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This book is more than a biography—it is a tribute to a life of purpose, passion, and profound impact. It tells the story of Melvyn Brown, a man whose tireless service, creative spirit, and deep faith left an indelible mark on the Anglo-Indian community of Kolkata, the Catholic Church, and countless lives across India.

Born in Pune on March 5th, Melvyn spent his entire life in Kolkata, where he became a respected leader, prolific writer, and beloved storyteller. His devotion to the Anglo-Indian community was evident in everything he did—from organizing sporting events and concerts to hosting exhibitions and prayer vigils that celebrated both faith and heritage. In 1979, he founded Ambassadors for Jesus, a lay Roman Catholic movement devoted to unity and spiritual renewal. This initiative reflected Melvyn’s unwavering belief in grassroots action and the transformative power of shared faith.

Throughout his lifetime, Melvyn created and funded his own awards of recognition, honoring members of the Anglo-Indian community and the Catholic Church. He gave freely—not just of money, but of time, wisdom, and vision—lifting others up with dignity and generosity.

To many, Melvyn was more than a community figure. To schoolchildren in Calcutta, he was simply “The Storyteller”, enchanting young minds during creative writing classes with tales full of heart and imagination. And to radio listeners across the nation, he was affectionately known as “Uncle Melvyn”, sharing his stories on All-India Radio with warmth and wonder.

Melvyn was a gifted speaker and deeply reflective writer, publishing numerous books and newsletters that championed both spiritual growth and Anglo-Indian identity. Among his printed works were The Anglo-Indian Newsletter, The Catholic Post, The Catholic Woman, Pro-Life News, and The All-Parish Paper. His voice reached far and wide—not just through pages, but in public talks that inspired and united.

A devoted husband, Melvyn married Joan Dias, and together they nurtured a loving family. Their son Warren now lives in London, UK, with his wife, while their daughter Sabrina resides in Holland with her husband and three children. His family was the heart of his world, and their lives reflect the values Melvyn so passionately upheld.

In 2023, at the age of 83, Melvyn Brown passed away—leaving behind a legacy that continues to shape the community he loved. This book gathers fragments of that legacy: stories, memories, writings, and testimonies from those he touched. It is a mosaic of a man whose commitment to heritage and humanity continues to resonate.

We welcome you into this journey through the life of Melvyn Brown, a man who led not through power, but through presence; not through titles, but through storytelling. His voice may be quiet now, but his influence still speaks—in every prayer offered, every story remembered, and every act of faith carried forward.

––––––––
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Melvyn Brown, my father, passed away on the 25 June 2023, at home in Kolkata, India. I was with my dad, when he breathed his last breath. It is something that will remain with me for the rest of my life. I was always close to both my parents growing up. 

Dad was a great mentor and friend. I remember all the time; we would spend discussing ideas for articles and stories. My father was a prolific writer and he was writing and publishing his work since he was seventeen.

This book is a tribute to the legacy of my father, Melvyn Brown. I have tried to put all that I recall from my earliest memories into this book. I hope to immortalise the work done by my father. “The woods are dark and deep, I have promises to keep,” was one of my dad’s favourite sayings.

This book also contains the writings of my dad and you can read and enjoy his work, thoughts, ideas and opinions. 
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The First Short Story in Print


[image: ]




The teenager ran home, with the folded newspaper under his arm. Iris his mother saw him coming and smiled as she saw him enter. 

“Mother, my story has been published in the Statesman”, said the teenager.

“Congratulations, son, this is a big achievement for you. I know how many times you have sent stories to the newspaper, only to get rejection letters”.

“Mum, I will start a scrapbook with my published stories”, said the seventeen-year-old Melvyn, with excitement.

“I know how dedicated you are to your writing, Melvyn. One day, you will become a great writer and an important person in the community. Never give up on your dreams, son,” said Iris.

A year later, Iris passed away.  Melvyn was lost, having lost his father at a very early age. It was the strength of his personality and his desire to fulfil his dreams of being a writer that gave Melvyn the desire to succeed in life. 

Years later, Melvyn would sit down with his two children, Warren and Sabrina and show them his files with all the newspaper clippings of his work published in newspapers and magazines published in India.
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My Father’s Son
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Growing up I was referred to as the son of Melvyn Brown. Everyone in Calcutta knew us, as Dad would organise social events, like football and basketball games, concerts and exhibitions, as part of his work for the community.

