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HAMIDUL HUQ CHOWDHURY : A TRIBUTE |

OR a journalist, il must
be a record of sorts to
have worked for the
same newspaper on three
ﬂutnt occasions, separated

periods, nearly a
h"bﬂ-un the first and
the second and as long as close
to three decades between the
sccond and the third eccasion.
Withsut meaning any disre-
spect to the per in
question, it can be sald with
certainty that there won't be a
fourth time.

Such is the history of this
writer's relationship with the
Bangladesh Observer whose
l'ound-cr- ublisher Hamidul

Chuﬁhurf away
-n age ol 92,
I!’l end to an cra

In in this country.

may be an exaggcera-
tion. The era in our journaltsm

two decades ago, when this
rema: ¥able man — outstanding
in many ways — had failed to
come to terms with his coun-
try's liberation war which,
many have noted, has becen
termed as “confllagration of
1971" by the Observer In fts
front-page editorial on Sunday
on the death of its owncr.
Sinee then, even after regain-
ing the ownership of the
Observer in 1984, he re-

perties by

At that the late Mr
Chowdhury ceased to be a
positive inflluence in the coun-
try's media field, while his pa-
per, still the largest ctrculation
. English-language daily in the
country, was no more than a
shadow of its former sell.
Then, watching the "boss”, as
S0 in the Observer called
him, walking along the dark
dusty corridor to his office, in
unsteady footsteps, supported
by his ever-loyal valet-cum-
secretary Shamsu Miah, one
often got that eerie feeling of
watching a movie based on a
Kafka screen play.

For this writer, to join such
a set-up in June 1989, and
that too as the editor of the

WITH A DIFFERENCE

r, was hardly much of a
ome-coming after living
abroad for some 25 years.
Mercifully, my stay in the
Observer was short. | walked
out down the same dusty dark
corridor that the "boss™ — |
had started addressing him as
*Mr Chairman” — used every
day, fust six months later,

without much done to
my soul and sanity.
Yet, looking back, | think

both of us wanted, due o rea
sons beyond our control,

Then, when | called on him
at his office in the Observer to

say bye, he got up from
his chair with some di Iy,
which he rarely did for any

visilor, extended his hand in
greeting and nmm:ﬂ asked,
“Can you suggest m | can
now hire as your successor?”

Then, we both laughed. It
was a nice way ol parting as

WORLD
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more of the late Chairman's
kindness and acts of consider-
ation towards me than of our
differences, arguments and
bitter exc . Our friends
and foes gossiped about the

tension between the two
of us and speculated on the
timing of my departure, a sub-
ject that reportedly figured in
occasional

conversaltions even
at the Bangabhaban. What was
not known outside was the
trouble the Chairman took in
se a decent office room
for me, in buying a car for my
use and in trying to ensure
that | enjoyed total editorial
independence in‘running the
paper. During my six months
stay in the Observer, | felt rea-
sonably comfortable in my of-
fice. my car never broke down,
but my editorial independence
eluded me due to circum-
stances beyond our control.
On the day [ left the
Observer, | sent a letter to the
Chairman thanking him for

appointing me as his editor
and regretting my i(nability to
scrve the paper in the way

friends. It was no longer a
scene from a Kalka movie.

®* A ®* %

N a signed piece | had

written for this paper on

Sunday, | had wondered
"how posterity will judge a
man of the calibre of Hamidul
Huq Chowdhury.” The thought
will be in the minds of many
people in this country, the
main question being about his
anti-Bangladesh role during
the liberation war.

Whalt is it made a man with
such an astute mind, one who
had so zealously advocated the
cause of the people of erst
while East Pakistan, desert his
people at the most crucial
moment of their history and go
over to the other side? If | had
brought up the subject with
him, which | did not. he might
have said that, in his view,
Bangladesh could not have
worked, a pet answer he had
reportedly given to many peo-
ple. But, then, what made him
assume that, after the army
crackdown and genocide

FRIENDS AND FOES : This historical picture taken during the Round Table Conference
held in Rawalpindi in 1969 show (seated from left), Nazrul Islam, Hamidul Hug
Chowdhury, Mumtaz Daulatana and Nurul Amin. Standing just behind HHC is Mahmud
Al and at the far end is Sheikh Mujibur Rahman. In two years time, they went their
separate ways. (Courtesy : "Memoirs” by HHC)
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commiitied by lslamabad, the

wmmmm

at all survive?
While we are on this sub-

ject, one also wonders why a
litician with a progressive
nd like Mahmud Al
also deseried his

pmhmmmw

There are of course difler-
chnces between Lhe weo,
Chowdhury came back o his

Magazine

Hence, despite his sharp
mind, Hamidul Hugq Chow-
dhury showed poor political

judgements on a number of
olher, occasions, even before

1971. v

One of his worsi political I
the Forcign,
Minister of Pakistan In 19566,

mistakes, as
was to provide tacit support (o
the western position against
the nationalisation of Swucz
Canal by the Egyptian govern-
ment ol Camal

