
 

 

 

DESI BYTES 
7TH ISSUE 

 

HAPPY 
NAVRATRI 

HAPPY 
DURGA 

PUJA 

��
�����
���	�



Editorial

The month of September to November is the main festive season of the Indian subcontinent. The 
festivals of this ancient civilisation runs on the clockwork of the farming calendar, with all the 
major festivals placed around the time of harvest of crops. Thus we have a cluster of major 
festivities in March April, when the winter crops are harvested. These are slightly muted due to the 
heat and in coming monsoon of the subcontinent. And then we have the festivals around autumn, 
post the harvest of summer crop. The weather is cooler and for a society that is still very family 
oriented, it is a time to celebrate every day! Every part of India has it’s own legend, mythology and 
rituals around these days of festivities beautifully woven in stories with a common thread, hope.


This year, as the world gradually emerges from the war against the pandemic, the common 
sentiment for every Indian abroad is how much we miss the celebrations back home. As a 
Bengali, I miss the autumn mists and the distant sounds of drums of Durga Puja. My husband, a 
Punjabi, was reminiscing today about decorating the house for Diwali with clay lamps lit from the 
neighbouring temple. As we count the days impatiently for the new normal to resume, it is the 
prayer in every Indian’s heart , “Next year in India”.


A very warm welcome to the seventh issue of Desibytes. We are gradually finding new 
contributors, and would love to have some more please!.Your comments are just as valued and 
equally solicited.Thanks to all who accomodate our requests ( demands) for articles among their 
busy schedule and help make this newsletter such a success. 


With best wishes for the ongoing festive season,


Ritu and Suparna.                          desibytes.ift@gmail.com 
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The Indian in Outback - Travelogue by Dr Aparna Vikram
Dr Aparna Vikram is a FIFO doctor working at the Mt Isa Base Hospital. She lives in Townsville 
with her husband Dr. Vasisth, Mother in Law Vijaya and her daughter. Despite her busy schedule 
Aparna finds time to indulge in photography and travel.

Navaratri: bringing out the true Indian in Australia. 
As I am singing a hymn praising the Goddess sitting beautifully on a seven-step 
pedestal amongst other clay idols and artisan crafted dolls, my mind 
automatically drifts into my childhood memory in Mysuru, my hometown in 
India. 

   

Wearing a silk skirt and a blouse with a veil draped almost like a saree, running 
around with the sound of jingling anklets and colourful bangles, I could almost 
smell the jasmine flowers and the fragrance of sandalwood incense sticks in the 
air. The best part about about the memory was visiting all the houses in the 
neighbourhood who had a display of the ‘dolls’, also called as bombe in Kannada 
or bommai in Tamil. The dolls are traditionally placed over temporarily made 
stairs covered in a white sheet and the steps are usually odd numbered: 3,5, 7 or 
9. It was usually around 6-7 pm when we gathered with friends and went hopping 
from one house to another where the host asked us girls to sing a few songs and 
offered us usli or sundal (boiled chickpeas or green gram with coconut, curry 
leaves and mustard tempering) in small eco friendly leaf bowls that we  happily 
took home with us to share with the rest of our family. 



And then the sound of the ringing bell and melodious bhajans (devotional songs) 
brought me back from my memory lane to reality. I could still see the seven step 
golu in front of me and could see ladies clad in the most beautiful silk sarees and 
I could smell the same fragrance of incense sticks. 

It was all the same, yet so different. It was the difference of over 10 years, a 
completely different continent and a completely different generation. Yet it was 
strikingly similar in the fervour and the festive colours. It was different in that 
there were families invited here in Australia with a lavish dinner served after the 
Pooja or rituals. Yet it was the same as in there was socialising with friends with 

music and dance being the focus and 
medium of offering prayers to the Goddess. 

Call it Navaratri or Dussehra or Devi Pooja, celebrate it by dancing Garba around 
the Goddess or by singing hymns or songs in praise of the Devi, celebrate it on 
our Motherland India or in our second home, Australia, the energy, enthusiasm, 
fervour and the smiles will remain the same no matter which part of the world we 
are in. That is the beauty of this festival, after all it is the celebration of Shakti, 
the celebration of womanhood.... 

I love being the Indian in Australia or the Australian in India...... 

                             



In Focus
Gold City Bulls is one of the four T20 cricket team franchises  that participated in the inaugural 
Tropical T20 Big Bash Tournament held in Townsville in August - September 2021. This 
tournament was conducted by the North Queensland Cricket Association (NQCA) in Townsville. 
The other three teams that participated are the Wild Catz (Winner), EV2 Lions and Reldas Ringers. 
This tournament is planned to be a regular annual event in Townsville.


In this issue, DesiBytes speak to Dr Girish Basavaraj who is the owner of the Gold City Bulls with 
his wife Mrs Smitha Swamy and the team manager Vilton Crasto about their experience and 
future aspirations regarding the franchise.


What made you get into this? 

Girish - We being of Indian background are always very passionate about cricket and as a cricket 
fanatic I always wanted to be a part of the cricket scene in Townsville. We decided to buy a 
cricket team and manage it when the offer came along from the NQCA for the Tropical T20 Big 
Bash.


What was your objectives for owning a cricket team? 

Vilton - We wanted a meaningful pathway to give back to the community and promote the sport 
especially among the younger cricketers. Through this tournament we can provide a platform for 
players to showcase their talent.


Girish - from a business point of view it was an exciting opportunity to put our business brand out 
there too.


How much of this do you think you achieved? 

Girish - This Tournament was announced in July, the players’ auction took place in early August 
and the tournament took place in August -September.  Given that we had a very short time to 
prepare and be organised for the tournament, I feel we have achieved a lot. Townsville Cricket has 
been trying to get this format of cricket tournament up and running for a long time and when the 
opportunity presented itself we did not want to pass it. We missed our place in the finals by 0.02 
points margin, but we were able to give a platform for a number of young players. From an owner 



point of view, we achieved a fair bit of presence out in the community. But the main aim was to 
increase our involvement with the sport. We achieved it and hopefully will continue to improve it 
over the coming years.


How does participating in this tournament help the players? 

Vilton - The top performers of this tournament have an opportunity to be selected for NQ 
Monsoons, a representative team of North Queensland to compete against other teams within 
Queensland. This then gives the players an opportunityto potentially get selected for the 
Queensland team.


What advice would you give yourself if you could go back in time to July? 

Girish - We should have allowed ourselves more time and effort to prepare for this event. 
However, I still feel we have performed quite well.


Did you make any profit? 

Both laugh. 