In my early years, I did not want to be recognized, but I gradually got used to the idea and it was kind of nice to see that people who knew dad also knew me, as his son.

I am my father’s son, as I also enjoy writing like he did. I guess it is my genetic inheritance to be a writer. I started writing poetry at seventeen, the age when Dad published his first article, in the “The Statesman”, Calcutta, India. 
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On a Wet Monsoon Day
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It was a very wet monsoon day, when Melvyn stood in the rain waiting to meet his sweetheart, Joan. Joan’s father was very upset with Melvyn for always his taking his daughter Joan out, to the movies and to local events. 

Joan’s father Patrick, told Melvyn to stop seeing Joan. Nothing would keep Melvyn away and when he could not enter the main door, he managed to sneak in with a bottle of rum, through the kitchen of the house. 

At least when he was discovered talking to Joan, he had a peace-offering for his father, an expensive bottle of rum. A few years later, Joan and Melvyn got married and the rest is history.
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The Expert Bread Slicer


[image: ]




Melvyn was the favourite bread slicer for his father-in-law to be. They had a large family and only Melvyn could cut the finest slicers for them at the dining table. Joan’s father, my grandfather enjoyed cooking, for his large family at the weekends. The large family consisted of my grandfather’s immediate family of seven children, wife, himself, his three brothers and their families. There were a lot of people eating meals at home at the weekends. Grandfather was a customs officer and he could afford to prepare several dishes to feed everyone in the family home, especially at the weekend.

Once Melvyn got married to Joan, he took care of all the marketing and would pick up all the groceries every evening. Joan did the fresh marketing and cooked delicious dishes for the family.
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The Photographer in the Family
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As a child I remember seeing a large box camera, that my parents had stored in a metal case. My mother told me that her family, always knew that if there was a family event, dad would be there to take out photos. The whole family looked forward to photos taken out by Melvyn. 

As the years moved on and photography progressed, Dad, also had a variety of cameras in his collection. I remember my father rushing off to buy rolls of film, either Kodak or Agfa, to load the cameras before events he would organise.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Father and Son at the Movies
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My Dad loved the movies and he was inspired by his Grandmother Melvina, who took him to watch movies as a child. It was the 1950s and cinema was a great sensation at the time.

My father would take the family, my mother, sister and myself to watch movies almost twice a month, as tickets were expensive at the time. When dad earned extra money from his writings he would take us for two and sometimes three movies on a Sunday. 

Saturday afternoon, was when my father would take me to watch the latest noon show movies in the cinema hall on Chowringhee Road, Calcutta. It has since shut down, but it showed some great movies, like “King Solomon’s Mines, Tarzan movies, comedies of Chaplin, Buster Crabbe and Norman Wisdom. 

I remember being placed on the top of a folded seat in the auditorium so that I could view the movies, as a small child. My parents loved movies and they could always be found at a cinema hall watching movies at the weekend. My maternal Grandfather once told my parents to take their beds and stay at the movies.

Dad had an awesome collection of movies. Thanks to my father inspiring me, I have also now created my collection of DVDs, over a wide variety of genres.
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Working with Dad at St. Xavier’s College, Kolkata, India
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Dad worked at St. Xavier’s College in Calcutta for over 45 years. I joined the research library at the College and worked there for 11 years. Dad and I worked in the same institution for a period of 11 years together. 

These were good times as I could visit Dad in the Arts and Science library and the Political Science library where he worked. Dad would visit me at the research library where I worked and we would walk home together for lunch. We would both get a one-hour lunch break and we lived at Elliott Road, which was just ten minutes’ walk away.

Mother would have lunch prepared for us. The lunch was served warm for us. Mum was a fantastic chef and she prepared a lot of tasty dishes.

After lunch, Dad and I would walk back to work. We would stop over a few bookshops along the way, browse their books and periodicals and stroll back to the office.

In the afternoon, Dad and I would walk down to the College canteen that was on the ground floor. They catered for the staff and students of the school and college. We would have tea and cakes at 3pm in the College canteen. When I shut my eyes, I can visualize Dad and myself having warm cups of tea in the canteen as we sit on the green wooden bench that was kept beside the Cashier’s desk.
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The Pension Office at Esplanade East, Chowringhee, Kolkata
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When Dad retired, from his work at St. Xavier’s College, Kolkata, he would go down to the pension office at Government Place East, in Calcutta to collect his monthly pension. I visited the Pension office with Dad a few times as I wanted to see the inside of a government building and also to see the lines of retired staff waiting to collect their pensions. Several of the pensioners would come with their wives, sons or daughters as they were too infirm to visit the office on their own.

