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ANGLO-INK is a Chennai-based publisher of 
quality books for Anglo-Indians who live in India 
and abroad. Anglo-Ink is dedicated to bringing the 

best possible books for discerning Anglo-Indians 
as well as others who are keen to know more 
about the history and culture of our 500-year-old 
community. They are committed to showcasing 
your stories and experiences to as wide an audi-
ence as possible. They also plan to reprint old 
classics on the Anglo-Indian community that are 
currently out-of-print. These collections of titles 

will also be made available in multiple digital 
formats for reading on a variety of devices.  
Bringing Anglo-Indian literature to everyone at an 
affordable price is our mission. 
In addition to building our Anglo-Indian classic 
books range, they would also like to encourage 

fresh talent from within the Community... looking 
for Anglo-Indian writers for our forthcoming first 
anthology. They are delighted to create a publish-

ing platform for up-coming Anglo-Indian writers 
in India and abroad. 

Harry Maclure, Publisher 

E-mail: harry@angloink.com 

 

Watch out for these forthcoming titles 
Lillooah Revisited by Denis Whitworth 
One Hell of a Life by Stan Blackford 
Hostages to India by Herbert Stark 
The Call of the Blood by Herbert Stark 
Blood and Steel by Brig. D.E. Hayde 

An Anglo-Indian Vineyard  
by Richard O’Connor 

Viva Anglo-India!  
Cartoons by Harry MacLure (pictured right). 

‘ANGLO-INK’  

CREATED  

TO PUBLISH  

AFFORDABLY 

Marlene and Vivian Farquharson  

celebrated their 50th anniversary 

on 29 December 2013. They  renewed 
their vows at Mass at St Augustine's 

Church in Balmain. This was followed 

by lunch with their children and grand-

children at Fort Denison in Sydney  
Harbour overlooking the Harbour 

Bridge and Opera House. Both are long 

standing senior Members of the 

AIANSW. Both have served on the  
Executive Committee 

Milton and Cecilia Cotter  

celebrated their Golden Wedding  

Anniversary on 28 September 2013.  

It was celebrated with a Mass at Our 
Lady of Mount Carmel Church in 

Wentworthville, Sydney. This was 

followed by a function with their  

children, grandchildren, relatives and 
friends. 
Milton & Cecilia migrated to Australia in March, 

1972 and lived in Auburn, Sydney for 37 years and 

now reside in Wentworthville, Sydney. 

Harry Maclure > 
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Anniversary 
Dance  
Memories 

Craig Dickensen 

Gerard Jansen 

Silva Stars 
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Philomena Eaton, Chair,  
Calcutta Anglo-Indian  
Service Society (CAISS):  
16 Feb 1937—15 Dec 2013.  
 

Most of you may now know 

that long before the 9th Reun-

ion in Calcutta 2012,  Philomena 

was diagnosed with a terminal 

illness. As the Chair of CAISS this 

news only spurred her and her 

team to make the 9th World 

Reunion a resounding success. 

Philomena, was the backbone 

of CAISS, spending the majority 

of her life working as a secre-

tary with much zest and perfection, 

which thus got her the Secretary of 

the Year award at the age of 50, de-

spite have much younger competi-

tors. She wholly dedicated her time 

for the upliftment of the Anglo-

Indian community. 

  

HELP ALWAYS AT HAND 
It is a known fact that anyone who 

approaches her for help never goes 

away empty-handed. Ms Eaton be-

lieved that where there is a need, 
fulfil it. 

Philomena was one of the founda-

tion stones of the Calcutta Anglo-

Indian Services (CAISS) over 40 years 

ago. Due to her bad health she end-

ed her term as CONVENER resigning 

some months before her passing. 

With permission from other mem-

bers of the Executive Committee of 

CAISS she bid to host the 2013 Reun-

ion in Calcutta and this was her 

crowning glory.  

 

MASSIVE SUCESS 
It was a huge success both socially 

and financially and the only Reun-

ion, from memory, that accounted 

for every rupee spent was for the 

poorer of our Community. Philo-

mena dedicated her life to the less-

er fortunate of the AIs.  

If anyone experienced one of the 

Christmas lunches held in our sen-

iors' honour—it was a very emotion-

al scene the minute Philo walked 

into the room—it was like watching 

a bee hive drawing all the bees like a 

magnet, with cries of "Aunty Philo-

mena, Merry Christmas or Compli-

ments of the Season".   