Girish - If we had won the tournament, we would have won the prize money of $3500. But no, 
there was no intent of making any financial benefit from this venture.


Vilton - For someone to step up and own a team takes a fair bit of courage. It is the owners’ 
responsibility to look after the team players and the support staff. The owner also bears all the 
miscellaneous expenses which includes things like merchandise and entertainment. So this was 
never about being financially profitable.


Girish - Money was never a consideration. Our motto was to motivate the kids within the 
community to be inspired and take up the sport. We are working on some plans for the future and 
our branding for Gold City Bulls.


Where to from here? 

Girish - Bigger and better. It is important to have our own brand and promote it. This could lead 
to anything in the future I suppose from establishing our own cricket club in Townsville that  
participates in the season cricket league in Townsville both seniors and juniors.







History Column. 
Afghanistan -beyond the present tragedy.   

Dr Raibhan Yadav. 

Dr Yadav is a cardiologist. He lives in Townsville 
with his wife Dr Supriya Yadav and two daughters. 
Beside history, Dr Yadav’s other interests include 
Bollywood music and reading. 

 

The recent Taliban victory in Afghanistan and the previous 20 years of conflict have 
kept that region in the headlines across the world. Mighty empires from Iran, India , 
the Moghuls, the BriEsh , the Russians have all tried to subjugate this area with 
varying degrees of success or total failure .It would be worthwhile    exploring the 
Indian influence in Afghanistan over the centuries. 

Afghanistan, its people and culture have been in the Indian consciousness 
formillennia. The epic Mahabharat menEons Gandhari, the Mother of the Kauravas . 
It is widely believed that she was a Princess from Kandahar in present day 
Afghanistan. All of us remember Tagore’s short story, 
Kabuliwala. Many of us were introduced to Pathans 
and Afghan culture with this heartbreaking story. 
Movies like Zanjeer explored the theme of Pathans as 
enemies who turn into loyal friends.  And yet, the 
connecEons between these two countries go as far 
back as prehistoric Emes. The barbarism of recent 
Emes has sullied the relaEonship but is probably 
nothing compared to the tumultuous events of the 
past.                    

While it would be hard to prove the existence of 
Gandhari, archaeological evidence in Afghanistan links 
Southern Afghanistan to ancient India. Artefacts found 

Excavation site, Tapa Sardar. Clay image 
of Hindu Goddess Durga with Greek 
Influence of sculpture  

Poster of the iconic movie Zanzeer.



in excavaEons in Ghazni have found remarkable similariEes to the ancient people of 
the Shivalik ranges. It is suggested that there existed a 

common cultural zone stretching from southern 
Afghanistan to India during the Paleolithic era. Common 
cultural traits among the Paleolithic or  

Mesolithic sites of Afghanistan and the Ganges valley sites 
in India have been found. ExcavaEons in Shortugai match 
well with the Harappan culture.  

The Greeks passed through Afghanistan and for many 
hundred years developed a common culture with Afghans 
and Indians. ExcavaEons in Tillya Tepe and A Khanum 
show the evidence of Vasudeva worship in the 4th c. BCE 
to 2nd c. CE. Evidence of ShivaParvaE worship, Buddhist 

stupas, coins with Hindu and Buddhist deiEes, Shiva 
Nandi iconography also exists. Many Hindu temples 
have been menEoned in the accounts of Chinese 
travellers but the only remaining temple is the Surya 
temple in the Khair khaneh pass of Kabul.  

      

The Karkota dynasty Kings Candrapida and Lalitaditya of Kashmir (5 -8th CE) ruled 
vast lands from North India to Afghanistan and had the Hindu Shahis of Afghanistan 
as their vassals. The Hindu presence 
conEnued in Afghanistan as late as 9th-10th 
centuries when the Hindu Shahi dynasty that 
started as governors under the Kashmir 
kings but later declared their independence, 
took control of the Afghanistan Mountains 
as the ruling family, ruling from Ghazni.  

The excavaEon of Tapa Sardar, near Ghazni 
reveal a large array of Hindu and Buddhist 
artefacts from this era. 

                        

Image of Surya,6th century CE, Kair Khaneh 
Excavation. Kabul museum.  



 As the sun set on the Hindu empires of the North India, Islamic conquest had 
reached Afghanistan. It was the Eme when Afghan rulers started to invade and 
dominate not just North India but also as far south as the Deccan plateau. 

 

                                                                       To be ctd… 

  

Excavation site Tapa Sardar, Image Wikipedia.



The story of Gandhi   

 By Mr. K C Gupta. 

Mr K C Gupta, ReDred ExecuDve Director of the Dept of TelecommunicaDon, India lives in Delhi with 
his wife Mrs. Manju Sharma and son Anubhav. He enjoys his visits to Townsville where he spends 
Dme with his daughter Mrs Puja Jain and her family. Mr Gupta has a wide and varied interest in 
spirituality, philosophy and Hinduism. Mr Gupta authors a series  on M K Gandhi, the Father of the 

Indian NaDon and one of the main leaders of the Indian freedom movement.                                    

                                      Gandhi’s Work in South Africa-4   

       A_er sErring  the  Indian community in South Africa   to unite and oppose 
injusEce being done by the colonial govt on their naEonal idenEty  and dignity , 
Gandhi started concentraEng on the  court case that was his main assignment 
in   South Africa . He studied the  case in great detail - the accounts were 
complex, there were agreements signed on Stamp paper as well as on plain 
papers  ; There were allegaEons from both sides regarding irregulariEes etc . In 
addiEon , he found Mr Baker , the Senior lawyer was inclined to win the case 
more on legality than on facts .  With great personal effort, by repeatedly going 
through the documents , repeated consultaEon with Mr Baker and discussion 
with Seth Abdullah , Gandhi came to the conclusion that the case was in favour 
of his client (Seth Abdullah) .   



However this feeling of a possibility of winning the case did not make him  
happy.  He argued in himself  “even if we win, any court case would take a long 
Eme, may be years, because of legal process, thus defeaEng the pleasure of 
the win. The decision of the judge generally depends how well the contesEng 
lawyers argue  and it is not necessary that decision will be in favour of right 
party. Further because of Eme element, there would be huge financial 
implicaEons to both sides. In addiEon both Seth Abdullah and Seth Taiyab were  
well known personaliEes and have mutual respect for each other; delay in 
deciding the  case could affect their mutual relaEons .“ 

 Gandhi  was a person with noble thoughts . He had a different strategy in mind 
. He  met Seth Taiyab. He put forth the arguments of the Eme element and 
huge money involved in the ongoing  liEgaEon on both sides and  in the 
process no body would win.  He suggested to withdraw the case from court, 
instead appoint a mediator  whom both parEes trust and who can give an 
imparEal judgement.  Seth Taiyab  saw a point in what Gandhi was suggesEng 
and agreed with his  view point  knowing fully well that Gandhi was of the rival 
party.  Gandhi had already taken the approval of Seth Abdullah and both sides 
agreed to entrust the maeer to Hazi Seth for a decision . Seth Hazi was a 
mature person . He knew both the Seths; He  understood the sensiEvity of the 
maeer . He knew that he not only had to be  imparEal but would have to also 
take care of the senEments of both the contesEng parEes - to whom he was 
very close and that their pride should not be hurt .  

