ashamed of calling me his
‘Maa’.
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Where did I go wrong? Did I fail to understand my own son’s psyche and
character?
I have committed a blunder for which I must pay the price. As a member of the
Raghu dynasty, I have tarnished the image of the clan. Remember that if it
wasn’t for me, my step son’s epic story would have been lustreless.
The role of being a mother is hard and sometimes one has to make difficult
choices.
Even after 7000 years, men are spared for their follies. It’s only women who are at
the receiving end and being judged.
‘O shameless, you were engulfed by selfishness’,
Interpret it as you may, judge me as you will, in your court of law, but before you
pass your judgement on me, remember that this is what Ram said to Bharat in
‘Saket’ (epic poetry written by literary giant Pandit Maithili Sharn Gupt.
‘Virtuous & Reverend is the mother
Who gave birth to a brother like ‘Bharat’

Kaikeyi
PS & Acknowledgement: The inspiration is taken to write up my story from the epic
‘Saket’.

Editor’s notes:

The Ramayana is the oldest epic known to mankind. Written in the form of
poetry, it is believed to have been composed about 2000 - 4000 BCE and describes the adventures of Prince Rama in the post Aryan colonisation India. Ramayana, along with the later epic
Mahabharata had a huge influence in shaping Hindu values of virtue and righteousness and is
revered not only in India but all over South East Asia.
Of all the characters of Ramayana, Kaikeyi is perhaps the most human. The Cercei Lannister of
the epic, she is neither wholly evil, nor entirely good. A woman of great resource, intellect and
ambition, it is her actions that is the impetus to the story.
Kalpana has described the angst of the queen, after the events she had initiated had come to
fruit and she feels the guilt and the burden of her folly.
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The History Column.
Raibhan 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.

Panipat—Where empires rose and fell. Continued from the 1st edition…

Second Battle Of Panipat -1556
The Mughal Empire’s expansion, stalled after the death of its founder Babur in
1530, began anew under Babur’s grandson, Akbar. Fighting on a field that had proved so
propitious for his grandfather, the young Akbar won a vital victory over the powerful ruler,
Hemu.
Babur’s son Humayun had encountered serious setbacks, even losing his kingdom after it
was conquered by the Pashtun warlord Sher Shah Suri in 1540. Rebuilding his forces in exile, he eventually took back his realms fifteen years later, leaving his son and successor,
Akbar, with a great empire.
To the east of Akbar’s realms, the Suri general
Hemu had set himself up as a strongman ruler; calling himself a king, he built a powerbase in Bengal.
Aged just thirteen, Akbar seemed singularly illequipped to cope with this threat. However, he had
rare gifts—and the support of his guardian, the accomplished general Bairam Khan. Hemu had unstoppable momentum, it seemed—having already
taken Agra and the strategic fortress of Tughlaqabad, in October 1556 he captured Delhi. Too late to
save the city, Akbar’s army let it go and stopped on
the plains to the north, at Panipat.

The defeat of Hemu– Mughul miniature painting

On 5 November 1556, the scene was set for the Second Battle of Panipat. Repeated elephant charges
failed to break the resolve of the outnumbered
Mughal soldiers. An inspiring figure, Hemu led
from the front, perched high up on an elephant, an
important talisman for his troops. He was also a
tempting target for the Mughal archers, and initially
they showered him with arrows to no avail, so impregnable was the head to-foot armour he was
wearing.

Source from Google

Eventually, though, one arrow found its way in through an eye-slit and killed him. Seeing
their leader fall his soldiers fled and the Mughals regained control of Delhi for the second
time.
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The Third Battle Of Panipat -1761
Following the decline of the Mughal Empire after the death of Emperor Aurangzeb, the Maratha Confederacy had expanded rapidly, threatening the Afghan Durrani Empire, ruled by
Ahmad Shah Durrani. Ahmad Shah declared launched a campaign that captured large parts
of Punjab. The Marathas responded by raising a large army, under the command of Sadashivrao Bhau, and recaptured Delhi. Ahmad’s campaign was aimed at starving the Maratha army of its supplies. At the same time,
he led an army of 40,000 into the south to
trap the Maratha army in the Punjab.
Cut off and starving, Bhau decided to
break Ahmad’s blockade, spawning the
two armies to face off at Panipat. The former attempted to pulverize the latter’s army with a massive artillery bombardment
and then utilize his superiority in numbers to break the Durrani blockade and
move south in a defensive posture. However, he was undermined by rivalries within his ranks and the need to protect many
civilians.