While altending a phony
conference in London of west-

Hamidul Huq Chowdhury with the then US Secretary of

State, John Foster Dulles (man at the extremé
aide of Mr Dulles) during the west.-

right is an

sponsored conference in

1956 that opposed Egypt s nationalisation of the Suez canal.
(Courtesy : "Memoirs” by HHC)

country without being assurcd
of a welcome; All stayed away
in permancnt exile, almosl
like a charily casc for succes-
sive governments in Islamabad.

Both Chowdhury and Alf
travelled abroad during 1971
and, wherever possible, mct
Bengalee diplomats who had
defected to the Bangladesh
government-in-exfle.

To one such diplomat who
was then based in Washington
DC, the diflerences in their
presentation of the casc for a
so-called united Pakislan were
marked.

In the case of Chowdhury,
the premises were wrong and
so were his conclusions. Yel,
he managed 1o present a casc
for the so-called united
Pakistan that diplomats lis-
tened’ to with atlention, even
with a grudging admiration. It
was dcfinitcly an astute mind
at work. One could not just
treat him as a mindless eollab-
orator.

In sharp contrast, the pre-
scntation by Mahmud Ali was
full of lics, lots.of silly asscr-
tions; talks of Indian aggres-
sion and hate of Bangladeshi
nationalism.

x % * *

T.is onec thing to posscss
an astute mind, but it is
somcthing quite diffcrent
to have the right political

judgement at the right time.

ern’ powers and their allies,
organiscd to protest against
Nassecr's decision, Chowdhury
supported the internationali-
salion of the Canal, Egypt's na-
tional territory, while India,
under Nchru, stood by Cairo,
cementing an allance with

Egypt that has stood the test of ;

time.

During tea at the Claridges,
| listencd to the Pakistan
Forcign Minister presenting
one legal argument aflcer an-
other why President Nasser
could not take over the terri-
tory, mecaning the Canal, that
rightlully belonged to Egypt. It
was ccriainly an astute mind at
work, but cntirely in the
wrong direction.

I might have been listening
to John Foster Dulles, the then
US Secretary ol State, who, in
lact, called on the Pakistan
Foreign Minister soon after |
left. What an honour for gov-
ernment leader from a country

which was fast becoming a
client state of Washingtont

However, my conversation
with the late Mr Chowdhury on
that day in London ended on
an unexpected note. |1 ac-
cepted his offer to rejoin his
paper in Dhaka as its Staff
Correspondent — a return to
my old paper — but | was 1o ar-
range my own air fare back
home |

| Nasscr. ~
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Drumming the Way from
Siberia to Arkhangelsk

T s not often you fly tho-

usands of miles to a

concert hr under £3,
the \Fllniul festival is

J“Mmiu*

sion ul' Lithuania’s transition to
a McDonald's demoeracy. the
organisers became herofe
workers o make sure that one
of the most exciting avant

%::mhwmﬂy
help make it all possibile,

the British - Coéuncil,
recognising the value of the
event, supported the six
British musicians who played
in the festival. In roubles, each
musician was paid half the
average Soviet monthly salary
— @ fee of 150 roubles.

But now the official mte has

mnupmﬂenhly,llm

some interesting

With a fistful of dollars you
can do well. In Vilnius one can

t buy for £6 a fur hat which

would sell in London's West

| End for at least £200. And |

picked up a Lllhu;:.lilll
Hghtweight winter coat £6.
Lithuania, towards
the introduction its own
currency, makes the purchaser
pay the shop price plus the
same value In ecoupons for
some goods.
Workers get the coupons as
part of their salary. The locals
reckon that it is to pave the
way for massive price rises
when the currency change
comes.

Having been sent to Siberia

in 1990 by the British Council,
| was aware of the need to
organise your own food In the
Soviet Unlon — or ex-Soviet
Unton countries. You can never
count on any restaurant to be
open at normal times. And the
lack of advertising means it
can be hard to even find a
restaurant.

For example., we referred to
the breakfast room in our
rather rundown hotel, as “the
secrel eating place.” Even the
organiser of the festival who
booked us into the Gintaras
was unaware of its existence.

it was located in a dark
corridor on the fourth floor
with bedrooms on either side.
The only clue that there might
be lood behind the door was a
dingy sign giving opening
times.

Inside, we set ourselves up
for the day with a
feast of tasty black bread, h-n:l
boiled eggs. coffee. smetana (a
bit like yoghurt) splendid fresh
tomatoes and cucumbers and
fruit juice for undu 10 roubles
for two.

