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REMINISCENCE

OF TREES AND MEN

Bangladesh is poor in many
things. Perhaps almost in ev-
erything excepting the size
and density nIP its ulation
and the frequency ol both their
births and deaths. There is a

great shortage here of univer-
sally accepted observations and
opinions. The one glorious ex-
to that is that sun rises

in the east (an observation)
and that it should better con-
tinue to do so (an opinion).
Every other thing, from the
national anthem or even from
the justification of there being
a state such as ours to whether
Lalon was a Muslim or a Hindu
to what is blue and what green
— not many tend to on
one answer. s is a
ﬂpnfhkﬂﬁerhpiﬂdlll a
sign of everything simply com-
ing unstuck socicty and valucs,
beauty and truth and goodness.
In such a situation it was
undoubtedly a milestone of
scnsibility that over the years
the came lo agree, very
slowly indeed, that trces
should not be felled at will, or
even hurt and that we should
rather let them live, what
then come as only as a
corollary to that, undcr the

force circumstances, camc in’

strongly from behind as the
best and most proposi-
tion in — morc
pronouncedly than the obvi-
ousness of such as we should

Whenever there is any-
where the talk of massive af-
forestation, society forestry,
preventing desertification and
soil erosion and
of soil etc. | cannot but recall
two dear names — one famous
and perhaps a little notorious,
and the other a rather un-
known but truly outsize man

of courage, imagination, un-

. hwﬁ and unflinch-

ing for the society and
the fellow beings.

Jadu Miah was almost an in-
stitution by himself long before
he became President Ziaur
Rahman's strangely unmanage-
able guru-cum-pet by even a
stranger designation senior
minister. When | met him in

Alamnagar, Rangpur resi-
dence in 1950 — he was the

us juniors in the
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la
had done a decade and a
before by becoming a minister

in the cabinet of Bogra
Mohammad Ali — the univer-
sily [reshman Suharawardy
made into a man back in 1946
by appointing Al as his finance
minister.

Jadu Bhai — or Mashiur
Rahman (o the wider world —
was for many years a Muslim
League hardliner. Then one
day he switched over to the
Bhashani brand of left politics.
Ziaur Rahman — [resh from the
barracks, or truer still he was
still in the barracks — needed
as many political cushions as
hF could fish out [rom the lot
of the greedy oncs — s
of the lift variely. Mﬁﬂ
Bhai would be hooked was be-
yond our imagination — we
who had in the meantime been
distanced from him by the
strange turns and twists of lcft
politics. Bul by then we had
become inurcd to such weird
idcas as ‘using’ people for idco-
logical cnds — Toaha using a

n Sh-huudﬂuhm\vm Waheedul Haque

many of which were not fore-
sceable. And practically noth-
came of it. | wanted to re-
one of Jadu Bhai's fondest
dreams to underline the fact

‘that the railway tracks con-

tinue to cry to this day for eye-
soothing and environment-
cleansing avenues of trees on
their bare and barren sides ex-
cept for the Rajendrapur-
Sreepur stretch. '
This is perhaps not the
place to recall two car-
lier events that helped thce
greening of Dhaka rather than
depleting its famous green
caver an act that was one of
the most ul memories of
the regime Jadu Mian
to serve. First is Mr. Jabbar's
creation of the garden now
called the Ramna Green. This
cngineer from Mymensingh
was a man of both idea and ac-
tion. He did at least five big
things which, in his capacity of

the chiefl of the works depart-

to agree to the fair demand for
he was shortly going to gill the
natifon its first Constitution on
which would guarantee a statc
kecping completely aloof from
matters of religious connec-
tion. And‘in the early days of
independence he had also to
be particularly wary of being
dubbed as soft on Hindus and
India — a campaign to which
cffect had commenced much
earlier than could ever be con-
ceived.

Sheikh Mujibur Rahman
could not give the temple back
— instead he gave the nation,
and not a community, a spa-
cious garden which, alter the
Calcutta Maidan, fabled as the
Gorer Math, had been cut up
into many pleces — is decid-
edly the biggest city park for
all the Bengali speaking pco-
ples of the world. So goes the
story which many believe to be
true. The lines of coconut and
‘mahogany trces by the Ramna
side of the Udyan grew as a
part of the development of the
Udyan itsclf.
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It ws uubtedly

a milestone of sensibility that over the years the

society came to agree, very slowly indeed, that trees should not be
we should

felled at will, or even h

Maulana, incidentally called
Bhashani, 0 further the cause
of socialism and quite a big
strand of left politicians sup-
porling Ayubian military dicta-
torship with the plea that they
were only using Ayub lo