Third battle of Panipat– Water colours
Source from Google

.

Durrani launched a surprise attack before the artillery had inflicted serious damage and
Bhau’s nephew was killed. The Maratha commander entered the battle to recover his nephew’s body, but his troops thought him dead and their morale plummeted. The smaller
Durrani army took advantage and routed them. Bhau escaped, to die sometime later, but the
Maratha army had been destroyed and the unity of the empire was broken.
Close to 100,000 Marathas (soldiers and non-combatants) perished during and after the battle. Many were taken as slaves and marched to present day Afghanistan. The large number
of casualties meant that there was not a household in Maharashtra that had not lost a son,
husband or brother in the bloody campaign. The result of the battle was the halting of further Maratha advances in the north, and a destabilization of their territories, for roughly 10
years. After this, Peshwa Madhavrao, who is credited with the revival of Maratha domination following the defeat at Panipat sent a large Maratha army into North India to reestablish Maratha domination in North India. This lasted until their eventual loss of strength
and defeat by the British in 1818.
Hopefully, this has helped you reconnect with an important chapter in our history. Many of
you would wonder what the relevance of these ancient battles and intrigues is to our daily
lives. As India modernises with breathtaking pace why should any of this matter?
Particularly in Australia, we are as far away from Panipat as we could be. What do you
think? Is there a point in discussing our past. Let me know. Happy to write more about our
glorious history (and not just about Maharashtra). If not, happy to discuss risk assessment
in Coronary Artery Disease or the management of Acute Coronary Syndromes!
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Travelogue
Journey from india to 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.

The month of May is a special one in my life.
One, as it celebrates the mother in me and brings
a sense of gratitude in me for having a beautiful
family (I won’t deny, Mother’s day gifts are a bonus!). The other, as it was in the pleasant month
of May that I landed on this continent, 9 years
ago. Little did I know that I would be calling this
country home for a long long time!
To migrate and move away from my family and
my motherland was a huge decision. One that I
do not regret at all! But, in hindsight, I was sceptical. I was uncertain. I missed all the familiarity
that I grew up with. In an alien country, I was
looking for jobs, friendships and the strength to
deal with the new circumstances. Most Indians
reading this article would agree to the initial feeling of uncertainty that crept in us.
Photo : Our roots
To add to my hesitant emotions, back
in India, I was painted a picture of
Australia of racial discrimination. All
that painting was merely hearsay. In
contrast, my experience was quite the
opposite. The sole reason for me to
have continued my journey on this
land was the wonderful community
in Townsville. The community spirit,
the support and the liveliness of the
people around me created a healthy
and happy environment, making the
process a lot smoother for me.
Photo: aerial view of Townsville coast
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Australians have been so accommodating, understanding and respectful of my culture and
beliefs, be it my vegetarianism or my Indian accent (I have had some very funny instances),
they have been nothing short of welcoming.
I settled in well, I felt one amongst them. So much so, that even during my difficult times,
for instance during Townsville floods and my father’s demise, I had people walk into my
life, helping me and supporting me in every way they could. They say, you know who your
true friends are during your times of grief. And I very well knew that I had my own family
here away from my family in India. I felt safe.
Years went by and I moved to Mount Isa temporarily. This happened around 4 months ago.
Again I was in a similar situation. The feeling
of being away from home in Townsville, crept
on me. I felt homesick. Being 10 years older
than I was when I first came to Australia, it felt
a lot harder to make new friends. It is a thing!
It is indeed harder to make new friends, the
older you get!
And yet again, I found new colleagues who
made my work so much more enjoyable for
me, turning this arid place into an oasis for me.
They planned dinners and trivia nights to make
me escape from my boredom.
And that’s when I realised the true sense of a
family. It’s not solely based on blood relations.