To seele the dispute by mediaEon rather than in court  was a great success for 
Gandhi . This would save his energy , bridge the bieerness among two friends 
and thus  helped him pursue his greater agenda of welfare of Indians in South 
Africa . Later Mr Baker was also informed suitably by Gandhi.   

    Mr Baker, as already menEoned, was a devout ChrisEan . He had deep faith 
in Christ , His philosophy and His sacrifice for human welfare . Mr Baker offered 
Gandhi to accompany him to Wellington for an annual  congregaEon of devout 
Protestant ChrisEans for self enlightenment under the leadership of Rev 
Andrew Mare .  Gandhi too had a great interest in philosophy  of different 
religions and readily agreed to accompany the group  to Wellington . It was an 
all white group except Gandhi – the India Coolie .  On reaching Wellington , the 



quesEon of a coloured person staying in the hotel came up again. The manager 
put forward the usual argument that other occupants of the hotel would  mind 
and consequently  his business would  suffer , in case he accommodated  
Gandhi in the hotel . Mr Baker pleaded a lot that Gandhi was a special invitee 
and could not  be separated from  the group.  Seeing the predicament of Mr 
Baker, other members of  the group intervened and  Gandhi was allowed to 
stay at the hotel. However, the manager did not allow Gandhi to share  the 
dining table with the white guests and  Gandhi had to dine in his room, all 
alone. It was a bizarre  situaEon.  

The incident did not dampen Gandhi’s  spirits. It only strengthened his resolve 
to fight the racial discriminaEon policy of the South African government .  

He aeended the congregaEon with an eye on details, to learn  philosophy of  
ChrisEanity, the intensity  of faith of the group in their religion etc . Prima – 
facie , he  was  impressed by the group praying to Jesus to pardon their sins 
and cleanse their soul.  Later during the course of discussion ,  Mr Baker 
insisted that Gandhi adopt ChrisEanity which, according to him was the only 
promised salvaEon to man . Gandhi was not convinced by the arguments of Mr 
Baker in favour of ChrisEanity . He argued in himself  “there had been 
reformers in India too; Is the Hindu religion weaker or inferior to ChrisEanity  
and His philosophy for the welfare of mankind . How can Christ absolve the 
sins of people ; the sinner is responsible for his deeds .” To convince himself 
and for greater clarity on a difficult subject of theology , he wrote to Rai Chand 
bhai - his friend , philosopher and guide in India and requested to help resolve 
the dilemma . His main query was whether ChrisEanity was only the religion to 
be followed or other religions including Hinduism , Islam etc were  equally 
powerful to guide the man in his journey of life for its ulEmate goal .   



FesKvals of India  
In this issue, Nirangi Sernath describes Deewali, a major fesDval of India as it is celebrated 
in the neighbouring country of Sri Lanka. To put this arDcle in perspecDve, Raama, a 
mythological king of Northern India had travelled to Sri Lanka to wage war and defeat the 
King of Sri Lanka, Ravana. Deewali is the occasion when Raama returned back to his 

kingdom, Ayodhya, in present day URar Pradesh, India.                                                 

Deepawali 

By Nirangi Sernath 

Mrs. Nirangi Sernath is a nutritionist living in Townsville with her husband Dr Suranga 
Weerasuriya and two daughters. Nirangi also has two beautiful pets, a dog and a cat.  

Deepawali or Deewali is one of the most celebrated festival among the Tamil Hindu people in 
Sri Lanka. Sri Lanka is a nation with many ethnic groups such as Buddhists, Hindu, Muslims 
and Christians. In Sri Lanka, Deepawali festival is mostly celebrated by the Tamil community in 
different parts of the island. Deepawali is an official holiday in Sri Lanka and as a kid I still 
remember how I enjoyed the day off not having to go to school and watching people preparing 
for the festival. Even though I personally do not celebrate Deepawali, I have always enjoyed 
the festive vibes in the atmosphere. Ladies wearing beautiful sarees and children running 
around with sweets, were beautiful memories of my childhood. The sounds of the firecrackers 

uplifted the festive spirit to another level. As a kid I remember going to friends!"houses to 

celebrate this special day and eating traditional delicacies. Dosa is a very popular dish served 
on this special occasion. Thinking of those memories makes me nostalgic. 

There are many legends related to Deepawali but in Sri Lanka people do not explicitly speak of 
the victory of Rama over Ravana as a cause of celebration.  People believe Lord Krishna killed 
demon Narakasura and they celebrate the win of good over evil.  Narakasura was the evil king 
who ruled the region with terror. The gods asked Lord Krishna for help to destroy the evil. The 



festival of lights symbolizes the warding off of evil and bringing light into life. Even though, Sri 
Lankan Hindu people have their own variations about Deepawali, it   symbolized the triumph  

of good over evil at the end. During festival lighting 
of small lamps to banish the evil spirits also symbolize hope for a bright future. People display 
lights everywhere.  

Hindu temples hold special services on this day. Moreover, people believe that deceased 
relatives may return to visit their families on this day and lights are a way of guiding the spirits 
home. Deepawali/the light of festival hence signifies enlightenment, knowledge, and wisdom. 

 It is a major shopping period in Sri Lanka as people buy new clothes to celebrate the festival 
and buy myriad of gifts to exchange between close family and friends. Especially the major 
shops in Colombo become crowded with people from all over the country as it is the main 
shopping hub of Sri Lanka. Merchants offer special discount for Deepawali. People clean their 
houses and decorate them to create a cheerful environment. People prepare variety of sweets 
for this festival. People also conduct a Lakshmi pooja to gain good luck, wealth and prosperity 
at the end. 

Festival of Deepawali fills everyone!s hearts with happiness and compassion. It is also 

considered as a time to give and forgive and to reflect on 
once past deeds and make changes to the upcoming year. It 
is a festival that unites people from every religion. As a 
Buddhist I still enjoy celebrating Deepawali with my Hindu 
friends. It still brings back beautiful memories from my 
childhood.  

