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lIE old rain tree was no

more, and the play-
und seemed

memory ol. Other

am High

than 1

"~ M Iht:
as | remembercd leaving it 42
yeurs ., even in its [resh

- The headmaster's room was
at the same end of the build-

ing, with fts wooden table -
'in the middle. flat, round
school bell hung at the same

‘spot on Lhe verandah, possibly
from the same wooden beam.
' The verandah ran the length of
'the barracks-ltke, single-story
' building, onc side o to the
- playground, the other lined by
classrooms, one following the
‘other. Onc of those classrooms
.used to be mine, where we so
‘often played Lricks — some of
- them mean — on our Sanskrit
. teacher.

. Across Lthe road from the
_headmaster's end of the school
were the village post oflice,
the dispensary, a couple of
. sundry shops, just as before.
Around the trunk of another
' huge rain tree, which survived,
- There was one big change,
ithough, which pleased. In
-‘hu days, the usced o
be all boys. Now it admilled
girls, oo, though thcy sat in
separate benches. They wore
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Bangl
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 Of Rivers, Memories and Bangladesh

there. The old homestecads no
longer existed. At the back
used to be a strip ol thickly-
growing bamboos, which sup-
plied the slats for our walls
and though which our short
cut to school lay. It had been
cleaned out.

A row of ancienl mango
trees stood behind the kitchen
block, across a patch of ficld
where we grew mung bcans
and potatocs. On stormy
nights, through broken sleep,
we Joved to hear the thuds of
falling mangocs coming
through Lhe rain. Waking. up,
our first job was to run there
and look for them among the
thieck, sodden undergrowth.

Those trees, too., were
gonc.
Down Lthe road from us, the
Chowdhurys, of which Nirad C.
is the most famous one, had
their complex of pucea houses,
We had a short cul going to
their place through our back-
yard, and | remcmber sneak-
ing up there ever so often to

recent visit, I saw little evidence that
is working towards a future of tourism.
One had to look real hard to s

ght me in

a tourist in Dhaka.
Bangkok brought

no.more than half-a-dozen people who could have

been tourists.'

brightly-coloured saris,
when they out during

class break, play nd
hnhmﬂrmdnflm.l

Time had brought to
Banagram other changcs. They
were nol as '

A crowced had gathered and
followed us on the short walk
from the school o the part of
vi where we used to live.
At Puran Para, | stopped lo
look for the bnh;pwnd
Id their lour-
. naments and we practiscd
with pomeclos stolen from
neighbours’ trees. It had be-
come a rice ficld. the

nd was an abandoned
temple, where village

youngs h out and | had
my flirst siealthy smoke. |
couldn’'t find it . But

smaller ones. third was
ours. It loocked cleaner Lthan
before. A narrow path led from
it to Lthe hoube, line by 1wo
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stcal land-lotuses from a tree
onc of the Chowdhury families
had.

The complex had disap-

without a trace, with
its porches and porticos and
pavilions. In its place, people
now farmed rice. As | stood
wa a new crop was be-
ing planted nexit Lo a patch
where Lhe young rice had
grown knee-high.

s that's :

Yet, | liked to be re, in
the place | had known as a boy,
among memories of a past Lhat
is still an eternal present.

By now, Lhe crowed Lailing
us had become larger. There
was the usual complecment of
children, simply hanging
around. There were youngsters
with keen and curious looks
who wouldn't lalk. There were
men who would smile when-
ever you caughl their cycs. One
of them now offered me a pan.
| had not notliced thc little
roadside shop that had lpr;.u,:
up between our pond
Panu's and sold pans, biris, ci-

tcs, malchboxes, bottled
rinks, and other bare neces-
sitics of village lifc.

An old man in a c
lungl and a brown-coloured tu-
nic seccmed almost on the
verge of wears. lie made no ef-
fort to hide his emotions.
“things are no longer tLhe

A Contrast Between Pre-Independence

same," he lamented. "But it's
s0 nice to sec you here. Wh
don't you stay the night? Will
you'come again? It's a pity you
pecoplc have stopped coming.”

It was touching. It made my
day. Somcthin hadn't
changed, somcthing that
transformed the little
childhood village of my
imaginalion into a reality that
could suddenly be touched.

| looked back down the
road, past the ponds where
the Chowdhurys used to im-
mersc their Durga images alter
the annual festival, "There used
lo be a canal over there,” |

said .

"It's still there,” the old
man replied.

| didn't ask i the lotuses
were Lthere, 1oo. We used to
take a boat down the canal to
hunt for lotus pods. were
nol casy to come by, the big,
ripc ones which containcd the
mosl succulcent sceds. It was
fun o cat them.