him n a window nnhlthls
world for an isolated Pecking —
as also to encourage him to
challenge the supremacy of the
Indo-Sovietl axis in the subcon-
tinent. Brilliant students of the
other strand of lefues were

fiitrating the bastion of feudal
capitalistic military colonial
power axis of Pakistan. Jadu
Bhai had around him many
hr:ful young people bristlin
with such wonderful ideas o
Justifying every faflure and

every act of greed and
career bullding and every
of stratagem resorted to
p away [rom the main-
stream politics of

i

same in every possible way.
Bhai could well have re-
o the idea ol 'using’
Rahman against an
backlash spear-
-Soviet
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improvements he cffected
in the carriages and their
runnings and still manymore
were on his mind. Then he
tried to put the Raflways to a
use. This was

through the

massive af-

this land needed so

idea was o

trees running

tracks for the

them. For this
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Mteral of their
return.

of tree-
into a
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ment, he ncedn't as well have
donc at all, His was the main
thrust in building the Dhaka-
Aricha Road, the Ramna ,
sciling up Lthe headquarters ol
the Engincering Institution for
all Pakistan in Dhaka just
across the road from his gar-
den, founding the Eastern
Banking Corperation now
could the Uttara Bank and also
the Segun Bagicha High
School.

Before the recent attack of
bad maintenance and bad se-
curity — the Ramna Green, the
vepue of the Pahela Baishakh
national celebration of the
chtll new year, served the
Dhaka residents’ needs for a
F,reen patch of fragrance and
resh air most satislyingly.
From 1956 till the trees of the

young peo
newly weds. No doubt Mr.

Jabbar was inspired to situate
his garden there because of an
carlier tradition of the n-
tine, limed on one side by ta-
sise raintrees and

now
obliterated copse of big-leaf
Segun trees, drawing from all
over the city people loo
_hrllpello?lohuldemlh.::t
of beauty.
The rise of the
an is inextricably linked
the greatest man of our
eme state. It is widely
believed to be an outcome of
one of his many ions of
presence of mind and a pen-
chant for dectsions arrived at a
thu fashion. The
Pakistani army, in

thetr nnTpiln to prove that
they were, through commit-
ting the carnage and the
genocide of ‘71, only making
East Pakistan safe for Islam
from the inroads of Hindu in-

U
wi
new

ook the city an
Pakistanis surrendered. This

rather let them live.

It is time to lurn lo our
other hero — an almost un-
known man. His link with the
eflorts of greening the country
was much too fortuitous. And
as such it needs to be told in
some detail so as to make ft
credible. Can we, before em-
barking on that lengthy job,
give a moment or two to other
men who served green life and
nature and endeavoured to re-
alise their dreams. Two of
them live till today and may
they live up to be centenarians.
One of them is Santosh Babu of
Sherpur, Jamalpur. God knows
why and how he was inspired
to raise a en of such won-
derful collection and beauty
tucked in a corner of the most
vulgarly prosaic part of that
otherwise nice little island
housing ‘dachas’ and villas — or
palaces, i you will of
Cornwalliss's grand children or

Treasure Hunt in Dire St

JAKARTA — The hunt for
the wreckage of the Por-
tuguese galleon ‘Flor de la Mar'
(Flower of the Sea). which
sank in the Straits of Malacca
in the 16th century, has set off
a row Iinvolving ministers,
lawyers, historians and busi-
nessmen in Indonesia.

The of the sunken
ship's treasures, said to be
woi th billions of dollars. could
also involve Indonesia in a dis-
pute with neighbouring
Malaysia which has also staked
a claim. '

"The scramble for the un-
dersea treasure has now be-
come a political issue needing
political solutions.” said A. B.
Lapian, historian and re-
scarcher at Indonesia’'s Insti-
tute of Science (LIPI).

Archaeologists insist that no

historical heritage recovered

from Indonesian seas should
be sold as objects of trade.
Lawye
must stop until after the gov-
ernment is to deal with

after Jayatama

of 10 firms authorised
Jakarta to salvage
la Mar, announced it

the wreckage eight

the zaminders. Nothing can

ding as a cluster of rice mills
with their concrete-laid flats
broken by ungainly chi ;
Santosh Babu is himsell a rice
miller — but one always finds
him in a small construction at
the far corner of his mill but
facing his garden — the light of
his eyes. But he is a sad man
too. Every night there is steal-
ing of the more precious
plants — many of the nocturnal
visitors coming from the di-
rection of the cantonment. But
he complains most about the
vandalising raids by collegc |
girls — coming in droves to fall
upon his copse of Chinesc
guava trees. But the complain- |
ing is done with a glint of de-
light and pleasure in his cycs. |
didn't find what I have been
looking for over decades — the
creeper Malati and the trees
Pial and Parul. But Chamcli was
there which | have failed to
mecl in my crisscrossing so-
journs of olur dear land.
Santosh Babu has an interest
for growing exotic things —
and together with cardamom
and cinnamon and close; won-
der of wonders, there werce
raspberries fruiting in this
tropical humid cranny of an is-
land. Much like the padre who
has been growing, for long I