I believe The Festival of Light lightens everyone!s  lives.  



Short Story                                   

Mahalaya (The Creation of the Goddess)  by The Nomad. 
The Nomad is an expat Indian living in Townsville. Besides reading, the Nomad also enjoys 

travelling and occasional gardening. 

Anika ran all the way back home from school, trembling with anger. She barely noticed 
the Thakurdalan, the celebratory open courtyard where the artist Krishna Pal was 
assiduously painting the idol of Durga, the ten handed Goddess of battle against evil. 
With the festival of Durga Puja just a fortnight away, Krishna Pal was busy. Other days 

Anika would hang around the courtyard, bantering with 
the old man, listening to his version of various mystical 
stories regarding the origin of the goddess and the 
symbolism behind the very proscribed rituals of making 
the idol.  
 
Pal had started 

work on the idol way back in June, on the day 
of Rath Yatra, the festival of Lord Jagannath. 
The structure made of straw and wood was 
then covered with clay mixed with four sacred 
ingredients. Now it was October and Durga 
Puja, the greatest festival of the state of West 
Bengal was fast approaching. Autumn had 
arrived, Kans grass bloomed along the river banks and railway tracks. The shiuli, night 
flowering jasmine, carpeted the earth in the morning, the air fragrant around the trees. 
This was a time of great excitement for all children, waiting for the five days of 
celebration, new clothes, pandal hopping with friends and lax parental pressure about 
school work. But for Anika today, everything was dark. 



She flung open the garden gate and strode into her house. Her mother, Reema was 
startled by the noise as she tossed her school bag carelessly and stomped off into her 
room. Reema came into Anika’s room to find her face down on the bed, crying 
inconsolably. “What’s wrong Ani?” Reema asked gently, stroking her daughter’s hair. “ I 

cannot participate in the competition in Kolkata!” 
Anika sobbed. Reema was shocked. She knew 
how much Anika as well as the rest of the school 
was looking forward to seeing her compete in the 
state wide fencing championship. 

The year before Anika’s school had employed a 
new sports teacher, Biman Roy. A past national level fencing champion, Biman had 
brought this sport into the remote village, badgering the board and the trustees to invest 
in the expensive equipments, starting a fencing club. His enthusiasm had caught on and 
a large number of the students had signed up to learn this novel sport. Anika was an 
unexpected success. An intelligent and observant girl, she had found her niche and 
blossomed in fencing. She was soon competing against students much senior to her 
and Biman Roy had found his protege. The only drawback was that not many girls in the 
school had taken up the sport and Anika usually found herself jousting with senior boys. 
This did not bother her and actually improved her game and confidence. Biman had 
been training Anika for a year now and had encouraged her to enter the Statewide 
competition. 
“There are no other entries from girls in my age group and the State Board will not allow 
me to compete against the boys!”Anika wailed. “ Don’t worry too much Ani. Biman Babu 
will find a way to convince the board.” Reema consoled Anika. “Now please get up and 
stop crying.” Anika stopped crying but still lay in her bed, curled in a ball. Reema 
continued, ”It’s Mahalaya today, Ani. The beginning of Devipaksha, the fortnight of the 



Goddess. It’s time for joy, not tears”. Indeed, Anika’s young mind couldn’t deal with 
sorrows for long. After a final sniff she got up. Reema smiled. She knew her 
tempestuous yet good natured daughter too well. “ How about you have some snacks 
and then go to the Thakurdalan to see the Chakshudan? 

Mr Chowdhury, the scion of the Zamindar (landlord) family was standing in the courtyard 
chatting with Pal.The drummers and Mr Lahiri, the history teacher, also officiating as the 
village priest also stood there. After the landlord system was abolished in Independent 
India, the Chowdhurys had continued in their role as the leaders in the community, using 
their wealth benevolently in philanthropic activities. The Thakurdalan, the large 
ceremonial courtyard of the house has been donated to the village to hold all the 
gatherings and festivities.  

The old men greeted Anika joyfully. “ I saw you running past.” Pal said,”I knew you will 
be back, so I have held off the Chakshudan. I will do it now as you watch”. He turned to 
assembled drummers, “ You can start the drums now”. As the slow rhythm of the drums 
and cymbals built up, Pal climbed up a step ladder to 
access the sculpture’s face. It was painted yellow, the 
colour of blazing sun, symbolic of the power of the 
Goddess. The entire face had been beautifully crafted, 
the sharp nose, rose petal lips and the large eyes, 
including the third eye on the forehead,  even the 
vermillion dot on the forehead, symbolising the 
Goddess’s married status to the mighty Siva, the lord of 
destruction. Only her pupils have been left unpainted. 
With the drums beating a slow rhythm in the background 
and the conch shells blowing, Pal carefully painted the pupils, his experienced hands 
unhesitatingly completing the intricate task.  



Climbing down, he turned to Anika. “ There you go Anika, now the sculpture has become 
an idol that can be worshipped”. “Do you know the significance of this time, Ani?” Mr 
Chowdhury asked. “ Of course! This is when Devi Durga was created by the gods to 
fight the demon Mahishashur”. Anika had heard the story a thousand times and she 
rattled on. “ Mahishashur was a shapeshifting demon who had the blessing of Brahma, 
the lord of creation, that he could not be killed by any man or god. He was cruel and 

invincible, wreaking havoc on Earth. As 
the gods were powerless to stop him, 
they assembled their essence and 
power and created a woman who 
could fight the demon. Durga was 
created today, so the day is called 
Mahalaya, the supreme moment”. 
“Well done! Now can you connect the 

story of Mahalaya with this ritual of chakshudan?” Anika thought for a moment, then 
spoke slowly, constructing her thoughts as she spoke,” The Durga idol is incomplete 
before, just a clay sculpture. But now it is complete and can be worshipped. It is done 
today as this is the day when Durga actually came into being”. 

 A couple of days later the sports teacher sought Anika out at school. “ We have written 
to the state fencing board, asking that you be allowed to compete in the same group as 
the boys. I have just emailed the letter and the Principal has also added a supporting 
letter. Hopefully, it will all be sorted out soon!” Anika nodded happily, hope blossoming in 
her heart. That evening she stopped at the Aatchala where Pal was assembling the 
various weapons of the idol. “ Will you be putting the weapons on tonight, Pal Kaku 
(Uncle)?” “Most of them I will attach tonight” Pal answered, looking up, “ except Siva’s 
trishul (trident), of course. That doesn’t go up till Panchami, the fifth day of the festival”. 