On the first day we noticed
that “the secret eating place”
also stocked halfl litre bottles
of good vodka. and on
the basis that it is better to be
prepared for all emergencies,
we ordered two bottles. The
whole bill came to around
£1.50.

Although the temperature
in the bedroom seemed low
enough already, a fridge was
provided. This is a thing.
We never drink belore a per-
formance, but afterwards, a lit-
tle taste of 60 pence-a-bottle
vodka can be a refreshing ex-
perience.

So the bottles went in the
freezer compartment for cor-
rect-temperature consumption

later.
The next thing is to find a
shop which sells food. Now it

is true that there are shops

HE meteoric growth of

flower shops in the city

and elsewhere s ecye-
catching. No previous ind-
ications, no ground work, a
chain of these shops with
attractive display signs sprung
up almost all at a time —

ann . flower-shows
are still being celebrated in
posh hotels which can be
termed as connoisseurs exe-
rcise.

There is a remarkable dif-
ference between a connots-
seur's exercise and a business
venture each of which, how-
ever, to a common

_un-relaxable restriction on the
flowers — from the taste view-
point in case of the connois-
seurs and from the valuation
viewpoint in case of the busi-
ness venture. The flowers are,
therefore, not free.

Flowers were or
thl: o

ised in
form of a thriving business
in our rather abruptly
ﬂln having a touch of planning
during the last

d.l f Ershad which wit-
n:lud. others, a pow-
‘erful movement for the
toration of the ple's
i ratic and fundamental
ts. The meteoric lurgc of
flowers and the powerful
movement for democracy.
simultaneous, are in

" acutal effect, co-incidental
with lots of ultimate similari-
tics, each on the other hand

having its own separate per-
mnﬂn: ourselves to

"“nl' zmh&lllt the
an ord

..,;,_,

mnl mm
But, other things re-
more or less the

..

How Much do We Say it with Flowers?

same, have the flowers suc-
ceeded in bringing about some
change in our national mood
or. under pressure of the busi-
ness, the flowers themselves
stand denuded of their aes-
thetic value? Have the flowers
been simply commercialised
without due regard to their
significance?

1 do not guestion the com-
mercial aspect of flowers, Nor
do | consider it contradicting
their aesthetics. But looking at
the flowers in the shelf of the
show rooms with their price
tags, it gives me the feeling of
their helplessness. Around the
same time more or less, girls
in their glass show rooms in
Amsterdam emerge from the
memorifes with a wild jerk
down to the knees. These
flowers then refuse to come
into the experience, as orginal
with their :nlnurfulm:un and
fragrance. There is no denying
the fact that these ﬂnwvl:rs
much more than anything,
cluding their neatlmucn. I'mrc
pll; through the cruel pro-
cesses of their own cost-bene-
fit analysis facing the adverse
market forces to have eventu-
ally established their economic
viability as a successful busi-
mﬂuy“ proposition on }:hlnh

are survivi to t
of the so- calledngonnnlugllfri
in the soclety. We have to
prove that these flowers are
really different as a lot, from
the Amsterdam girls in their
glass show rooms.

The commercial aspect of

the flowers at the marketing
stage and for that matter,

&

when standing in the
fields/gardens as a crop. can-
not be ignored for the simple
reasons of commodily ex-
change. But they should relate
to our national mood and in
doing so. commercial consid-
erations alone should not be
the decisive force.

People's response to the
democratic movement and the

Gholam Muhammd

the [flowers are made.
Therefore, we have to address
ourselves, first, on the issue of
love with oblique reference to
the fMowers.

Do we still have love or
something like that in our
hearts or has it already found
its way Into more urgenl
things, clec*mnlcs and items
of fashion not excluded.

growth of flowers at the same

point of time, was positive ands
strikingly similar. The flowers.
leaving out the other issue,
have seemingly dented the
most delicate corner of our
hearts. ’

It is time, we had assessed
and re-assessed our won
hearts with regard to their ca-
pabilities to treat the flowcers
with that tenderness of which

We have no option to
reverting to the connoissecurs
who are known for their
uncompromising taste. The
restriction of taste, although
un-relaxable can be tolerated
against the wholesale
commercialisation of flowers
as a marketable commodity.
The national mood somewhere
around the flowers dominating
the movement for democracy

cannot go altogether unnoticed
at the this stage because the
flowers do not bloom outside
the community in which we
live. To them, as a community.
how much have we succeeded
in belonging?

Have we really loved the
flowers like the poets, lovers
or devolees?

We would in point of [act,
assassinate the flowers {f their
acs thetic value is forsaken and

. it 1s substituted for decorative

value like one or many things

R

man or machine is capable of
manufacturing. Our national
mood exposes in its own di-
rection-lessness, precisely.
this threat-to the existence of
the flowers. 4

Needless to remark that
this threat does not come from
the flower shops which have,
no the other hand. provoked

us into a serious re-thinking
on the flowers issue.