hear, avocadoes in his church- {

yard in Madhupur, Tangail.
Santosh is no doubt carry-
ing on in the Tradition of
Iswar Guha, the arboricultural
wizard who flourished in
nearby Jamalpur town in the
carlier parts of this country.
His chetana (mind the name, O
reader | Nursery was known
and envied all over undivided
India and his plonecring work
in hybridizing evernew species
of improved fruits and flowers

with her
admirers,

werce recognised throughout
vhe world. The muktear — or
sccond class lawyer by profes-
sion also wrote an encyclope-
dia of arboriculture-horticul-
ture in 27 volumes which, due
to factors beyond his control,
couldn't be published. All that

remains of Iswar Guha's works
is the big round kilogram

weighing brinjal that is
to ma ﬁay over the m

from Galffargaon to the
Bahadurabad Ghat. All that re-
mains of the chetana Nurse
is a lone — very lovely lndczg
— Garjan tree standing on the
entry point of the Jamalpur
town.

For [rom Sherpur-Jamalpur
there is a small family garden
that once had a very good —
shall we not say t? collec-
tion of Jawba — hibiscus rosa
sinensis — a little over a hun-
dred varicties. This cute little
thing — known as Hiru Bhai's

Zillur Rahman Siddiqui

her, the scene was
within the confines
under

lady, quite small and shrunken
years, talking to

obliging the
autograph-hungry youngsters,

responding to greetings, being
led to her appointed seat on

the dais, tenderly supported by
younger hands, so unsteady
her steps these"days. And on
all these occasions, | have seen
her as a flickering flame which
any vagrant whiff of wind could
snuff out any moment. Sufia
Kamal, on her eightieth birth-
day, is cxactly that, a flickering

From a poet to a
public figure, that is
how one sees the
jon of this
lady, now in her
eightieth year.

flame, but a flame that has
deflied not only vagrant winds
but tempests, too, and that
continues to emit a steady
light.

Sufia Kamal (1911-) is still
lovingly, almost nostalgically,
mentioned as a poet, though
her poetic days are long past.
Most of us were not born, and
many of us were but toddlers
when she appeared on the lit-
erary scene, befriended and
heralded by Nazrul Islam,
among others. She wrote ro-
mantic verses, and the theme
of love, love found and lost,
had a genuine, personal ring in
her poetry. The metre was
flawless, and the diction
chaste. Both in her personal si-
tuation and in the moving
poignancy of her verse, she
casily recalled another poetess
of an earlier generation,
Kamini Roy of Alo O Chhaya.
She took her readers by sur-

rise, for she appeared almost
rom nowhere, a young female
from a feudal Muslim family
that zealously guarded its
women folk from the world
outside and kept them away
from institutional education.
Some Arabic and Persian and
Ufrdu with an indifferent dose
ol Bengali perhaps, — yes that
was about all. Stfga Ha:::al has
herself told us the story of how
she was brought up in the iso-
lation of that country seat of
the family in Barisal. It sounds
so far ofl now when the corri-
dors of our colleges and uni-
versitics are loud with female

Bagan — tucked away in Char
Kamalapur on the River Kumar
— at outskirts of the small and
beautifully kept Faridpur mu-
nicipality which has been
aptly called rather as 'a street
in * search of a town' — has
mariy delightful plants brought
from all over the subcontinent
by Hiru Bhai — who would
perfectly fit John Galsworthy's

Ittle man.

of Tanjung Jamboayee on
Sumatra’'s northern tip. A US
marine archaeologist, Robert
Marx, confirmed the ’

italan diamond dealer
Brouno de Vincenty, who is in-
volved in the search. says thé
ship carried 400 tonnes of

caro — jewels, gold bars,
crowns, statues — worth nine

footsteps.