They would sit on green wooden benches, with their brass looking tokens, for a couple of hours, after having submitted their pension books, which in most cases looked old and tattered. Dad carried a small black bag, in which he kept his documents, holy pictures and his pension book. I have kept that bag with my collection of items that belonged to my father.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Book Hunting at Free School Street and College Street
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In the evenings on his way back from work, Dad would visit a few old book stores and pick up a collection of items. He would buy a number of theological, metaphysical books, along with magazines, like Time and News Week.

That was not all that my father would buy, he would also buy me a collection of American comics, like DC and Marvel. I also got a lot of fiction novels from Dad over the years. My father also bought a number of magazines, comics for girls, with fiction collection and novels for my sister.

Dad, inspired me to become a book collector and that is something that has grown for me over the years. Like my father, I have a large library of books and DVDs. We were great book hunters and our favourite haunts were the bookshops at Free School Street and at College Street in Kolkata. I also enjoyed the visit to the Chai (Tea) shops and to the Indian restaurants where we would visit for some tasty food, after our exciting shopping visits to the book stores.
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Melvyn “Indiana Jones” Brown
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I gave my father an “Indiana Jones”, gift pack for Father’s Day. The pack consisted of a diary, a T-Shirt, a pen, an aftershave and a hat. The only item that was not given was the whip.

Dad was happy with his gift and smiled as he wore his hat. My father was a great storyteller and he was always telling us stories as children. The joke in the family was the hunt for the whip of Indiana Jones. I also called Dad, Indiana Jones on several occasions. 

In “Indiana Jones and the Last Crusade”, Indy and his father go on an adventure. I love that movie, with the father and son team and I think about Dad and myself, going off on his great storytelling adventures. 
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Faster than a Speeding Train
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My dad was Superman. He was faster than so many people his age. As a young man he rushed around form one job to another, from his work at St. Xavier’s College as a librarian to telling stories to children in the Loreto Schools, as part of his creative writing classes every Saturday. Dad would organise social events, like concerts, sport events for members of the Catholic and Anglo-Indian community in Kolkata.

My father was also a sub-editor at “The Herald” and took care of “The Peter Pan” column on the Youth page for over forty years. Dad was also a freelance writer and sent his contributions to several newspapers like “Times of India”, “Hindusthan Times”, “The Telegraph Kolkata” and “The Calcutta Stateman”. Dad was a regular contributor to “The Secular Citizen”, published in Mumbai. Dad sent his last articles for publication a month before he passed away.

Dad was always seen moving fast in the city, walking, in the bus, in the auto or hopping off a tram. He was a man who was always on the move, from paying his electric bills to taking materials to be printed in his favourite printer. He printed posters on the community and the faith almost monthly, along with his newsletters, The Anglo-Indian Newsletter, All-Parish Newsletter, the Catholic Post and other leaflets. Dad would organize events, do all the preparations, from posters, to invitations, awards, lectures leading up to the event. On the day itself, Melvyn Brown was a star performer, who made everyone welcome and appreciated. Dad passed away at the age of eighty-four and he was active and typed his stories, which he loved till the very end of his life.

My father was a human, Superman, a one-man-band and he was “faster than a speeding train”, metaphorically speaking.
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The Last Boy Scout
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Bruce Willis was in the movie, “The Last Boy Scout”. We all saw that movie and loved it. Dad moved very fast and he had quick reflexes. 

I recall the time Dad, kicked away a firework that was lobbed at my parents, when they were sitting in the rickshaw on Diwali, an Indian festival of lights, returning home after a late-night movie.

Dad was a boy scout when he was a youngster and as a teenager. He knew a lot of the skills that boy scouts are known for, from signalling, tying knots to a lot of essential life skills.

My father was a one man show and he could do a lot of things in a short amount of time. At home, we called Dad, “The Boy Scout”. Dad made things possible. He would organize community events in the shortest amount of time. He did not need committees to sit down to plan and organize an event, he would do it all himself. He loved doing work. He would design, print, publish invitations, posters. Melvyn would book the hall, get the guests for the event, invite members for the concert or event. He would also set up events, with the help of members of his lay-Catholic movement, Ambassadors for Jesus. For community events, Dad would enlist the help of members of the Anglo-Indian community, for sports, concerts, stage plays and award ceremonies. 
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Packing Up the Christmas Tree
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I have a small number of boxes with decorations and a Christmas tree at home, so it does not take me too long setting up the tree and packing it away. As a child I remember the year dad bought a real tree and it was so tall, that it had to be curved under the high roof, in order to stand properly in its pot. 