Anika sat down next to the old artist and helped him sort through the weapons. Made of 
light aluminium foil, they were all symbolic and represented the essence of each of the 
gods that had created Durga.  

Together they recited the  part of the scripture‘Chandi’ the holy book about Durga’s 
creation and war that listed each weapon. “ Indra, the king of gods gave Devi his Bajra, 
the thunderbolt. Varuna, the god of the seas gave her the war conch. Vishnu, the lord of 
the world, gave her the Chakra, the discuss, Brahma, the lord of creation, gave her the 
lotus to symbolise the awakening of the soul, The sword was given by Surya, the sun 
god. The mighty bow and arrow was a gift from the god of wind, Vayu. Her strong axe 
and shining armour was made by the engineer of gods, Vishwakarma. Yama, the lord of 
death gifted Durga his mace. 
Her fiery spear was a gift 
from Agni, the lord of fire. 
Siva, Gauri’s husband, 
gifted Durga his fierce 
snake and his indomitable 
trident”! 
 “ If you come early 
tomorrow morning, you can 
put up the Trishul in Devi’s 
hands before you go to school”. “Sure! And now can I show you some of my fencing 
moves - this is the parre six, this is septeme and this is Carte”! As the old artist 
continued to put the finishing touches on the idol, the young girl picked up a discarded 
piece of wood and shadow fenced her way across the deserted courtyard under the 
watchful eyes of the war goddess. 



Next day though, things changed dramatically. The school principal summoned Anika to 
her office. As Anika walked towards the Principal’s, mentally listing all her activities she 
might be in trouble for, she was surprised to see the sports teacher hurrying towards the 
office as well. She was further shocked when she entered the room and found her 
parents sitting there. One of the doctors in the village with a very busy practice, it wasn’t 
often that Dr Bannerjee had time to visit his daughter’s school. She was also aware of 
Mr Chowdhury sitting at the desk. He was one of the trustees of the school. Something 
was very wrong… 

The principal, Mrs Som greeted Anika warmly enough. Anika stood quietly next to 
Reema, waiting to find the reason for the summons. Biman broke the silence. “The 
fencing board has replied to our appeal. They will allow Anika to attend the competition.” 
He raised a hand to stop Anika’s jubilation, “ But only in the girls’ section.” He continued, 
“Since no other girls are competing in your group, they have offered to declare you the 
unopposed winner”. Anika was aware of a feeling like she was swallowing a ball of fire. 
Unopposed winner! But that was only because she was not allowed to compete in the 
open group. She was aware of people talking over her head. “ I don’t think they will allow 
us to compete at any National level tournaments. They will just give her a medal and 
close the chapter!” Biman was pointing out. “At least the school will get a medal. And 
none of the other girls seem interested in the sport anyway” This was the practical Mrs 
Som. “We have to give some time.Only if Anika participates in competition fairly can 
other girls feel interested in this sport” Mr Chowdhury argued. “Why don’t we ask Anika 
what she wants?” Dr Bannerjee interjected. Everyone looked at her. Anika felt herself 
sweating under the combined stare of the adults.”I want to compete, find out where I 
stand! I don’t want to win unopposed.”  

The meeting broke up soon after. It was decided that Biman will talk to the Board and 
request a face to face meeting tomorrow morning before the beginning of the 



competition so they could represent Anika’s position properly. As she left the school with 
her parents Biman came hurrying towards them. “ The copy of the rule book you had 
requested, Mrs Bannerjee” He said, giving Reema a slim  bound volume. ‘The 
International Rulebook of Fencing’ it read on top. 

Anika found it hard to sleep that night. Indignation at the Board’s decision, anxiety about 
her own foolhardiness and a general feeling of excitement prevented sleep long past her 
bedtime. Once as she walked to the kitchen to get a drink of water, she found her 
mother hunched over the rule book, reading intently. Reema did not even know that 
Anika was there till she gave her an impromptu hug. “Get some sleep, Ani, It will be a 
big day tomorrow”. 

The next day was Ashtami. Anika woke up to the sound of portions of Chandi being 
recited over the radio, “Durga rode out on a ferocious lion, a gift of the lord of the 
mountains, for her final battle with the demon. With her went the army of the gods and 
the Ganas, the ferocious undead warriors of Bhootnath”. It took her a few moments to 
realise, “Today is the day! I must get to compete!” In the dining room she found both her 
parents ready to accompany her. A hurried breakfast later the family made their way to 
the train station. Anika was surprised to see the station unusually crowded with familiar 
faces. Mr. Chowdhury, Mrs Som, a few of her classmates and their parents, even 
Krishna Pal! “ We are all coming with you”Pal said. “ We all want to see you compete!” 

It was clear from the onset of the meeting that the Board was divided about the decision. 
The main resistance came from the President, Mr Majumdar. An influential and 
experienced sports administrator, his main objection was his anticipation that allowing 
girls to compete against the boys will dilute the standard of the sport and  hinder the 
game from being taken seriously. A learned man, he quoted verbatim from the rule book, 



showing reasons why Anika couldn’t be allowed to compete. Anika was surprised to see 
that the argument for Anika was not led by Biman, but Reema! She sat up straight, 
facing the board, her face pale but determined to put across her points and argued 
eloquently, quoting the same rule book. It had been a long journey and her hair had 
come loose, the vermillion mark on her forehead smudged with sweat. Yet she did not 
let her tiredness overcome her. She was not the quiet and retiring homemaker, she was 
a lioness fighting for her daughter’s rights. “ In fact, Mr Majumdar, you will note that in 

chapter 8, clause 6, it is clearly mentioned that 
should the authorities deem suitable, a final 
match between the champions of the boys and 
girls groups can be allowed !” 

“ We are winning!” Thought Anika dreamily. She 
could hear Biman and her father putting forth 
more arguments. Even the board members 
were nodding in agreement! One even looked 
towards her and smiled! Then Mr Majumdar 
stood up abruptly. His leaned across the table, 
his face an ugly purple. “Never, madam!” He 
thundered. “I will never let my boys compete 
against a girl!”  

In the stunned silence that followed, Anika could see the shocked faces of many. 
Everyone disagreed, but no-one had the temerity to cross the chairman. Anika shut her 
eyes and opened them again in shock as Reema’s soft clear voice rang out, “Why not? 
Are you afraid they might lose?” 