As | left, afltcr endless
goodbyes and come- ns, a
though struck me: can't

Bangladesh to constder ex-

ploiting for its bencfit senti-
mental journcys such as | had

{:ﬂ made? There will always
people who would pay any-
thing just for Lthe chance 1o re-
live memory. Across the bor-
der in Wesl Uengal, there are
milllons whose carly memo-
rics, like minc, lic on this side
of the border. Courted, can-

Boat carrying jute, the golden fibre on the river Meghna

vassed, and. cncouraged, and
with the formalities and re-
strictions ' of travel reduced,
they would love to come for
that brief glory of adventure
back in Ume. .

For Bafgladesh, it could be
the beginning of a credible
tourism programme. -

Does Bangladesh need
tourism? Absolutely, cven [ it's
not the scnlimental kind. The
country isn’'L quite blest with
raw malerials. It can't build its
future on heavy industiries of
its own. It must develop itsell
as a scrvice cconomy — even in

industry, as Singaporc has

o
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done, or llong Kong, or
Taiwan. And In any scrvice
economy, lourism is always a
major clement.

During my rceent vieit, |
saw little ecvidence that
Bangladesh is working towards
a future in Wouritsm. One had to
look real hard 10 spol a tourist
in Dhaka. The Thai
International flight that
brought me in from Bangkok
brought no more than hall-a-
dozen people who could have
been tourtsts.

Any yct, there arc things a
tourtst can do in Bangladesh.
Of course, there's Cox's Dazar
with its wide sandy becach on
which, thcey say, one could
drive a Jeep all the way south
to the UBurmese border.
Therc's E‘.hilln,fmt where the
sea and the hills blend to give
the city a raw bul picturesque

¥ 2 i
beauty. There are the ruins of
Mainamoti and Paharpur,
where history becomes almost
homely in the modesty of its
appearance. There are the up-
lands of Sylhet, where tea
grows, lifc is rclaxed, and the
landscape is gently beautiful.
There are the Sunderbans, the
delta swamps with Lheir nu-
merous offshore islands, where
tigers roam, crocodiles
abound, and some of the rich-
est mangroves in the world
await the jungle trekker.

But, above all, there are the
rivers, th¢ mighty rivers of
Bangladcesh, always wild but
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cver caplivating in the sheer
majestly of their appearance.
And the greal lakes, the haors,
once the [eared preserves of
pirates, now a ncglected
heaven for anglers, hunters,
and natlurc-lovers. One could
make them one's golden
ponds, and | would haue like Lo
spend an entire vacation there
if the proper lacilitics « usited.

Instead, | took tlic morning
steamcer to Chandpur for a
day's trip up and down the
river. The rivers, to be correet,
for you actually corss Lhree of
them — the DBuriganga. the
Dhaleshwari, and the Meghna.
Meghna, the cloud-river, the
dark beauty!

We had the two uppermost
cabins on the Australian-built
beat, all the ourselves, Oulside
the cabins, we had the vpen
rool. We stood under a big,

muddy monsoen sky, in a
strong and moist monsoon
brecze, and watched Sadar
Ghat, Dhaka, recede with its
din and bustle. Around us, a
thousand rivercraft moved —
slteamers going to or coming
[rom Barisal; flats laden with
jute, merchandise, or simple
sand; boasts laying out fishing
nets; ferries carrying pcople
across; dinghies with lonely
men just sailing up and down.
The river heaved with ac-
tivity. Jellics passed, cold
storages on both banks, lacto-
rics, red bricks stored in
massive piles. In the captain's
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cabin, a middle-aged man with
a goatec and closc-cropped
hair was at the wheel. He sat
on a stool and chewed pan, his
lungi gathercd up around his
knees and a keen scowl in his
cyes, lis assistant sat on a
chair ncxt to the cabin door
and his stubbled [ace scemed
adequately rolaxed. ~

The man — the assistant —
was from Sandwip. the island
ofT the Chitlagong coast where
hundreds of thousands per-
ished in the May cyclone.

His folks werc okay, by
God's grace, he told me.

"Once in a while | go and
visit them,” he said allér we
gol inlo a conversation. "Dut
that's not often. Most of Lhe
time, I'm sailing.”

He took out a pan, chewed
it for a while, put one lcg up
on the chair to be more com-

fortable, matting his fingers
around his knec, and Al
have been sailing since one
could buy four sers of rice for
an anna.” Must have been a
long, long time ago.