Dad and Mum loved doing up the home every Christmas, from having the rooms painted, to new sofa covers and curtains for the windows and doors. My parents also loved the gift giving process and it went beyond the family. Mum and Dad would give gifts to the underprivileged children of the neighbourhood.

The tree was always decorated by my father and I would later assist him during my childhood. My father had a method for almost everything in life, so he had a special way to pack the tree and decorations, as well as a way to set up the tree in the first week of December. Our Christmas tree and decorations at home always looked colourful, bright and the home looked amazing. 
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The Surprise Santa Visit
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A decade ago, my wife and I went to Kolkata, on a surprise visit. Mum had passed away in 1998. We visited in 2018 a week before Christmas. That was the time when Dad would organize the Christmas tree for under-privileged children in the city. Sometimes he would have the event at home. This particular year, he organized the Christmas tree in the nearby Loreto day School.

Dad had started the Christmas tree tradition when he was nineteen. Mum would help dad with organising the event, she would go with Dad to buy the gifts and help him to pack them. When Mother passed away, Dad would buy and pack all the gifts on his own.

There were volunteers who would assist Dad, for the Christmas tree celebrations. The children in the neighbourhood would look forward to this event, when they would receive Christmas cakes, sweets, toys, fruits and they could participate in games, that my father would organise.

The Christmas tree for the under-privileged children was something that Dad organised for many decades. He would spend the money from his salary and occasionally friends and community members would give him offerings towards this work.

Now that Dad has gone, the poor children of the neighbourhood are missing the special “Melvyn Brown Christmas Tree experience”, when they were also treated to some fantastic stories by the Great Storyteller, Melvyn Brown.
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The Kolkata Book Fair
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Mum and Dad were avid book lovers, so they would take us regularly to the Calcutta Book Fair. There were publishers from all over the over as well as embassies had stall at the event. For at least a decade the book Fair was at the large Maidan in Calcutta. The International Calcutta Book Fair was inaugurated in 1979, by the Publishers and Booksellers Guild.

There was a great selection of books on display in English, Bengali and Hindi. The weekends were the best days to visit the Fair, when there were throngs of people. There were seas of heads in every direction you looked and there was rising dust, due to the large numbers stomping around the grounds.

People moved as if in a hypnotic trance, from one stall to another. We visited the English language book stalls and bought a large collection of books. Dad would bring extra cash, so that he could treat us all to the food and snacks that was sold at the Fair. Those were good memories.

Years later, the Calcutta Book Fair, became the Kolkata Book Fair. We attended the fair for another decade, till we noticed that more Bengali and Hindi stalls were present, as the English book stalls diminished in numbers. The book deals were not as good. We stopped going to the International Kolkata Book Fair (Boi Mela) when it was relocated to Salt Lake. Members of the Bengali community were present in large numbers, for all the book Fairs, as they enjoy reading and it is one of their favourite pastimes.

The book fair was an annual event we looked forward to in the city of Kolkata. I have good memories at the Fair and I still have so many of the books, that we bought there in my library. There were not many Anglo-Indians families in the city of Kolkata, who visited the Fair, I am glad that my parents took myself and my sister to the fair regularly, as children and teenagers.
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The Christmas Visit and Tour of the City of London
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When my mother passed away in 2008, Dad visited my wife and myself in London in 2010 for Christmas. We met Dad at Heathrow airport. It was cold so I took a cap, gloves and a thick jacket for Dad to wear when he arrived. 

We went on several trips around the city of London. It was a great experience for us and for Dad. A week before Dad arrived in London, I booked a local parish hall, for my father to give a lecture on the Anglo-Indian community, his work and the impact of the community around the globe. The lecture was well attended.

We had an opportunity to prepare some tasty dishes, which Dad really enjoyed. It was great to have my father with us to celebrate Christmas in London and it is a precious memory we will always cherish.
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Father and Son do the London Sights
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Dad and I enjoyed a number of jaunts around the city of London to see all the tourist attractions. This was a great outing and it was one that I missed, since we lived so many miles apart, on two different continents. Dad and I walked down to Piccadilly Circus, we went to Oxford Street, Trafalgar Square, the Tower of London, and we visited some Café’s in the area.