Anika reached home quite late that evening. It had been a magical day. The board had 
allowed Anika to compete, and she had fought like a demon to redeem the trust of her 



parents and friends, aggressively taking on competitors much older than her. The 
greatest miracle was Mr Majumdar. At first he had sulked and refused to watch Anika 
compete. However, he was soon impressed by the young girl’s technique and potential 
and became her most vocal supporter, even shouting advice from the sidelines. Anika 
had reached the semifinals where she was worsted by the present champion. She 
narrowly missed the bronze medal. There was a press coverage, and inspire of not 
winning a medal, Anika was in the limelight, photographed with her proud parents, 
interviewed and generally feted. She was ecstatic, but possibly the happiest was Biman. 
“ Rohini and Sreeparna’s parents told me that they want to enrol. I think more will come. 
You won’t be alone anymore.” He had told Anika. 

After changing to a new dress, Anika ran to the Thakurdalan. It was resounding with 
sound of drum and conch shell as the priest performed the customary Sandhi Puja, the 
worship of the goddess at the mystical hour that she destroyed the demon. A hurried 
obeisance later, she ran to her friends to recount the day’s adventure. “You did well!” Mr 
Choudhury smiled. “I wish I had won!” “But you did win Anika. You won a major battle 
today”. Seeing the confusion in the child’s eyes, Mr Choudhury continued,” Not all 
demons have form; Bias and lack of progress are 
demons too and to challenge them takes courage. 
You did it today. Forget the medal, child, you are the 
winner!”  
Anika’s eyes were drawn towards the idol, where 
Reema and other women were busy lighting the 
traditional one hundred and eight lamps, honouring 
the Goddess. Anika saw the vermillion mark on her 
mothers forehead glow, as if reflecting Durga’s glory.  

Author’s Notes - The quotaDons from Chandi are my own translaDons from the Bangla version of 
the book and hence imperfect. My apologies. The photos and the painting are free to copy downloads 
from Google. 



Movie Review - Hum Aapke Hain Koun  
By Mr. Someek Basu. 

Someek is a manager in a MNC and a lecturer in the field of organisational behaviour in 
James Cook University.  Someek is a foodie and an avid sports lover. 

In India, Bollywood has, over the years become more of a national icon. Churning out 
more movies than anywhere else in the world. This is a matter of national pride for 
many, but one must also acknowledge that the subtle balance of quantity and quality is 
hard to master. Among the myriad of commercial success and failures, Bollywood has 
given us some amazing memories - the iconic movies defining a generation - the 
“Sadabahar” types.  

Bring on “Hum Aapke Hain Koun” the movie that is still putting a smile on many faces 
even after more than a quarter of a century. The movie was released on 5th august 1994 
starring Salman Khan, Madhuri Dixit, Mohnish Behl, Alok Nath and Anupam Kher in 
important roles. The family drama revolves around “Kailashnath (Alok Nath)”, and his 
orphaned nephews “Prem (Salman Khan)” and “Rajesh (Mohnish Behl)” and creates a 
melodrama that appeals to many even today. It is a romantic drama involving the two 
brothers and their on-screen partners “Nisha (Madhuri Dixit)” and Nisha’s elder sister 
“Pooja (Renuka Shahane)”. The movie directed by Sooraj Barjatya portrays the 



quintessential values and ethics of the Indian culture and serenades the audience with 
the soulful songs and music, along with drama and skilled acting performances. Though 
actually an adaptation of Rajshri studio’s 1982 film ‘Nadiya Ke Paar’, the movie still 
captivated the audience for more than 100 weeks with many shows sold out, creating a 
massive fan following. The simplicity of the and the sentiments of the plot resonated with 
the common public who cried and laughed with the characters. 

The movie has arguably become even more refreshing in these perilous days of the 
global pandemic where watching it creates a nostalgia of happy days and hopes of a 
distant future free of social distance. The movie captures the essence of being an Indian 
where a sense of camaraderie prevails, and the definition of happiness revolves around 
friends and families and distant relatives. It reminds us of the days when weddings were 
grand, and affection was unblemished. 

Though it’s unclear when those good old days will return but in heart of all hearts the 
movie still creates that sparkle of togetherness, something that makes us “Desi” where a 
smile shared is a smile doubled. 



Book Review   
By Soma Chakraborty 

The Happiest Refugee  
Anh Do 

Soma Chakraborty in her own words - 
Originally from India, in Australia since 2002. 
She works as a researcher in Wheat diseases 
in CSIRO. One son, one dog and one hubby! 
Soma loves reading. She believes music is a 
life saver but cannot sing to save her life!

Each one of us knows Anh Do, mainly as a 

comedian, painter, or a television celebrity. He 

took the plunge into the literary world with 

The Happiest Refugee. This autobiography 

won Australian Book of The Year when it was 

published and from then on has held its spot on being among top inspiraEonal 

Australian literature. Later, Anh has gone on to author many a children!s stories, but 

The Happiest Refugee remains his most popular memoir to date. 

The book leaves you with an a_ertaste of graEtude and happiness. A_er reading the 

book, my first emoEon was a feeling of thankfulness for all that we have or have 

built since our arrival in Australia . This book resonated with me in many senses. 

Being a first-generaEon immigrant, I could immediately idenEfy with so many 

aspects of the struggle Anh Do!s family had to go through. The wriEngs are 

accompanied by pictures of Anh do and his family , which makes it so much more 

interesEng and relatable. As I kept reading it, I worked myself into a state of 

anemoia, which when I recall now is quite funny! 



The book starts with Anh Doh parents!"life in Vietnam and explores poverty to a level 

which some of us cannot even imagine. A young senior Doh took the leap of faith by 

deciding to leave the war-ravaged Vietnam along with is extended family to Australia 

in search of greener pastures. They were unstoppable as they travelled on a dingy 

fishing boat held together only by hope even though they faced starvaEon, thirst, 

pirate aeacks and mechanical failures. The reader gets a glimpse of the huge 

courage and commitment which only comes from sheer desperaEon of refugees. 

Anh described his iniEal years in a new country with a sense of awe relaEng small 

anecdotes about wearing jeans (rich peoples!"clothes), having a big source of so_ 

drinks, and living in a two-bedroom apartment . As one keeps reading, the bond 

between the close-knit family, hard work and struggles that are very relatable to 

new immigrant families are highlighted. The key characters, his mother with her 

help-whenever-you-can altude and his father!s do-it-now mantra dominated their 

early life in Australia. 