Beyond Daudkandi, the
river was like a sea, one vast
expanse ol water whose far
ends could not be scen. Here
and there, little lines of green
streaked the muddy water, as
if a painter had swiped his
brush across the canvas, and
signified villages. Somelimes a
cow could be scen standing in
knce-deep walter, lost. Farmers
working in half-submerged
rice fields. A washed-out foot-
ball field, the goal-posts re-
flected in the still water. The
Mlooded shell of a village
mosque. |

A line of fishing boats lazed
in the sun, wonderfully silhou-
clled against the horizon. They
had two-ticred sails of white,
red, brown, and blued, adding
to that muddy wilderness of
water a dramatic patch of

all over, and still coming,
billowing out anh:'( reaching
above my head. On the open
river, light ebbed, dimmed,
and filed with shadows. Then
the rains came, first in a spray
of drizzle, then in blinding tor-
renis. Earth, river and sky be-
came one, wiping eve

from sight. Only a hg:mr:!
mained, one pervasive hazi-
ness, one fecling, and the
sound of rain falling, lalling
falling.

Dusk [ell on the river as
quictly as the dropping of dew.
On¢ could almost feel it com-
ing. An abundant breeze below,
smolhering me in the face and
body. Grass grew thick under-
fool, accenling the serenity.
Two rows ol coconut palms
lined a narrow path [rom the
Agricultural University guest
housc and ran in a straight line
as [ar as one could see. One by
one, lights went on in the uni-
versily quartiers. The last
strollers went home. A lonely
boat sailed by.

It was a lovely strand, left to
wasle. And ycl, a little effort
would have made a big difler-
ence : Little arcas to rest and
picnic in: maybe a promenade
with benches and lookout
points; coltages one could rent
for the night; rcstaurants one
could order a simple meal
from: [ishing trips, il they

‘A line of fishing boats lazed in the sun, wonderfully
silhouetted against the horizon. They had two-tiered

sails of white, red, brown and blue, adding

to that

muddy wilderness of water a dramatic patch of

colour.'

colour.

At Chandpur, | wanted 1o sit
by the river, under a garden
umbrella, to sip a leisurely
drink, read a leisurcly book,
walch a lcisurely sky, imbibe
the lcisurely breeze, and, if
bored, take a leisurcly walk by
the river. | hall expected that
there would at least be an open
sandbar somewhcre, where
one could sit on a rustic bench
in the shadow of a straw shed
and order a rustic meal of
hilsa.

But it was nol to be that
way. There was no open sand-
bar anymorc at Chandpur, and
all the litter and outgrowth of a
busy trading town had
crowded out whatever was left
of the walcrfront. So, | came
oul ol the terminal building,
crossed a couple ol railway
lines, took a rickshaw, and
hcaded for downtown
Chandpur, which was like
downltown anywherce clse in
Bangladesh. | had my hilsa all
right, at a restaurant which
had overhcad fans, curtained
cabins, tablecs with coverings,
and a lol ol noisc [rom a radio
that nobody bothered to switch
ofl.

On the way back, thc mon-
soon brokc. From a corner of
the wide sky, dark clouds rosc
and came menacingly like
charging bulls. Soon, they were

and Post-Independence Literature

by Abu Hena Mustafa Kamal

Introduction by
Dr Anisuzzaman

This article
occasion

being presented to the readers on the
of the second death anniversary. on 23

1991, of Professor Abu Hena Mustafa

il

brillant academic

|

of
of

5

the Universities of*
relurned to the Univers
., He was elected

Professor
University

Teachers’ Association,
Hall and Director-General of the Shilpakala
and was holiling the post of Director-General
Academy at the time of his death in 1989

is best remembered as a successful

a man of unusual versatility.
in Pabna in 1936, Abu Hena Mustafa Kamal had
record including first class
and Masters degree iIn
Dhaka and a PhD from the University of
Aller brieflly leaching atl
Dhaka as a Lecturer in 1963, moved lo
Rajshahi and Chittagon

i from the

he the

g and
of Dhaka in 1979 as a
t of the Chitlagong

Provost of

a sparkling table-

A host ol poets including
Shamsur Rahman, Hasan
Hafizur Rahman, Al Mahmud
and Shahid Quadri made Ltheir
presence fcit not only for the
message Lhey transmitied, bul
also for Lhe highly stylized
forms and diction they evolved.

Our [ictional prose was also
enriched by the significant
contribution ol writers like
Anis Chowdhury, Abdul Ghalfler
Chowdhury and Syed Shamsul
Huq among many others.