Photo: Bridge: Closing the gap

It’s beyond just a unit. It is the people who support and love you and the people you can
trust. My family is not just my relatives, it includes my friends who would walk with me no
matter how rocky the road is.
I found my families away from my family, in new places… so welcoming and warming. As
warm as the weather in Townsville and Mount Isa!
I found my home sweet home forever - Australia..
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Short Story
By Shilpa Thipse Seth
This article is collated from a Facebook group called ‘Saree Speak’ with
kind permission from the author Ms. Shilpa Thipse Seth . Shilpa is an interior
designer by profession. She lives in Pune, Maharashtra with her husband
and two children. She enjoys draping sarees in different styles and watching movies.
I had dozed off. When I got up it was past 10pm and I noticed that there was
hardly any traffic on the road. There were no lights. The only light shining was from the
headlight of our car going through the jungle.
I had another 3 hours to kill and the journey was quite boring as I was having a one-sided
conversation with my husband, as usual. So, I started looking around…. We passed a
truck going in the opposite direction. I read the number plate (just because I had nothing
else to do). I looked to the other side but there was not much to see as it was very dark
and we were in a dense forest. But just then I saw a deer, I think so. It looked like one.
Further ahead I saw a huge tree which was bent over the road and was in full bloom. The
flowers looked lovely in the headlight and as we passed that tree, I could even smell the
flowers through the closed windows. Strange, isn’t it? Strange…that word lingered in my
mind.
Another truck passed us. I read the number plate. That’s impossible…How can two trucks
have the same number. I opened my mouth to tell my husband but then again kept shut
and continued looking out… Then I think I saw a deer.…Ok, there can be two deer in a
jungle or even more. Further ahead I saw the same kind of a tree I had seen earlier, bent
over the road with beautiful flowers. A jungle can have many of the same kind and once
again I smelled the flowers through the closed windows of our car. Strange….
I looked at my husband but his eyes seemed to be on the road. Just about to turn to the
other side, I saw a truck pass…I did read the number… I looked at my husband and this
time I found him looking at me nervously. Just then a deer crossed our path and the very
next moment our car was passing the tree with those strange smelling flowers…
As the same thought struck both of us, nervousness turned into fear... We had read about it
but to us this existed only in books and at the most in movies.
We were going around in circles…on and on…. The truck, the deer, the tree and the sweet
smell….it was sort of captivating. We felt like being pulled into something unknown but
at the same time we knew that we had to tug ourselves out of it…
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We both started talking urgently as if our lives were at stake, in fact they were. We talked
about all the happy times in our life, our children, our future and how much we loved each
other, tears rolling down our eyes… This went on for….I don’t know how long but the
feeling of exhaustion was gradually taking over our senses…
Driving on and on and on …we noticed through our dazed minds that we hadn’t crossed the
truck, the deer or the tree for a while now and…. at a distance we saw some lights. It
looked like some settlement. My husband stepped on the accelerator and we stopped only
when we reached home. It had taken us 9 hours which otherwise should not have taken
more than 6. But the strange thing was that our car’s odometer showed the exact distance
from our starting point at the resort to our home. Where had those extra miles and our extra
three hours gone?
NOTE: In Marathi this sort of a thing is called “CHAKWA”. It could mean a trap, a decoy
or a Bhool Bhulaiyaa but these words don’t do justice to the actual thing. It is not confined
to any specific time zone as such but maybe a region like a forest or a jungle. Different elements like trees, animals, birds etc. are a part of it and at times even inanimate objects. Different senses too play a role in it. Many have experienced it and each one has a unique experience to share if he is able to get out of that hex. Summing up, it’s sort of a spell which
binds you to a specific circle you keep going around in and prevents you from reaching
your destination. Some are able to break it while others are not…
Disclaimer: The above note is based on my own experience and bit of Quora knowledge.
Experience and information may differ from person to person.
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Book Corner: Asha Kiran
Asha Kiran, currently tutoring med students at
the James Cook University and also a producerpresenter on the community radio 103.9 TripleT.
To write about books made me wonder perhaps a
‘book corner’ would serve a more meaningful purpose
especially for a book connoisseur in you. I resolved that it
is a good space for us to have a dialogue, like an ‘adda’ rather than me dishing out one-sided book reviews. So, feel
free to interact; it may be your fave book, or why you
haven't read a book in a while, prefer the smell of a new
book to a prosaic ebook, or excited by the ease of an audiobook.
What kind of books do I write about? Should I review India
based books, or international bestsellers, or the ‘must read’
books of all times? So here is what I aim to do; I shall endeavour to bring to you compelling books
that expand our minds. I know I am promising a lot, but you see, I only recommend it, the real
hard work of writing is already done by the authors!
So here is the book for this month: “Born to Run: A Hidden Tribe, Super athletes, and the Greatest Race the World Has Never Seen” by Christopher McDougall.
It seems the problem of the modern day running, even if you are an amateur runner/walker
wearing the best designed sneakers with pressure points, cannot cushion you against the injuries
and their toll on the feet, ankles, and for a few, their knees, or the back. If this sounds like your
condition, the information in this book is an eye opener and shall serve you well. (Disclaimer:
please consult your doctor if you have mobility issues).
This book is based on a true story that starts by asking a simple question 'why do my feet
hurt?' It looks at the evidence (or lack of) surrounding foot problems, challenges faced by sports
scientists in giving meaningful solutions to some of the most common ailments. Interestingly,
McDougall finds the answers in a Mexican tribe cohort that continue the legacy of the humans
that survived the harsh environments by simply outrunning and developing bodies as a survival
machine. It provides the science behind the way the human body is designed to run and heal at
the same time. Some critics say McDougall peddles soft science or takes the criticism of modern
sneakers a bit far. I believe inspiring people is a demanding business; most enduring stories have
some myth making anyways. So, if you are critical of the info, I urge you to take it with a pinch of
salt but do read on, it is worth it.
This book journeys across real and arduous terrains, the tough love and endurance that went
into the survival of humans without being eaten to extinction in the vast savannahs. It also
touches upon a wide range of disciplines - evolutionary anatomy, medical anthropology,
sports science, the topography of deep Mexico, hidden tribes. Intrigued yet?
Oh, you simply want to get walking/running to stay healthy. Whatever your motivation, this
book will inspire you to get on your feet. Or at least give you fodder for (exercise) thought.
Hope to catch you in one of the walking circuits, in your Barefeet* shoes, of course!
*Beep-Spoiler alert
18