Later that day, my father and myself went to the Science Museum and on another day, we visited the Art Gallery. Dad, was very interested in the history of the city and its sights and sounds. I was blessed to have had the opportunity to give dad a great experience in the city of London. 
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Dad and the Football Tournaments in Kolkata
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In 1979, Dad started a lay catholic movement, Ambassadors for Jesus, with permission from the Pope. My father would organize a large number of sports events, from football to basket and hockey for the young Catholics to participate. 

There were football tournaments that my father held at the grounds of St. Xavier’s College, Kolkata. The games were well attended by youth from the local Catholic parishes. Dad would collect a fee from each group, which he would put into buying the trophies, medals, and for printing the certificates and for buying refreshments for the players.

There are many individuals in the city today, who still remember the football tournaments organized 
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“A Place for Everything and Everything in Its Place”
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If you want to remember exactly where you kept something, always keep it in the same place. If you keep you housekeys, and car keys close to the main entrance, on a cabinet, always keep it there. My father always told us that there was “a place for everything and everything in its place”. This was a saying his mother, Iris would tell him.

You do not need to lose anything or struggle to remember exactly where the item was placed, if there a particular spot reserved for that item. Our brains will recall the exact place where an object has been placed, like a blueprint is created in the mind.

I follow this practise and keep everything in the same place. What happens when there are new items that arrive at home, where do I place them? I use the method of association, and put connected objects in the same spot. My “getting-ready for work” items like my wallet, travel card, work entry cards, watch, belt and my keys are kept together on a cabinet in the living room. With all my necessary items for going out of the house are in one place, I do not need to remember where I last kept them. Do you tend to keep everything in one spot, so that you do not forget where it was left?
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Melvyn Brown and the Concerts, Exhibitions, Vigils and Newsletters
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During the 80s, 90s and early 2000s, Melvyn Brown organized a number of social concert events in the city of Kolkata. There were some that focussed on the Anglo-Indian community of Kolkata and India, while the other concerts were specially created to bring the parishes of Kolkata together. 

The Ambassadors for Jesus Annual Awards, were created, hosted and sponsored by Melvyn Brown, to recognize those members in the Catholic community, who served the Church for years and did not receive the recognition this deserved.

There were a large number of concerts like passion tableaus, music concerts, plays, as well as exhibitions that Melvyn Brown created, hosted and sponsored for the Anglo-Indian community of Kolkata and India.

As a child, teenager, and youth I recall the events hosted by my father, from the music concerts, to the exhibitions (Pro-Life, Religious exhibitions), to the rosary and All-Night Vigils, rallies that he held in Churches in the diocese of Kolkata. 

Melvyn Brown produced two newsletters monthly, The All-Parish Newsletter, that contained all the happening in the parishes around the city, with Births, Deaths, Marriages and Anniversaries. There were articles on the catholic faith, along with Prayers of Thanksgiving from those parishioners, who had their prayers answered.

Melvyn produced the Anglo-Indian Newsletter, that focussed on the preservation of the Anglo-Indian community, and included articles, Births, Deaths, Marriages and Anniversaries. There was a spotlight column of the prominent and ordinary members of the AI community, as well as news about upcoming events, organized by my father.
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Melvyn Brown, the Stage Performer
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In his youth my father, Melvyn Brown, was a stage performer. He performed on the New Empire stage, before it was converted to a cinema hall. Dad performed slapstick comedy and a stand-up routine, which was very popular, during the Band-wagon days (a series of concerts) that were held in the city of Kolkata, during the 60s. I have scoured the web, but could not find any documents, reports, photos related to these Band-Wagon concerts in the city.

Melvyn was very comfortable on stage and he could give a lecture or a short speech at the drop-of-a-hat. People loved to hear my dad speaking on the Catholic faith, the Anglo-Indian community and when he was telling stories. Melvyn was a gifted Storyteller and writer. He performed his Storytelling performances at the USIS (United States Information Service) and at All India Radio, where he would tell stories to children on Sunday afternoons.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Melvyn Brown and Religion
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My Father, Melvyn Brown was a religious man. He was a great writer who wrote amazing stories, articles, and poems, during his lifetime. As a young man Dad, trained to be a priest for two years. He left, got married. 