There are many incidents which give the reader a glimpse into the man himself. At 

Emes the reader can feel his sadness and his struggles but instead of leaving us with 

a feeling of despair, Anh manages to somehow upli_ our spirits and remind us about 

being thankful again and again. He has shown immense courage in bringing to light 

some raw moments of his conflict with his dad and later their patch up too. His 

descripEons of people are so hearmelt and honest that as a reader you feel like you 

already know the person and he is just reiteraEng their characterisEcs. The way he 

recollects his mother!s speech on his engagement party, her accented English, her 

love, and pride in him, makes us see his mother in a different light. His descripEon of 

his grandmother and her talents to turn everything into #siagon paddy field “ makes 

the reader picturise her as we read along.  



Anh!s use of informal, conversaEonal style of wriEng draws in the reader as if he is 

your friend. His self-depreciaEng humour is a relief in moments where he describes 

his poverty, the racial discriminaEon, and his career. All through the book, we get to 

see Anh!s hard work, resilience, and entrepreneurship to build a good life not only 

for himself but for everyone around him. Instances like the one where he saved his 

first income from comedy show to save up for braces for his sister opens a window 

into his charitable heart.  

My only gripe would be that Anh doesn!t let us linger on the harsh parts of his life 

for too long to feel it. He seems to brush it off with a quote of such is life and life is 

such, as if he himself doesn!t want to be reminded of it. But over all it is a must read 

for all young and old. It is a simple, inEmate musing of a kind soul.  

Anh Do had managed to create a liele niche of himself in the reader!s heart through 

this book. May be not in the reader!s minds, as it isn!t necessarily a literary classic, 

but it is very much the Australian yarn. And a bloody good one too! 



Event Report 

Townsville Drum Circle 

By Sofia Blanco - Boyle. 

Sofia is 12 years old and studies in grade 7. She lives in Townsville with her parents, Bernardo 
and Joanna. Having lived in Spain previously, Sofia speaks Spanish as well as English. Sofia enjoys 
a variety of sports and represents Townsville in Basketball. 

Since I was four years old one of my weekend highlights was no doubt the local drum circle. Townsville is 
very fortunate to have a drum circle with such a passionate and engaging organiser, Alex. He does a 
magnificent job of encouraging those who come to what has become one of the most anticipated events in 
the North Queensland calendar - the Full Moon Drum Circle - held on the Saturday night closest to the nights 
of the Full Moon since 2001 at the Strand, Townsville. The Drum Circle is an inclusive cultural experience 
like no other supported by Townsville city council, catering for people of all ages and abilities. This event is 
completely free. All you have to do is be there!

Playing drums, no matter what type makes me feel a sense of freedom and an opportunity to forget about 
worries and just focus on one thing, hitting a drum. Although it’s not just me, playing the drums has 
scientifically proven to improve your mood and help with stress, anxiety, hypertension and many more 
medical mishaps. But to me one of the most comforting feelings of being in the moment at a drum circle is 
seeing Townsville’s diversity, seeing people who have had no musical experience or have never even touched 
a drum before performing an amazing solo, free of judgement.

You can find more information and this year’s drum circle calendar here: https://www.facebook.com/groups/
29441142163/ 



Recipe  
Vangi bath / Eggplant Rice Recipe: Mrs Smitha Swamy. 

Mrs Smitha Swamy is from the beautiful Shimoga in the Southern state of Karnataka, 
India.Smitha holds a Masters Degree in Computer Science and works for Telstra as Service 
Specialist. Smitha lives in Townsville with her husband Dr Basavraj and their daughter. She 
enjoys spending time with her daughter and engages herself in art and craft during her free 
time. 

I am very much excited to share the recipe of one of my all time favourite vangi bath!  

   Vangi bath is an authentic delicacy from the Karnataka cuisine. 
It is an easy and tasty flavoured rice recipe made with eggplant and a unique blend of spices. 
it is one of the popular south Indian rice recipe which can be made for breakfast, lunch and 
dinner. This is one of my personal favourite flavoured rice that I mostly prepare during festival 
or get togethers.  
This recipe is made with homemade masala powder which can also be used as in any other 
vegetable curries !  

Firstly,I Weill describe the recipe for making the Vangi bath masala powder. Then, describe 
how to make the Vangi bath paste to mix with the rice to have the final product.  

Vangi bath masala powder: 
Ingredients: 
 • 1 tsp oil 
 • 3 red chilli dried 
 • 1 tsp urad dal (Split and skinned black gram). 
 • 1 tsp chana dal (Split bengal gram) 
 • ¼ tsp fenugreek seeds 
 • 1 tsp coriander seeds 
 • ¾ tsp poppy seeds  
 • 1 inch cinnamon stick 
 • 3 cardamom  
 • 3 cloves 



 • 2 tsp desiccated coconut 

Instructions:                                                 
 1. In a pan add a tsp of oil and fry red chillis until they puff up and keep aside.  
 2. Now, add urad dal, chana dal, coriander seeds, methi, poppy seeds, cinnamon stick, 
cardamom, cloves and coconut. Roast them on medium flame till they turn aromatic. 
 3. Once the spices are cooled, transfer the roasted spices to a small blender and blend 
them to smooth and fine powder. Add some salt to help preserve the powder for long.  
 4. Vangi bhath masala is now ready. This masala can be stored in a airtight  
container and used for couple of weeks. I personally,  make this masala in bulk and store this 
in the freezer.  

Vangi bath / Eggplant Rice paste Recipe:  

Ingredients : 
* 4 tbsp oil 
* 1 tsp mustard 
* 1 tsp cumin seeds 
* 1 tsp urad dal 
* 1 tsp chana dal.                                             l 
* 2 tbsp peanut 
* few curry leaves 
* pinch of hing/asafoetida 
* 2 dried red chilli 
* 2-3 brinjal / eggplant  (chopped in finger sized) 
* ¼ tsp turmeric 
* 3-4tsp of tamarind extract 
* 2-4 tsp Vangi bath masala powder 
* salt to taste 
* ½ tsp jaggery 
* 3 cup cooked rice 
* 2 tbsp coriander 

P.S. - I prefer to use the thin long purple or the green eggplants.  



Instructions: 
* Firstly, in a large pan, heat 4 tbsp oil, add 1 tsp mustard, 1 tsp cumin, 1 tsp urad dal, 1 tsp 
chana dal, 2 tbsp peanut. Sauté and splutter on medium flame. 
* Now,  add few curry leaves and 2 dried red chilli. saute well. 
* Add ¼ tsp turmeric, 3-4 tsp of tamarind extract and ½ tsp salt. Mix well and bring it to boil.  
* Add chopped eggplants and saute it until eggplant is cooked.  
* Add 2-4 tbsp of prepared vangi bath masala powder, ½ tsp jaggery and mix well. Now, the 

vangibath paste is ready. This can be stored in the refrigerator for 3-4 days.  