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.

Omerta

Omerta is an Indian biographical crime and drama film, directed by Hansal
Mehta. The movie stars RajKumar Rao in the role of Ahmed Omar Saeed
Sheikh, a British terrorist of Pakistani descent. This film explores the 1994 kidnappings of Westerners in India. Omar was arrested and served time in prison for this crime as well as plotting the murder of Wall Street journalist Daniel
Pearl in 2002.
Mehta keeps ‘Omerta’ realistic by including documentary-style footage; however the film allows you to watch the bone-chilling crimes
without obtaining an emotional connection. Omerta is like a three -act
play; with each act elaborating upon one of Omar’s terrorist missions to
accomplish his nefarious goals. The film is gripping, not because of the
narrative, but because you are keen to know more about its protagonist.
Mehta presents the story as a docu-drama, pushing footages from life
throughout the film. He often shows the audience a good look at the real
Omar Sheikh. Omerta is difficult to watch because of its dark unrelenting
portrayal of violence, but watch it for Rajkumar Rao's stunning performance.
Rajkummar Rao gives the film its teeth with his pitch-perfect performance.
He slips into the skin of Omar with ease during this riveting thriller.
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Recipe: PALAK PAPPU
Dr Ramaa Puvaadi is a paediatric respiratory specialist attached to the Townsville University
Hospital. Ramaa lives in Townsville with her husband Bhanu and two children. Besides medicine, Ramaa’s passions include gardening and cooking for family and friends. She also finds
time to attend regular piano lessons.
Our everyday life revolves around food, along with food being the essential
fuel for our body and mind, it has a central place in how we connect with each other
and every recipe has a story to tell. Indian food differs from region to region based on
local produce, climatic conditions, and lifestyle. Andhra Pradesh is one of the South
Eastern States in India known for its rich culture, heritage, and delicious spicy food. Palak
Pappu (Spinach dal/Spinach and lentil broth) is a popular low calorie, nutritious and delicious curry from this state made of lentils and vegetables. Try Palak pappu with rice or
any Indian flatbread or even as a soup for a light meal anytime. Here is the recipe for
Spinach dal.

COOKING THE LENTILS FOR PALAK PAPPU
1/2 cup moong dal (Yellow split lentils) or toor dal (pigeon pea)
2 cups water
2 green chillies, chopped.
1/4 teaspoon turmeric powder
3 cups fresh spinach, chopped (can add other vegetable
based on personal choice)
OTHER INGREDIENTS FOR PALAK PAPPU (Most of the ingredients
are available at any supermarket. You might need to visit your
local Indian grocery store for Asfoetida and Sambhar powder.)
1.5 teaspoon Indian sesame oil/gingely oil/Sunflower oil
1/4 teaspoon mustard seeds
1/4 teaspoon cumin seeds
3 dried red chillies
2 sprigs curry leaves
1/4 teaspoon asafoetida (hing)
1 onion, finely chopped (half a cup)
6 cloves garlic finely chopped.
2 tomatoes, chopped (half a cup)
1 teaspoon salt
1 teaspoon sambar powder
1 teaspoon ghee
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INSTRUCTIONS
1.

2.
3.
4.

5.
6.
7.