In 1979, my father returned to the sphere of his Catholic faith and founded the Ambassadors for Jesus. He did a lot of good work for the Catholic community in Kolkata and he was well-known among the religious and priests in the Diocese of Kolkata for his work and publications. Dad continued to do his work for the catholic community in Kolkata till the twilight years of his life.

Over the course of the years, Dad and I would have discussions about his work and his work for the community of Anglo-Indians and Catholics. We would sip cups of tea prepared by my Mother Joan, as she would spend time in another room chatting with my wife. 

My mother, Joan was very supportive of Dad and his community work. When Mum passed away, my father lost a good friend, partner and her “rock of strength”, but he did not stop doing what he enjoyed, which was writing, publishing and taking care of his two communities of Anglo-Indians and Catholics.
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The Pandemic Years- March 2020 to January 2021
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Dad was living on his own after my mother died. During the period of the pandemic, he managed on his own. He would pick up his stores. Friends and relatives would prepare food for him. He faithfully went to get his vaccination shots. Sometimes he was accompanied from friends. 

My father was a survivor and he loved to do things his way and never wanted to have anyone stay with him to take care of him. He did employ people to clean his home and to work for him. He always believed that “everyone needed money to live and it was fair to pay everyone for the work that they did in life”.

For the two years if the pandemic, I could not visit Dad in India. I would ring Dad every day to keep in touch and to know how he was doing. The phone and video calls were a great blessing during this time, as was the friends and family, we had living close to where my father stayed.
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Melvyn Brown and Community
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The Anglo-Indian community and the Catholic community were the two communities that Dad worked with in Kolkata, India for several decades. The focus of his work for the Catholic community, was its unification. The focus of Dad’s work for the Anglo-Indian community was on the culture, heritage and preservation of its identity, as a minority race in India.

Dad’s two-pronged approach to both aspects of his work, was with dedication and commitment. In order to further the cause of both the Catholic and Anglo-Indian community, he wrote a number of religious related books and historical based books on the history of Anglo-Indians.
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“Here’s to the Health of Your Blood.”
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Today, the 23rd of May, is almost one month short of one year since my father, Melvyn Brown, passed away. I just thought of the unusual toast that my Dad would say, whenever we had celebrations at home.

“Here’s to the blood of your health, here’s to the health of your blood, if you’ve got good blood, you’ve got good health, so here’s to your bloody good health!”

I once asked my father, where he had heard that toast, and he told me that his father would always say it and he had learned it from him, while he had got it from his father. Likewise, I guess, it is part of an oral tradition and I will say it at the next celebration toast.

Do you have similar family traditions that are passed down to you? These little things remain with us, and we do not forget them over our lifetime. Family traditions are enriching, and they are a great legacy to pass down to future generations.

This is a toast to you, “Here’s to the blood of your health, here’s to the health of your blood, if you’ve got good blood, you’ve got good health, so here’s to your bloody good health!” If you like this toast, please feel free to use it.
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Melvyn Brown, A Creative and Artistic Man
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The 25th of June 2024, marked the first death anniversary of my father, Melvyn Brown, who passed away in the city of Kolkata, India, one year ago. My wife and I were able to travel to India and reach on time. On the day that we arrived, my father passed away after saying goodbye.
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Image provided by the Author

My dad, Melvyn Brown, was a man who loved writing and being part of his community. He was well-known in the city of Kolkata. I have written a number of articles on my father, which focus on the various aspects of his life and career. Dad passed away at the age of 84.

https://youtu.be/AkofK6hmvE0?si=sETWOELdToBm_55F

As a tribute to my father, who wrote and published his first short story at the age of seventeen, published several books, founded a Roman Catholic unification movement (Ambassadors for Jesus), worked tirelessly for our minority Anglo-Indian community in India, who completed a “Story-thon” (non-stop Storytelling for three and a half hours), was a chronicler of the Eurasian community, he worked as a librarian at St. Xavier’s College for over 40 years, I created an online Museum, in his honour. I would call Dad, a one-man band, as he would do so much in his life, and every day, was filled with writing, publishing and doing work for his community.

https://youtu.be/TkpwNimMtK8?si=kcsxYYh9BpwevxG2

My Dad, was my Hero, mentor and a legend in my eyes. He was a good friend, and we would have many discussions over several cups of tea. We were still in touch, even when I was miles away in London, and he lived in India. Dad and I shared a strong bond. Dad, always followed the motto of “The Christophers”, who published a newsletter, which was, “Better to Light One Candle, then to curse the Darkness”.
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The Thirty Days of the Calendar Man
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At the end of every year,

Dad would buy four calendars.