From Rokeya Sakhawat
Hossain to Sufia Kamal, how-
ever, there was some advance
in the social status of Muslim
women. Begum Rokeya was a
lady in her veils, and when she
spoke to men, she did so from
‘behind a screen. That was the
dictate of as it was un-
derstood those days. | do not
remember to have-:seen any

ATELY, whenever | have  picture of Sufia Kamal in her
had an occasion to see veils, or in her ' burkha'. If she
ever had to wear one, she must
have come out of it soon
enough. Today, she has her
sari-end drawn over her head,
hall covering it, and it just
adds that touch of dignity and
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Sufia Kamal : A Tribute
L

invariably a concourse of men,
a meeting

perhaps be as dead and forbid-| of a hall, or in the open
a canopy, and the fair and frail
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sought by all who in this coun-
try constitute the forces for
pcace, progress, emancipation
of women and democracy. And
her name always comes first in
a |list of promoters or

protestors, as the case may be.
On numerous occasions, we

Sufia Kamal turns 80, while she is still active.

grace which informs her whole
personality. There is nothing
markedly patrician about her
figure, though, unless we dis-
cern its trace in her carriage,
her demeanour. Over the
years, she has kept and con-
firmed her place as a poet. She
has not led any literary move-
ment, nor can it be said that
her poetry has kept pace with
the movement of times. But
this much it certainly can be
claimed that her poetic voice
has been consistently authen-
tic, in perfect harmony with
the integrity of her personality.

The two together have put her
in a place, in the estimation of
her countrymen, where she is
second to none.

From a poet to a public fig-
ure, that is how one sees the
transformation of this lady,
now in her eightieth year. But
one must be careful as one
uses that expression, _ public
figure. Sufia Kamal is not in
politics, in the o SEnsc
of the word. She is with the
people. But on occasions, she
has been in the thick of poli-
tics, only politics in its broad,
non-partisan aspecl. Increas-
ingly over the past two
decades and more, she ‘has
been in the ([ront-line of
democratic movements. She
has provided unique leader-
ship in all movements in the
cause of women, and in the
cause of peace and disarma-
ment. Her support is eagerly

billion dollars, making it the
world's richest undersea trea-
sure. But Jayatama has put the
value at one billion dollars.

The is negotiating
with the ndon-based
Christie's auction house to sell
the treasures to pay salvage
costs estimated at US$50 to
US8100 millon.

A treasure hunt for the wreckage of a Jewel-laden

Portuguese galleon in the

Straits of Malacca has got

bogged down in a controversy. Abdul Razak of IPS

rs maintain the hunt |

Isttkatjipta, one |

The Flor de la Mar, skip-
pered by Admiral Alfonso
d'Albuquerque, sank in the
Straits of Malacca in 1511,
with treasures plundered from
the palace of the Sultan of
Malacca. on Malaysia's south-
western coast. .

The galleon was cruising
home to its base in Goa, a Por-
t enclave in India, when
it hit reefs and sank off the In-
donesian island of Sumatra.
Malaysia claims rights to the
Flor de la Mar's treasure and is
secking Indonesia's help in
having them returned to
Malacca. '

The waters of the Straits of
Malacca between

kages of numer-

ous ships that sank during the
|5th and 16th centuries.

The Indonesian government
has licensed 10 firms. each of

which has to 100 million
rupiah (US$52.000) deposit,
o recover u treasures
and war loot hidden by
Japanese occupation forces
during World War 11

have seen her leading a protest
march in the streets of Dhaka.
Her unflinching courage in all
our dark days, her unfaltering
voice, low but firm, have always
been a source of inspiration for

her le.
G The nation owes

her a deep debt of gratitude,
for what she has been all these
years, for what she has meant
to a people still struggling for
light, for emancipation, for a
life of freedom and dignity.

The nation salutes this
high-spirited and high-minded
lady, Begum Sufia Kamal, on
her eightieth birth-day. May
she live a hundred years, in
the fullest enjoyment of health

and happiness.

An eminent educationist and

poet, the author is a former
Vice Chancellor of Jaha-

ngimagar University and for
mer Adviser to the erstwhile
caretaker government.

In order to accommiodate a
number of topical features

in today's section,
have held over the
regular column "My World"

for this week. Editor,

Magazine Section

raits

what was then called the East
Indies where Dutch, Por-
tuguese and Spanish ships
cruised for trade and mhn:;'
Jakarta banned unau
rised treasure hunting in 1986
after 1t lost out on a treasure
trove of ceramic ware and gold

bars recovered from a Dutch
in the waters of the

shipwreck
Pm;iwpodi'mm
Christie's in Amsterdam.
Netherlands, claiming to
be the legal successor of the
East India y which

owned the ship, tock 100 per
cent of the US$15.3 million

~ Retired Indonesian Admiral
Sudomo who heads a commit-

that overscas salvage oper-
:;m says Indonesia will re-
turn any treasure found on the
Flor de la Mar to Malaysia.

But histortans like Lapian
say Malaysia cannot claim sole
ownership because the history

of the Malacca Sultanate was
[  linked with Indonesia.

1 the Portuguese in-
the