Fry the dal for 3-4 minutes in low flame, wash the dal and boil the dal with water,
little turmeric, chopped spinach, green chillies, and cook well for 4 whistles in a
pressure cooker. Wait for the pressure to release naturally. Set aside.
Heat oil in a pan and add in the mustard seeds, cumin seeds, dry red chillies, curry
leaves and asafoetida (hing). Let the mustard seeds crackle.
Add in the finely chopped onion and garlic. Saute till the onions are soft and slightly
brown and the garlic is browned as well.
Once the onions are slightly brown, add in the chopped tomatoes. Add in the salt
at this stage. Cook for 3-4 minutes. Saute till the tomatoes are cooked and mushy.
Add in the sambar powder and saute for a minute.
Add in the cooked dal and simmer for 5 minutes. If the curry is very thick, dilute
with little hot water.
Add in the ghee and mix well. Can add some coriander leaves for flavour. The deal
is ready.
Serve hot with rice and ghee or with bread naan.

Editor’s note - Did you know that the famous Koh-I- Noor diamonds that adorn the British
crown jewels come from the Golconda diamond mines of the state of Andhra Pradesh.
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Baal Bhavan
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.
Patrick lives in Townsville with his parents, brother, dog and cats. Patrick drew this picture
for his Mum when he was three years old. Patrick enjoys sports including rugby union,
soccer and cricket. He also enjoys reading and playing the guitar.

The Worst Day Ever
I lay on my bed, the graceful moon rays flooding through the open window and bathing
my room in moonlight. The clock in my room blinked number at me as time continued its merciless march: 12:45, 1:00, 2:00, 5:00, 7:00. The dictator alarm rung and I wearily lugged myself out
of bed, my head whirling with terrified thoughts. The sheer panic I had felt when I first heard the
announcement had now lessened to a frightening thought that was forever harassing me. But I
knew there was nothing I could do… the dreaded day was finally here!
I dragged myself onto the bus and plonked myself down on my usual seat near the back. The day
had started out exceptionally frustrating; cloudy and windy but not raining as if the clouds wanted
to rain but couldn’t be bothered. The whole bus ride, I stared at the seat in front of me, not really
seeing it. All I could see was myself, sitting in the corner of the classroom while everyone else paraded their grandparents around the room. I imagined the teacher scornfully rebuking me for not
bothering to ask my grandparents to come.
I imagined my desperate cries of “But they live overseas!” drowned out by jeers of my classmates
and their grandparents. I was mercifully jerked out of my “day – nightmare” as the bus reached the
school. I dejectedly got out of my seat and let myself be swept out of the bus with the crowd of
kids, who very unlike me, had been eagerly awaiting this day – Grandparents Day.
Terror suddenly swelled up as I walked through the gates of school until I was practically vibrating
with nerves. I slowly walked to my classroom, dumped my bag on the school racks and walked in,
keeping my head low. Everyone else was buzzing with excitement, talking about the great day they
would have and what they would show their grandparents. A wave of nausea washed over me as I
took my place standing behind my desk. I could see grandparents peeking in through the doors of
our classroom, their wizened eyes searching for their grandkids. Time seemed to slow down, as if
deliberately trying to extend my suffering. Finally, the bell rang and everyone’s grandparents
flooded into the classroom. Everyone’s, but mine.
It was just like my dream – me, sitting in the corner while everyone proudly led their grandparents
around the obnoxiously colourful classroom. I wanted to sink through the floor but I forced myself
to stare at the book I was pretending to read. “Hey Ranu” My friend was right next to me. I braced
myself for the teasing I had experienced so many times in my sleep. “Do you want to come with
my grandparents and I?
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You can show them your work too!” I looked at her in disbelief. “Yeah, that would be great!
Thanks!” I managed to mutter. So, I showed my friend’s grandparents all my things in the classroom and just as I was getting close to the end my neighbours walked in! They introduced
themselves to my teacher as “Ranu’s grandparents” Sorry we’re late” they apologised to me but
I couldn’t care less. I ran to them, grinning uncontrollably, as they patiently listened to my boring rant of how I had spent my morning. Then I began enthusiastically showing them around our
cheerful classroom, more than content with my “grandparents”.
That’s the day I learnt an important lesson – I have my literal family, the people who are related
to me by blood. But I also have the people who care for me as if we were related, the people
who would sacrifice part of their grandparent’s attention for me or the people who would give
up their days to come to my school’s Grandparents Days, the people who make it possible for
me to have grandparents next door when my grandparents are really half way across the world.
So this Mother’s Day and on the coming Father’s day, I hope you not only take a moment to reflect on your parents colossal role in your lives but also take a moment to appreciate your extended family and those who aren’t officially family but still play a massive part in our everyday
lives. I know I’ll be appreciating my grandparents this Mother’s and Father’s days – all 3 pairs
of them!