Two calendars for the living room,

One calendar for the dining room.

The bedrooms were calendar free.

He picked each one carefully,

Each one was placed strategically.

My Dad was the original Calendar man,

As I would like to call him at the end of a month.

The collection of calendars was special,

The large dates calendar was in the dining room,

It had each day marked for things to do.

From shopping and paying bills,

The events and places with stuff to do.

The two calendars in the living room,

We quite special and rare too.

There was a religious one with the Saints,

An ordinary scenery one, with small dates.

Each day always had a special place,

For my father, our family in our homely space.

The Calendar man was always busy,

Getting things done from morning till night.

He did his work outside the home,

He always had a purpose for every roam.

The evenings and the nights were busy too,

He wrote his poetry, stories and essays,

On religions, love, politics and history too.

I follow the tradition of the Calendar man,

Always filling a day as much as I can.

The Calendar man was based on a comic I read,

As a child, that inspired me with the phrase.

Every day, as I go about my work and live my day,

I know that I am also the son of the Calendar man,

While I live, love and write as much as I can.

Poet’s Note: This poem was inspired by the comic, “The Thirty Days of the Calendar Man”. The original Calendar Man was a villain in the DC Comics and a foe of the Batman.
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When an Anglo-Indian Author met an Anglo-Indian Actor
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Image taken from the video of “Who Do You Think You Are?”

As a young man, my father Melvyn Brown, was a writer and a performer. Dad would tell children stories in schools in Calcutta, as well as on the All-India Radio, and he came to be known as “The Storyteller”. Dad also performed on stage with a number of hilarious comedy sketches, as a young man, during the days of “The Band Wagon”, which I never saw, but my father would tell me about those variety shows in Calcutta, during the 1960s and 1970s.

Over the years, my dad, Melvyn Brown, came to be known as the Chronicler of the Anglo-Indian community in India and abroad, having written a number of books, articles and lectured on the mixed-race community in India. The Anglo-Indian an ethnic minority community was created in 1600, when the British East India Company came to India for trade. The Anglo-Indian community came about when British and European men inter-married or had affairs with Indian women, their progeny came to be known as Anglo-Indians or Eurasians or as Half-Caste, over the past 400 years.

My father, Melvyn Brown, was contacted in 2007 by the BBC for an interview with Alistair McGowan, a popular British comedian, for the BBC genealogical program, “Who Do You Think You Are?”, where popular celebrities try to trace their roots.

Alistair’s meeting with my father, Melvyn Brown, was recorded and broadcast by the BBC. I remember my dad telling me that Alistair said that he reminded him of his father, George with the same tone of voice and appearance. Alistair’s father was an Anglo-Indian, but did not tell his children about his origins, race and culture.

It was a historic day in Anglo-Indian history, when a popular Anglo-Indian writer and chronicler of the community, met a famous British actor and comedian, Alistair McGowan, who was exploring his Anglo-Indian roots in India. My Dad, Melvyn Brown, passed away on the 25th of June, 2023, in Kolkata, India, at the age of 84 years.
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A BRIEF ENCOUNTER IN TIME WITH PATRICK SWAYZE  By Melvyn Brown
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Melvyn Brown and Patrick Swayze

Calcutta-India-1991





In such unpredictable times, the passing of a screen icon amounts to a tragic loss on that side of the scale which keeps cinema pulsating. Clearly, we in India have best known Patrick Swayze for his American doctor role as Max Lowe, in the 1992 movie CITY OF JOY. He was a three-times Golden Globe nominated actor, especially for the smash success of the 1987 film DIRTY DANCING. Patrick was the recognized macho, country-boy and romantic hero around the world.

The year was 1991. The place, Calcutta. I happened to be walking down Chowringhee under the Grand Hotel Arcade when I saw him. It was Patrick Swayze in person. In those years I was a freelance journalist, with a steady job as librarian in St. Xavier’s College, and doing a regular weekly stint as ‘Peter Pan’ for “The Herald”. Here was the excuse. A good enough reason to start a conversation. My mother would always say: Never venture, never win.

Patrick Swayze was a ‘big person ‘(physically) in front of me. After having introduced myself, the tide took a wonderful course. His warm and welcome smile is always worth recalling. He was polite and listened to me closely. After a few minutes he put his hand on my shoulder and took me for coffee in the Grand hotel. We ended up having two cups and four pastries.
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