* To assemble for spiced eggplant rice -                         

•  To the paste add 3 cups cooked rice and salt as per your taste.  
*   Mix well making sure the masala is well combined with rice. Garnish with some coriander.  
*   Cover and leave it for 5 minutes or until the flavours are absorbed well. 
*   Vangi bath is ready to enjoy. You may also have it with Raita!  

P.S - another variation of Vangi bath can be prepared by replacing asafoetida with finely 
chopped garlic which gives another aromatic flavour.  

Also, my another favourite variation is substitute the eggplant with chopped cabbage which 
makes a delicious cabbage rice !  

I hope you will try and enjoy this recipe! 

Flavours with love, by Smitha Swamy 

 



Gardening by JD 
Mr John Deambrosis is a retired chemist and sugarcane farmer. He lives 
in Townsville with his wife Carol. Besides maintaining an impeccable 
garden, John also enjoys scuba diving and travelling. 

This edition I will talk about two other plants that can be grown indoor that 
are beneficial to the indoor environment- Rosemary and Lavender .


Rosemary and Lavender are similar in appearance. Both are shrub like with 
woody stems and they feature aromatic leaves that are long and 
thin.Rosemary and lavender thrive in warm climate as they are a native of the 
mediterranean that require similar conditions of both sun and watering. They 
are well suited as companion plants.


Rosemary - You might think of Rosemary as an outdoor herb that exists 
purely to add flavour to your food. But when you keep rosemary indoors, it 
can help lower stress hormones (Cortisol) 
in your blood. In fact research confirms 
that the aroma of rosemary can improve 
cognitive function which may help 
reduce anxiety symptoms. 


Rosemary is a fragrant herb that grows 
as a perennial evergreen shrub. Growing 
rosemary is relatively easy. It requires 
good drainage with sandy loam soil and 
little water required when growing 
indoors. Place the pot in a position where it can receive some sunlight. 
Rosemary is not a heavy feeder so only a little balanced liquid fertiliser is 
required. Be on the lookout for Aphids and Spider mites. Use an insecticidal 
soap as soon as you spot an infection to prevent from spreading. 

It is safe for your pets.



Lavender - The calming scent of lavender makes it a perfect aromatherapy 
accompaniment. The fragrance from the plant is believed to promote a sense 
of calmness and tranquility with properties helping to reduce stress, anxiety 
and possibly even mild pain. 




Growing lavender is extremely rewarding. 
Not only does it leave an intoxicating scent 
but the delicate flowers look simply divine. 


Lavender will thrive in a container as long 
as three conditions are met. 1. Pots must 
have good drainage; 2. potting soil needs 
to be of good quality and watered twice a 
week; 3. Pot needs to be positioned to 
receive as much sun as possible. Fertilise 
with liquid fertiliser and remove spent 
flowers to promote growth.

Lavender is safe for your pets. 

Until next time, Happy Gardening!


John is happy to answer your gardening queries. Please address your 
queries to him care of desibytes.ift@gmail.com


mailto:desibytes.ift@gmail.com


Plants in my garden  By Linda Forscutt 
Linda is 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. 

Weed Control

A weed by definition is an unwanted 
plant in your garden. There are several 
ways to control weeds in the garden. 
The most cost effective is chemical 
weed control using general non 
selective herbicide such as Glyphosate 
or ammonium sulphamate. By far the 
most labour intensive in physical control 
like mowing, mowing, whipper 
sniggering , tilling and hand removal. 
Biological and cultural weed control use 
the plants’ natural weed control such as disease and insects.


Fire and water are cultural methods of weed control including burning, flooding 
and mulching (Great weed suppressant). The most sustainable way is one that 
integrates several methods and that in turn reduces the reliance on chemicals.


If you have the time it is always beneficial to kill the weeds at the roots. Hard to 
pull weeds are easily removed with an apple corer pushed into the soil at the 
centre of the plant. Alternately water thoroughly the night before to allow easy 
weed removal. Try to dead head (chop off the seed head before they mature) and 
then mulch the area.


Disposing off the weed in composts - dried out or soaked in water for 1-2 weeks 
will ensure that all the seeds are dead  and then the weeds can be added to 
compost. Weeds can be burnt and the ash (Potash) can be added to the garden to 
encourage flowering. Weeds can also be dug over into the garden as green 
manure. You will need to mulch after any of these procedures. More about 
mulching in the next issue.




Balbhavan

Short Story by Ranu Khanna

13 Years old Ranu Khanna studies in grade seven. She lives in Townsville with 
her parents and seven pets, a dog, a cat and five fish. Ranu enjoys reading 
and socialising with her friends.In this story Ranu explores the African folklore 
about Anasi, a mischievous god who is turned into a spider by his father for 
not mending his ways. 

Anasi may have been turned into a spider but he 
was sEll a god! He would go find a kingdom he 
could rule. So, he found some humans, the most 
intelligent and so, the most worthy of having him 
rule them. "Human, you are very fortunate for I, 
Anasi the god, have decided to rule you!". The 
human looked at Anasi and burst into laughter! 
Then flicked him into the bush! "How could 
something like you rule us?" It said, tears of 
laughter streaming down its face.  
So, Anasi couldn't rule the humans but that was 

their loss. He then found an elephant, which was the largest animal and so, was the 
second most deserving candidate to be ruled by Anasi, a god. "Elephant, you should 
be very grateful for I have decided to rule you!". The elephant looked around for a 
couple of seconds then, having found Anasi, rolled its eyes. "You? Rule us? How 
stupid!" Then a voice from behind Anasi yelled "Tembo! We do not socialise with 
pests!" "Sorry! Sorry!" Tembo said as it walked forward, without bothering to look 
out for Anasi so that Anasi had to jump off the blade of grass he was on to avoid 
being squashed.  
He couldn't understand, he was a god, why wasn't anyone treaEng him as such.  
Suddenly, a liele voice from behind him said "You shouldn't think you are beeer 
than everyone, you should strive to work with them, not rule them." Anasi turned 
around to see a Eny bee. "You can join the hive if you want?"  
Anasi was horrified! "You mea- you mean work?!" The bee sighed "You can’t expect 
to rule someone because of a Etle! You need to work your way up by being a good, 
hardworking part of society first.” 
Finally Anasi understood, he wasn't beeer than anyone else just because he had a 
fancy Etle, especially since he hadn't earned it and had now, lost it. He agreed to 
join the hive and from then on, Anasi worked as hard as he could every day, not to 
work himself up to ruler of the bees but because he knew that, like everyone else, 
he had to do his part.  
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