Photo courtesy: Patrick Coll (9years)
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Gardening: Linda Forscutt
Linda is a horticulturist and works with the Townsville City Council to maintain the community
gardens. A keen naturalist and conservationist, Linda also maintains a very productive community garden. Linda is originally from Darwin and lives in Townsville with her partner. She
spends her spare time with her grandchildren and helping her fellow less capable gardeners.

Lemons in gardens
Lemon trees make an excellent addition to almost
every backyard and if you get the growing process right, you are ensured a regular, plentiful
crop.

Preferred time & climate: Most lemon trees do
well in warm climates. They tolerate drought and
are sensitive to frost. You can plant at any time of
the year in warmer climates as long as you water
them regularly. Lemon trees require a position in
full sunlight that is protected from winds & frost.
Stand the pot on a trolley so you can easily move
the pot to a sunnier or more protected position
with the changing seasons. If you plan to grow a
lemon tree in a cooler climate, plant it close to a
brick wall so it can utilise the radiating heat.

Soil: Mostly prefer slightly acidic, well-drained soil. When planting, dig a hole twice a
wide and as deep as the pot your citrus comes in. Remove the pot and inspect the
roots. Untangle any that appear to be circling around or those which are tightly
packed into the shape of the pot. Plant so that the original soil level in the pot is level
with your garden soil. Backfill the hole with the removed crumbled soil, and work compost or well- rotted cow manure into the top 10cm of soil. Add a mulch of straw to the
soil surface, but keep this away from the trunk. Water immediately after planting, and
from then on keep the soil slightly moist.
Lemons grow best in soils that are moist but not soggy. Water your tree every 7 to 10
days during the summer, providing it with 4 to 6 inches of water each month. Allow the
soil around mature trees to partially dry between watering. Overwatered lemon trees
may suffer from crown and root rots, while those not watered enough frequently shed
blossoms and do not produce as much fruit.

Harvest: The longer the fruit stays on the tree the sweeter it will become. They are
ready to harvest when they have developed full colour and flavour.
Bees, butterflies and assorted other insects are important for pollination so the trees will
bear more fruits.

This article will continue…….
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Gardening by JD
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 stated what a healthy soil is composed of and decided that our
garden soils here in Townsville are certainly not optimum due to their high Ph(9.5),
low soil organic matter (SOM - 0.2), low Calcium and High Magnesium and Sodium (Salt).
Today we shall talk about improving our soils for gardening.
Calcium is the key - We need to apply calcium to disperse the salts in the soil.
Magnesium and sodium will leach down with the water movement. Calcium
comes in several forms of soil ameliorates such as
lime, gypsum and dolomite. Because our soils are
high in PH and high magnesium Gypsum is the best
choice.
Gypsum is highly insoluble and will work slowly with
good soil moisture. Please read the label carefully
and wear PPE while applying gypsum to your
garden soil.
High PH Soils
The addition of sulphur will reduce the soil PH. Sulphur reacts quickly with good soil moisture so keep your garden
well watered. This will also correct the sulphur deficiency in
our soils. Sulphur is a dangerous chemical and please read
label carefully and wear PPE whilst handling. Certain organic matter as coffee grind will reduce soil PH over time.
Low Organic Carbon
Organic matter is vital for good soil health. Our soils here are extremely low in organic matter. To continually improve your garden soil it is important to keep adding organic matter to your soil. The most common forms of organic matter are
grass clippings, wood chip, garden mulch and
compost.
We shall discuss making your own compost in the
next edition. Until then, happy gardening!
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Advertisements
NQ Power Yoga and Pilate

Classes at Jezzine Barracks & Pallarenda Beach
Find us on Facebook or 0418 259 376
Join the NQ Power Yoga and Pilates team for outdoor group classes. Move, breathe and connect
by the ocean - classes are suitable for all levels of fitness and experience and beginners are welcome and encouraged. Casual Classes $10 or 10 class pass for $80.
Enquiries Cheryl 0418 259 376.

Pretty Pups Grooming

Pretty Pups Grooming is a local pet groomer located in Railway Estate. We can do dogs, cats and
Guinea pigs! I don't just clip I can also do baths, desheds and nails!
Please contact me on 0478158156 with any enquiries!
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