Six British musicians flew

to Lithuania to play in an
international music festi-
val. One of them was a
Gemini News Service cor-
respondent who doubles
as journalist and jazz
drummer, playing in
some most unlikely
places. In 1990 he went to

Siberia. This year he aims

to take part with a
Siberian musician in the

Arctic Circle festival in

Arkhangelsk. He reports:
“T've got the hat already

- Ken Hyder writes from

London:

with maybe only cheese in
them. And these are the ones
you see on the television.

But shops with food do
exist. so it is wise to stock up
your fridge with bread. cheese
and smoked salmon for supper
and emergencies

The loal we procured was
large. heavy and healthy. The
Russian cheese was very tasty.
Later we used our emergency
rations Lo save a German band
who had not taken the trouble
lo keep themselves informed
of the local conditions which
change by the hour and they
came unstuck.

They asked the organisers
for a taxi to take them to a
restaurant. They did not
realise that all the restaurants
were closed, and besides there
was no petrol in Vilnius that
day. making taxi availability
problematic.

Sa they ate our bread and
cheese.

We had taken the
precaution of dining in the
poshest restaurant in town... all

bow ties and wood
ol -panelled
H.Tih-hl—w
over-priced at 700 roubles for
four. Put for us it worked out at
£3.20 each.
The status of food is

interes Waiting for the
Vilnius ht in Moscow
airport. | noticed a young
woman with a familiar

trademark on a carry-out.
Maria had queued at the

Moscow McDonald's for three

hours and was

of the festival musicians
from Bulgaria. Romantia.
Germany. Latvia, Estonia. the
US. Turkey., Israel. Austria
Swr . Denmark. and of
course, Russia

We saw one of the most
amazing s 8 | have ever
heard. Sain Namchilak ts
from Tuva. Stberia. and has
studied Tibetan chant and
Stberian throat- where
one singer can p whole

Where am | going
to put my drums?

chords.

When we were asked o put
on an extra concert with
Samkho and British fiddler
Sylvia Hallett we knew some-

thing unique was likely to hap-

1.

The last improvised number
consisted of shamanic
rhythms and chanting with a
spontaneous jig over the top.

It is not every day you get
the opportunity to do that kind
of thing, and that is why | am
making plans to play with
Sainkho this year in an Arctic
Circle Festival in Arkhangelsk.

Well, I've got the hat al-

KEN HYDER is a British

freelance journalist who writes

widely for national papers and
is also a jazz musician.

Why Me?

by M. Rahman

Just alive! All alone.

Me, the one — nobody

From nowhere bul somewhcere

Never known Lo none. -

"l do,” says lle.
"Who?"

"Behold! Dare ask not

For everything and beyond
He — The Lord, Creator, Master of Maslers.”
clse — nalural oncs

Everything :
Belore time and aficr Ull knows the grea

Dear Mita,

Suppuseaumnunﬁndsuﬂﬂtnth#hubandlsheﬁum
Jaithful to her, but cannot prove it, what should she do?
Should she confront him or wait till she catches him red-
handed? There is. a lot of hypecrisy In our society, urdpn:ph
who we know to be good and decent are cheating on thelr
wives secretly. Don't you agree with me?

Dear Anonymous,

gle. If the husband is being

their wives.
Fortunately

ly they are in the minori
\_upholds the sanctity of marriage and frowns on any deviations.

Am'm

| would like to approach the problem from a different an-
unfaithful then there is a problem
in the marriage which lhnuld be addressed first instead of
waiting to catch the husband red-handed. Yes, |
are hypocrites in our society, just as in most other societics
and there will always be some hulhnndl who cheat behind

| agree there

ty. our society still

Dear Mita,

Three months ago [ left
marriage. We had started fig

main problem was my in-laws. mymmtmmj'ﬂ-!rp domi-
nating and poisoned my husband’'s mind against me. My par-
ents encouraged me to leave, but now | am regretting it. My
husband wants me back and [ don't know what to do.

Dear Anonymous,
| am afraid

of your prob
part of our culture, and except

not be a reason for marriages to
start a process of a
Find out each other's weaknesses

right away
that. lron out the

you took a hasty decision when
husband, so now déon't take another hurried decision which

ynumlghtmgetcwnmm Please go back to the root cause
ms. In-law interference and domination are a

majo pulnt.nfd!lﬂamlﬂhﬂ.
ﬂmtthuumwhn;ourtbmhmp&nruhbrpuﬂn

Anonymous, Dhaka.
you left your

extreme cases, should
. Instead of going back |
:ﬂthmhlm

, and build on

e,