It was during the carly six-
ties that Munir Chowdhury, a

phymhl of outstanding abil-
ity, initlated almost sin-

g c-hlndcdz’c a tLheatre
movement which may be said

to have sown the first sceds of
modernism in our histrionic
aclivities.

He wrote, direcied
and produced his plays despite
scrious social and economic
constraints.

Al about the same time,
under the leadership of the
Bengali department of Dhaka
Universily, a group of young
scholars undertook a series ol
rescarch studics to the
discovery of new horizon of
ﬂonpll?u

ralure and language
hitherio unknown.

To be precise, an immea-

surable amount of cnthusiasm
marks the litcrary creativily in
Bangladesh during the
Pakistan period. But the con-
tinued manifestation of the
colonial attitudes of the ruling

class had no doubt retardcd
the spontancous growth of our
Micrature 10 a great extent.

WiLh the gradual detcriora-
tion of the political stluation,
cultural freedom was reduced

I
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Then Director-General of Ba
receiving Jyoti Basu, Chief

and censorship was hcavily
imposed on the free play of
creative abilities. A director of
the Bangla Academy was
relived of his office the
government when a 19th
cenlury play, based on a
historic cpisode of mecdieval
Rajputana, written by Michael
Mudhusudan Dutt was pro-
ducced by his organization.

No doubt that this kind of
parochial outlook could have

la Acade
inister of

. the author
est Bengal,

India, at the academy premises during the latter's visit to

Bangladesh in 1987,

becen anything but 'nial
for the healthy ol a lt-
erature. And the last days df
Pakistan were trying enough to
disillusion thosc who had once
dreamt ol a society, frec [rom

persecution and cxploftation.

It was only natural for them to
identify with the Liberation
War in 1971 to unfetier them-
selves from political as well as
cultural domination.

Indcpendence of DBangla-
desh however released a fresh
wave of emotional afllucnce
that clearly distinguishes our
post liberation Mteraturc form
that of the pre-liberation

period.

While the ncw stale
was yet to recover [rom the
{ devastation caused by Lthe
beration war, poets ahd play-
wrights, novelists and intellec-
t lost no time o overcome
the griel and initiate a new cra
of creative activity.

Potentials hindered so long
by relentless opposition, were
sct free.

mﬂl.

Even at a casual
this can be discerned

quantitative as well as
qualitative that occurs
in the post Independence

Bangladesh literature. Hun-
dreds of poets have published

could be organiscd; boating for
those who love waler sports;
rafls one could lake midstream
and anchor Lo rclax, to sun, or
simply Lo lic back and watch
the clouds.

Lovcly, loo, was the drive up
from Dhaka. The well-paved
road passcd bcetlween sal
forcsts and rice fields that
looked wondcrfully manicured
and glowed in various shades
of green and yellow.

Occasionally, we passed
small roadsidc markets where
farmers, . brought their pro-
ducc: fish, vegelables, spinach,
[ruits, eggs, jars ol molasses.
Sellers in bare bodies and
lungis sat on the ground. Some
dozed. Children played hop-
scotch. Cows snifled around.
Dogs wandered aimlessly, wait-
ing for somclhing to happen.
in the shade of trces, rick-
shaws stood by, their drivers
happily aslecp.

| loved that face of
Bangladesh. It was the face of
life. It was a face from my
drecams. | would love to pass
that way again. | would go and
sit by the river again il | could,
even if the grass on its banks
grew thick and wild, the co-
conut palms along its deserted
paths offcred no shelter, and
the cvening brought to it early
spooky shadows.

But not all tourists would.

their anthologies, not less than
five hundred in number,
during the last 14 ycars.

Novels and short slories are
nol lagging behind other.

With Dhaka clevated [rom a
provincial township to a new
metropolitan cily, a ncw com-
plexity of life confronts the
post libcration novclist and
story teller and while meeting
the challenge the author in his
turn also equips himself with
an outlook and insight hitherto
unknown of. Old values have
ceriainly yiclded place to the
ncw.

And a study
of Lthe fictions of the two -

ods wnderscores the s -
qucnt metamorphosis without
any fail.

It is often and rightly sai
that the liberation of
h has for the first
time liberated our theatre. The
group theatre movement has
now grown reolts in owur
cultural life. It has stabilized its
position in socicly as an im-
portant performing art and in
the wake of it, a considerable
number of powerful as well as
promising playwrights have
shown up. Their success in
experimentation with modern
techniques have not only en-
larged the scope of
theatre, It also be said to
have ¢ our lterature
as a whole.

agat

confirmed by the fruition our
litcrature in post-Indepen-

be ru--l:.
now
of thane who latd
down Lheir lives the cause
ol indepen-dence.



