Let Christmas be Every Day

by Judith de Costa

Look above you and you'll
ste a spotless blue sky. Look
around you and you'll see all
the green your eyes could wish
to behold. Birds twitter in r
car as the cool breeze blows
through your hair. Ah, sum-
mer, | hear you sigh. Well, a

Christmas to you tool

You've probably heard of the
perfect White Christmas in the
similarly — titled carol. It goes:

your ‘days be merry and
bright, and may all your
Chtistmases be white.” Me
and bright is all well and
but to me the rest is all wishful
thinking. I've never had the
pleasure of experiencing a
Christmas in the snow, build-
ing snowmen in the cold out-
side and then running indoors
to the beckoning aroma of hot
chocolate; to sit in front of a
blazing fire, toasting nuts and
marshmallows and gorging
mysell on Christmas goodies
like there's no tomorrow.
Then again, maybe the gorging
bit s not entirely true.

Just because winter in the
tropics is equivalent to sum-
mer in Eu or other cold
lands does not mean we do not
enfoy Christmas. Most folks
‘here enjoy the season just as it
comes because they don't
know ‘what they're missing
somewhere clse. Thousands of

therness.
Thus we have longer holidays
for such festival as Thankgiving
in America, Divali in India, Eid
in all Muslim countries and of
- course Christmas worldwide. |
could go on forever educating
you on the of holi-
day seasons but there are too
many (o even jusi mention.

Christmas in most
Christian-dominated countries

-

ing slogan "Price slash for the
holiday season”. The Christians
in Bangladesh are a minor race
though, so you'll rarely get
such offers here, except to
the diplomatic community
perhaps. That seems pretty
silly to me, considering the
fact that they pay for imported
stull from their own countrics,
when they can easily afford to
go home and spend Christmas
with the family. And some even
do! So while diplomats and
privileged persons (a lot of

om are not even Christmas)
stock up on imported tradi-
tional foodstuff for the season,
those, to whom it would make
a world of difference if they
could getl hold of a turkey are
unjustly deprived. That's not
very Christmasey, is it?

Nevertheless, we make up
for the lack of actual food by
receiving soul-food in plenty.
Our community has not been
carried too far on the wave of
Christraas-commercialism,
hence the spiritual tide of the
scason is stronger. We wel-
come the birth of Jesus Christ
by means of going to church
and celebrating mass in a less
flashy but nonthelcss magnifi-
cent aura. We welcome the
babe, Jesus, into our hearts by
partaking of the simple feast
offered at efther the vigil cele-
bration normally held at mid-
night of Christmas Eve or the
next morning. However, for
many years, il has been held an
hour ecarlier because by the
time we're homebound, we are
well into the next day.

In Bangladesh, the term
used for "Christmas”™ s
"Baradee”’, meaning "The Big
Day”. In English this is used as
a reference 1o one's wedding
day, especially for the bride as
it is obviously a turning point
in he: life. However, in my
opinion it is a fitting name
given o the auspicious. occa-
sion of Christmas. It is not a
time for non-Christians to feel
for there ts no hard and
rule saying you have to be
our faith to take part in the
tion. “There's a big sort
feeling which the
g day even in Bangladesh.
People get busy fixing up their
houses and colourfully decorat-
ing it with streamers, balloons
and other decorative ftems.
New clothes flash up on
Christmas Eve and the next
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In many ways Christmas
doesn’t differ much from Eid.

until you feel queasy, lots of
small talk... '

. The city folk have almost all
they could want for a great

. Christmas day. The big hotels

show the kids a great time

with presents, candy and santa

Claus, who agreed to come and
spend the day with them as his

for the deprived families living
in the rural areas. That's be-
cause there are too many
Cratchets and less responsive
Scrooges. Like the Cratchets,
there are familics just as bi

where the parents fee

ashamed that they cannot buy
their children a few new (or
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Caption: Christmas in a Bengali home

big deltvery has been made the
previous night while everyone
was =fther at church or asicep.
But for the less fortunate,
Christmas is just another day,
unless some generous person

makes it a special occasion for
them.