 

REVERENCE AND LOVE 
The sheer reverence and love they 

showed her was very touching, they 

used to kiss her hand like she was 

something holy or their saviour - 

those poor people were just so 

grateful to her for all she had ever 

done for them and are going to 

miss her enormously.  

No one ever approached her for 

help left empty handed. 

 

LEGACY OF WILLINGNESS 
Philomena Eton groomed a very 

capable  CAISS committee to take 

over from her when the time came.   

These people are very dedicated 

and give of their time so willingly 

day in and day out and who need 

our ongoing support and commit-

ment to continue the work that 

Philomena has done over four   

To many of our community, Philo-

mena was the Anglo-Indian Mother 

Teresa. She was very much loved 

and will be dearly missed.  May her 

Soul Rest In Peace.  
- notes supplied by Cheryl Chater 

Philomena  
Eaton,  
CAISS 

No one ever 
left empty  

handed 

This is the very stylish 

Greeting sent out to  

subscribers of Anglos In 

the Wind (AITW).  
As usual Harry always 

puts together a profession-

al publication and a good 

read. Thanks Harry and 

Jill. A quick look at the 

contents AITW also  

covered the passing of 

Pam Crain … and  

Samantha Jade made the 

front cover as the winner 

of the X-Factor.  
The Prattler is thrilled 

that we reported both of 

these events first! 

 

-Editor 
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Hugh Edwards Hugh Edwards Hugh Edwards Hugh Edwards Hugh Edwards Hugh Edwards Hugh Edwards Hugh Edwards         
14 Aug 1928—29 November 2013 

My Dad, Hugh Edwards, 

was born in Basra, Iraq. 
He spent his childhood 
years in Kuwait till the age 
of eight. He then went to 
Campion boarding school 
in Trichinopoly, India for 
two years. He later studied 
at the Infant Jesus Boys 

School in Thangasseri, 
India, of which his mother 
was a co-founder.   
After Dad finished high 
school he worked in an 
electric meter company in 
nearby Quilon for about 
five years.  His father told 

him that he had to make a 
man out of himself – and 
so was sent to Kuwait, a 

county where they spoke no English, daily temperatures over 40C and 
had no air conditioning.  

He arrived in Kuwait in 1958, where his older brother Francis was 
living. Dad got a job at the Ministry of Electricity & Water.  With no 
formal training to rely on he bought himself volumes of books about 
electricity, taught himself the skills he needed and worked his way to 

becoming a technical foreman.   

LOVE LETTERS 
My dad and mum were childhood sweethearts who maintained an ‘on 

again, off again’ relationship for a number of years.  But Dad was a 
patient man who believed that ‘a patient waiter is never a loser’.  So, to 
this end he finally convinced my Mum to come out to Kuwait and a few 
years later, his patience paid off and they married (29 December 1965).  
Years later I was to discover the true extent of Dad’s patience when 

Mum and Dad asked me to burn hundreds of love letters and Valentine 
cards they had exchanged over the years prior to their marriage. This 
month they would have seen them complete 48 years of marriage.  

Dad enjoyed his life in Kuwait but life wasn’t always a bed of roses. 
He worked under demanding physical conditions. The power station he 
worked at required a lot of outdoor work in close proximity to boilers 
under a very hot sun.  So when he got the opportunity to take on a sec-
ond job in an office working with air conditioning – he jumped at the 

chance and loved every minute of it.  He got to wear a suit which he 
loved as he took great pride in his appearance. 

OLDSMOBILE CUTLASS! 
Dad was a man of routine. Every Friday he washed his beloved 

Oldsmobile Cutlass – a huge 1976 American. The other strict routine in 
Dad’s life in Kuwait was to keep abreast of world affairs. 

Unfortunately, he never really had the opportunity to discuss politics 
there, but once he came to Australia this side of his life opened up into 

many lively and energetic family debates.  I say ‘family’ debates though 
anyone who knows my family will know that the debates were mostly 
between Dad and one of his children! I guess his passion for politics has 
been well and truly passed on. 