In our poor country, it is
only a handful who can afford
something nice for Christmas
and those who have the best of
the season to enioy can be
named straight oflf the top of
onc's head. I'm sorry to say
that whereas the ghosts of
Christmas convinced Ebenczer
Scrooge to see Bob Crachet's
plight and take pity on him.
There's no such luck in store
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second hand) clothes or even
one new toy. It is doubly hard
for them because giving one
child something means buying
stuff for the others, because if
everyone is not satisfied, hos-
tilities will spoil what little
comfort the time of year itsell
brings. I'm talking about folk
who can hardly afford a decent
meal once.a day and to whom a
plate of well-cooked rice
would be a luxury on Christmas

day.

The priests in Bangladesh
iry to alleviate the sheer mis-
ery of these people by asking
the well-to-do lo contribute
generously so that ¢they can at
icasl experience some joy In a
season when there should be
no hardships or worries.

Whereas we, the younger
generation, are the means
through which the elders
reach back in time, we are also
responsible for making our
parents feel worn out. It is In
order o bring a amile to our
faces and some hope for our
future that they toll away, year
in and oul, scrimping and sav-
ing so that we can throw away
the fruits of their labours later
on. If Christmas is a time for
giving for all then let's resolve
to give our folks a helping
hand from Lhe new year, In-
stcad of just the usual hard

Lhme.

I'm sure you resent being
iold o be better when you
thought you were already good.
Well, that's just it : be better:
good is not enoughl
After all I've told you about

. see a small tree coveted

how we spend Chrinll+|.
you're probably thinking,
sheesh-poor lot. You are
wrong. So what if we'r just a
few folk trying to influence ev-
eryone with the Christmas
spirit? Al least we are trying
and | must say the influence
has been pretty heavy. You'll
in
blazing coloured lights in a
corner of many a store or of-
fice, so much so that you'll
want to pul up one in your own
home. The traditional trees
used as Christmas trees are
unavailable in this country,
which is why either natural or
artificial substitutes are used.
I'm talking about plastic trees
where you see the real thing
almost every way you turn your
head! Still, even a [ake tree can
give a genuine thrill.

Of course il saddens us that
the whole city does not get lit
up by the the public authorities
for Christmas the way we light
up or own homes. But a it up
city is useless if the heart re-
mains in darkness, Joy springs
from within: only you have the
power to make you happy. The
Christian doctrine tells us that
Christ came to the earth to
save man [rom destroying him-
sclf by sinning time over n.
Christ set the example of the
forgiveness of sin which we

were meant to follow. He was
sent fdr our benefit and there-
fore it is only right that we
warmly welcome him with a
reception fit for a king. In turn
he will fill our hearts with love
and tenderness and our lives
with more joy than we can
ever ask for. Love to one's
neighbour (not necessarily just
next door] will fill everyone—
you and me alike—with the
Christmas spirit and make this
Christmas one to remember
forever. Giving during the sea-
son is the key word. So it's
passecd Christmas day, so
what? Just like anyone can
give, so you can give anytime,
too.

Wars can be stopped by the
influence of the Christmas
spirit. It is a time when crimi-
nals are reprieved, with the
hope that they will change for
the better. Some do. If people
sentenced for petty crimes
(not the serfous ones, no way)
can improve, we who are not
can too, don't you think: Make
Christmas as personal as pos-
sible; forget the delicious
hamper, fcstive turkey, ecye-
catching decorations and gaily
wrapped gifts. Remember only
the gift of love. We, the minor-
ity Christian community re-
cefve the love and support of
our beloved [riends of different
religions, all year round, and at
Christmas time we reciprocate
as best as we can with love.
So, everybody be grateful for
what you yourself have and en-
able others to have for them
sclves. Give a little. It won't
hurt.

Girls and boys, call your
friends over today— as soon as
you finish reading this— and
tell them you want them over
at your house immediately. Tell
them you wanl everyone o get
together and let one another
know how special he/ she
is... They won't think you're
nuts, trust me. lh'yhejuﬂ might
have been touc by the
Christmas spirit tool

Kaluva was simplcion,
though honest and sincere,
The village chiel wanted him
Lo o another villnge chicl,

asked him to start before

. 8o Kaluva did, but

without taking the chiefs
written message, for he was

told nothing about the mes-
sage! This proverb means fol-
lowing insiyuctions literally
without undemsianding the
purpose, or loyally without
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A Rickshaw Puller's Day

Cock-a-doodle-doo! Cock-a-
doodle-do! Malu reluctantly
removed the patched and
filthy blanket covering his bare
body as the clamour of the
morning rooster prevented all
his attempts te extend his
sleep further. He tossed his
head and saw his brother
sleeping soundly, the pillow
soaking with his saliva. "What a

disgusting sight” thought Malu. -

In an obscure corner of the
room lay his mother and sis-
ter, also sound asleep. lle
came oul of his thatched hut
and suddenly a cool breeze
blew over his bare body. lle
shivered with cold, but also
felt elated at the cold touch of
the wind.

The loggy morning has a
moist smell and Malu enjoyed
the aroma. lle entercd the
kitchen and obtained some
ashes from the fireplace and
started scrubbing his teeth
with his middle [inger using
the ash a kind ol tooth-powder
— poor man's tooth powder.
He reached for the tubewell
and drew some waler that col-
lected in a bucket. He washed
his face and drenched his bare
body for ablution. After per-
forming his ablution, he
ch into another lungi and
a hall-torn shirt. With a shiver-
ing body and clattering tecth
he some how unlocked his
rickshaw which was stationed
a few yards [rom his hul.
Without looking back at his
hut, he drove his rickshaw into
the metropolitan arca of the
city. It was so ecarly in the
morning that very few people
were scen on Lhe streets.
Shops were not open yel, save
a few obscure ones here and
there.

Malu drove his rickshaw at
a controlled pace his cyes
searching desperalely for a

. passenger. Just Lhen someone

from somewhere shouled
"Hey, rickshaw™. Malu excit-
edly drove as fast as his legs
would allow to the valuablc
passenger before other rick-
shaws rcached him. it was an
old man.

"Will you go o Asad gale?”
asked the man.

"Yes, Shahib™ replied Malu.

"How much would you
charge?” asked the man again.

"Five Taka, Shahib” an-
swered Malu.

"1 will give you four Taka, no
more” said Lthe old man.

“Getl in Shahib® Malu re-
quesled. lle gol his passenger
on his rickshaw and started
riding towards his destination.

Malu continued his cflorts

till noon when it was his lunch

time. By that time his stomach
usually started digesting itsell
from hunger. Malu had a spe-
cial spol for taking his lunch.
Certainly it was one of the
spols where many other rick-
shaw pullers also had their
lunch (it is in Nilkhet,
University arca). Malu usually

| had a couple of slices of bread

and a handful of Jilabees which
he would swallow greedily.
Aller his meal he would wash
his throat with a litre of water
angk@ cup of tea. Usually after
(ceding himsell he would
gathcer all his carnings and
start counting. "Four plus six
equals ten. Ten plus two equals
twelve...” Malu would continue
his calculations. Today he has
carnced so far fity four taka.
With that he will be able to buy
a ribbon for his sister. lic had
promisced her a few days back

that he will buy her a red rib-
bon.

His sister, Kamini, was an
obedient and a dutiful sister.
She reached scventeen last
month. Since his mother is

own family. The hooligans of
his basti disturbed Kamini a
lot, so he had w0 pay them ex-
ira cash to kee
them at . Ilis brother Bilu
was retarded. Most of
the time had 10 be kept
tled In ¢ because some-
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By Md Atique Ullah

curry” he thought.