Dad had a penchant for the colour blue – so much so that he would 
only wear blue shirts. And not just any shade of blue – a light blue. This 
made Xmas and birthday gifts a bit predictable and challenging for Car-
olynne and me. However he did relax his attitude to blue shirts later in 
his life and branched out into the daring new world of white shirts with 

blue stripes.  (I did say he was a man or routine.) 

TALENTED LINGUIST  
Something not known to many was that Dad was a naturally talented 

linguist, speaking English, Hindi, Arabic, Malayalam and Urdu.  For a 
man who loved his routine, the biggest shake up of this routine was the 
decision to move to Australia. After having spent over 30 years in Ku-
wait he and Mum decided to move to Australia to give Carolynne and 
me a better life. watching every TV news broadcast and took every op-

portunity to debate politics with family and friends. Dad embraced Aus-
tralia’s freedoms including political discourse. He loved reading Time 
magazine, to which he faithfully subscribed to for over 50 years. He was 

happiest watching documentaries of people, animals, and machines but 
found it nearly impossible to stay awake through a movie. Another one 
of Dad’s truisms was that ‘all good things must come to an end’. And 
one Sunday evening that’s exactly what happened.  

On the evening of 3 November, Dad suffered a massive stroke.  It left 
him paralysed on the left side, with an inability to swallow.  Many of 
you visited him in hospital and for that I am eternally grateful. During 
one of his physio sessions when the physios were trying to get him to re-
learn how to sit up, the physiotherapist brought over a full sized mirror 
for him to look into.  I realised he had not seen himself in the mirror 
since his stroke a fortnight earlier.  He was wearing one of those trendy 
white hospital gowns, had a few days of stubble on his face and his hair 

was not combed for the occasion.  Given that the man had always prided 
himself on the way he looked I was concerned as to what his reaction 
would be and I held by breath.  

“HAAANDSOME BUGGER”  
The mirror was placed in front of him, he looked into it for a second 

and without skipping a beat announced:  “Haaandsome Bugger!”  It was 
heartening to hear that despite the pain and difficulty he was in, he still 
managed to hold onto his sense of humour.  

Dad was in hospital for 26 days and everyday we’d be by his bedside 
until 8pm when visiting hours at the hospital ended.   

On Friday, (29 November) it was clear to Mum that Dad did not have 
long to go, so she organised with the nurses for her to stay that night in 
his room.  By 7.45 in the evening we started singing him hymns, which 
we had sung every day for him, often led by my sister Carolynne.  As we 
continued to sing, his breathing got slower and quieter.  At 8pm at the 
close of visiting hours, he very calmly and peacefully exhaled his last 

breath of life and left us for a better place. Visiting hours were over. 
Hugh Edwards was the husband of Lovelyn Edwards, father to Car-

olynne Berry and Lynette Edwards and Grandfather to Lauren Berry.  
We are grateful to him for all the love and care he showered us with over 
the years.  We love him dearly and he leaves behind a void that can nev-
er be filled. We miss you, Dad. 

Extracts from the Eulogy by Lynette Edwards (daughter) 
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Secretary, Anglo-Indian Association of NSW Inc., P O 
Box 156,  St Clair, NSW 2759, Australia.  
President—Tony Bellet 
tonybellett@gmail.com]   Secretary—Deanna Kunder 
[dkunder@tpg.com.au] 

I just want to say a big Thank 
You to your great team for giv-
ing me the opportunity to enter-
tain at the New Year's Eve 
dance.  
I cannot tell you how proud and 
privileged I was to perform in 
front of our community. It was a 
wonderful night and all credits 
go to our hard working team for 

putting on such a great event. Clive did a brilliant job co-
ordinating the band and myself and at the same time 
keeping the crowds attention in focus. The Right Combi-
nation was tops too.  

We cannot thank you enough for the endless hours you 
all sacrificed to give the Anglo Indian Community enter-
tainment and a chance to meet and greet old friends. I 
know it is a thankless job, so thank you. I wish you and 
the Committee all the very best for 2014 and under your 
leadership we hope to see many more years of good 
times and great social events.   

Thanks once again to you and each and everyone from 
your Committee for the support you have given me all 
these years. I will always remain a loyal and grateful mem-
ber of the Anglo-Indian Association and just remember... 
that I'm just a phone call away if you need any help.   

God Bless you and your team.  
Gerard Jansen 