In the evening when sireets
became less crowded with
people, when shops began 1o
close down, a man suddenly
jumped into Malu's rickshaw
out of no where. He com-
manded Malu to go straight.
Malu had nothing else to do
but carry oul the orders. He
was extremely annoyed by his
passenger for not bargaining
the lare as is the custom. Malu
began Lo swear at his passen-
ger and wished he could kick
him out. But he was desperale.,

e had o earn money for his

family to feed them otherwise
would have 1o starve.
Meanwhile, the passenger
halted Malu in front of a lamp-
post at the beginning of a dark
strect and got down.

"Do you have change for five
hundred Taka note?” asked

the passcnger.

"l don't even earn more
than ninety or hundred Taka a
day. How do you cxpect me lo
give you a five hundred Taka

change, Shahib!” answered
Malu.

"How much do you have?”
asked the passenger.

"Eighty four Shahib” Malu
blurted out in amazement.

“Give it to me. | will give a

hundred Taka nole” said Lhe
man.

"O.K. Shahib. lHere it is”
Malu gave him all his day's

ecarnings.

"Wait here. | will get Lhe
note from my housc™ said Lhe
man and melled into Lhe dark.

Malu waited anxiously for
the man to return. Butl an hour
passed and still the man did
nol return. Malu began o get
suspicious. "Did the man [orget
me?”, “Wherce did hce go?”,

"Will he ever return?” Al] these
questions kept rising in his
mind.

Al last he resolved o
scarch for the man. But where
would he find the man. lic did
not know where the maf had
gone except that he had en-
tered the strect. So, he went
to each and every house of the
street, butl was returned with a
scowl or a scolding for disturb-

ing them at such an hour. Malu
fclt as if he was [alling (rom

the sky.

He could not keep his
balance. All this that he
had carned with his honest
labour had vanished just like
that. He could not still belicve
himself.

What would ha today?
llis family would E waiting

anxiously for him (o bring
some food o eat. they were all
dependant on him. low could
he feed them?” Malu screamed
as he though of these things
and created a scene. Every
body in the street thought he

had gone mad.

Al last when all hopes
scemed to have died Malu
drove back to his hul and
locked his rickshaw. When he
enicred his hut he saw his
brother, mother and his sisler
sitlting in order. expecting
him o have brought something
W cat. But Malu was a lailure

today .

"Haven't you bought any-
thing o cal today” asked his
mother.

Malu did not answer but lay
down on his matress.

"Don’t talk Ma. | am
tired and exhausted. Let
clecp” said Malu and he slept
till the world work up again.

Yy o -
o,

el "
D
"N

N

© PN PRE wN

-y 5

e e ]
I‘\C:\.'._-..

5, Xy T

-|I
ikt i v

-.!ﬁ}h _."-.H
e

N
f
|
|
|

4

postman
10. Where is Salyajit Ray's ancestral home ?
Here are answers to December 13, Quitz Club

Nur-e-Alam Siddiqui
Abdul Quddus Makhan: A
S M Abdur Rab:
Shahjahan Shiraj.
Mujahidul Islam Selim.

. March 7, 1971, at the
Race Course Ground
(now Suhrawardy
Uddyan)

On March 25, 1971
March 26, 1971

April 17, 1971, at
Mujibnagar, near
Meherpur In Kushtia.
Tajuddin Ahmed was

elected minister.
ﬂllll‘l' Mohammad

his chiefl of stall and

m“gei Shafiullah led

AT
the 'S Foree ; . Gen.
Ziaur Rahman the T
Force: and . Gen
Khaled led
'K Force.

A. 8. Captain Mohiuddi
Jahangir: Lance-Nayck Munshi
Abdur Rab: Sepoy Hamidur
Rahman; Mohammad
Mostola; mmad Ruhul
h“" 'w-tm m
Rahman; Lance-Na Nur
Mohammad A

A 5 December 3, 1971,
A 10. Ninety-three thousand
Pakistani soldiers
surrendered on

December 16, 1971,




