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and scll. which is

cveryday and always have to
starve provide them with all
they noed.”

This is the spint of Eid-ul
Fitr — reaching out to others,
caring and sharing, spreading
kindness and happincss, tak
ing awmy all the sadness, Alling
the lives of others with love
and laughter and making them
feel complete

Exd-ul-Fitr ts the greatest
Muaslim lestival. Bul in practice

and  Eid-ul-Fita
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Happy Eid with a Difference

by Obaidul Hug

ritual than fulfilling the spiri-
tual and social obligations
Mantiestly, it Is just a ritual for
many at the bottom of the eco-
nomic ladder and a festival for
only a few at the top. As an
economic proposition, Eid of
the rich is not the same as Eid
of the poor. Market deter
mines the difference between
the happiness of the two. For
instance, the happincss of a

woman clad in a cheap,
coarse Jakat cloth bears no
comparison lo the vanity of a
lady dressed in a 21 thousand
worth of what Is known as a
brhanga saree.

When Eid comes the
scller's happiness, like the
sowing prices, knows no
bound. His happiness can be
measured by a reference 1o his
cash register. [t is said that the

notl Lthe automobile. Butl on the
occasion of Eid it is the pas
senger who is made to pa
dearly for the riding and h-nd:
the chaulfeur and the auto-
mobile are allowed to get away
with it. Despite official warn
ings against price manipula.
tion. the Eid market gets
wilder. The unscrupulous mar
ket unanipulators care lttle for
the cautionary signal that their
uncontrolled greed will lead to
an Inclement economic
wealher as a result of which
the consumer and the business
community will sulfer alike.
They are In a jolly mood to
lake the cash and Ikt the
credit go

This is the kind of busincss
that obviously Mourishes at the

President Woodrow Wilsen
rightly said, “Business under

lics everything in our national
hfe, including our tual ltfe
Witness the {act that in the
Lord's Prayer the first petition
is for da#ly bremd. No one can
worship God or love his
nﬂ,!'l‘mur on an emply siom

ach On the auspicious occa

sion of the hold Eid most busi

ness people make a business ol
religion and worship an all

powerful Taka for Eid-ul-Fitr
comes only once a year and
they must make hay while the
sun shincs
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The aMuent rlrrnl- of Lhe
former natura try W& make

their little darling happy and
proud

But no Santa Claus comes
cartying a cloth full of gifis
for the street children .,
wr have no Santa Claus who
appear al the door to make
td the heart of childhood A

ppy EM, indeed!
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HIS year there is anot

her problem on the na

tonal front. Esd-ul Fitr
is wilnessing an unhappy
siluation which threatens o
pollute the soctal chimate and
turn the ‘1 of peace into
a certain conilict and (Ul every
heart yearming for happincss

reality if discretion I not
righily exercised |eading to
wrong judgement and painful
consequence This wusually
happrns when those who can
make or unmake things tend
te forget that along with
indcpendence the nation has
also inherited a revolution. And
the natton has demonsirated
again and again that it s good
al it Dut none in his senace
can conlemplate a situation
that will cause indescribable
human sufferings The best way
to overt the threalening crines,
| agree with the Daily Star
Editor S M All, s to Lry the
hardest for nattonal coneensus
it is our jond hope thai some
political Santa Clauses will
succeed In bringing about Lhis
national consensus, and then
we be able to celebraie a really

greater attention s paid to  way lo stop [inancial ‘joy-rid
ceremonial observance of the Ing is to arrest the chaullfeur

time of Eid-ul-Fitr. Aflter all,
busincss (Is the thing.

N the Eid day a gorgeo
O usly clad kid and a hall

ru]-md Tl'rh_,‘f prescnt a
sad spectacle, not a happy one

ha Eid, a Happy Exd with a
dille re nce

with avoidable sadness. Fear
grips all which may become a

I Have Not Forgotten You, Ranjita

Original Bengall by: Shamsur Rahman
I'ranslation by: Abu Taher Salahuddin Ahmed

Al all times in the psychic mind of mine, Ranjita,

Keep ringing continuously and automatically even afler
long time

Do you recall Ranjita, In one summer noon

Nine years back we mel each other in Calcutla

At the brightly decorous assemblage of poets?

There, you came and sal beside me in your usual

comely manner.
Ranjita, | no longer pine to clad you with jems
From Lthe immense treasury of my poelic fame and name.
My mind only longs to say that never has Il seen a pair of
Peeriess eyes like yours.
“What an unbearable hot,” saying so — | recall
You would fan me [lapping your blue note-book.
And that air like a series of stars would keep spreading
Affection merely
Il 1 were Ramendrasundar Tribed!, | would say then :
“Oh girl. This is Bengalism'.”

But the poet of this age remained silent!
Being bewilched he saw in you

a full-blown slim girl that resembled thin-bodied
lrees, salled boats. lotus-ponds, and homely [estivals of

the city.
Ranjita. the very intimacy gives birth lo enchanting
piclograms

of the inest order
it shows the neck of the dream. Perhaps, that Is why
alter drinking the wine of your closeness | sensed
within mysell as f
| was stood so close o you wherefrom | could really
feel your intoxicating hot-breath emitting out from the
soft pinky heart of yours.
And with that imagination engraved deeply in my heart
We both walked side by side in afternoon
amil the magical crowd of the College Street
Where on the foot paths there bloomed jasmine, tagar.
and mallika.
Whereas in you heart there are awaken my poems with
eyes where
| lound hundreds of suns were setling In.
Ranjita, will we again meet in one alternoon at the
bride- choosing function, or al any gathering of the
poels or even al the foot paths?
Ranjita, | keep calling you over and over again.
| keep calling you within my own cavity'
Don't you think the helpless voice of mine will get lost

e —

amid the terrifying nolses of this earth?

Ranjita. how will we both stand eyeball to eyeball in the
Nether world of allenation?

How will we both kiss each other amid the shadows of
the killers of different races hiding in disguise?

And how will we both tread through the path infested

with nuclear garbages?
Politics Is excessively a nasty maze. Ranjita.

We fall into the pit of It repeatedly.
We get ourselves digressed from our goals and lose our

paths again and again

We embrace ideologles of which we make ourselves the

prisoners!
Ranjita. the land where your predecessors were borm
now has become a poisonous land!!
And | do not foresee even the shadow of future for our
next generation!l!
Perhaps never will | visit Calculta,
And you, too, perhaps. will never come to Dhaka

Then where will we meet again?

Will we meel again on the crossing of an unknown path?
For sure, we will meet neither In Peking nor In
Washington nor in Bangkok nor in Jakarta nor in
Jeddah nor in Istanbul nor in Hamburg — nowhere.
Perhaps we will meel once again in a bright capital
absolutely unknown o us before.
And we will call it humanity
As the parents joyfully call their new-born baby.

Not In One Life
Origtnal Bengall by : Abu Hena Mustafa Kamal

Translaied by : Abu Taher Salahuddin Ahmed

When everyone shuts the door on my face

| come back. feigning

as Il nothing wrong has happened to me.

| know. I've neither any heritage of aristocracy
nor have | any Minislerial power

nor am | a piper of such an order

who would enthral someone

simply playing on flute.

Yet | merely go lo you countless times

and do knock at the closed-door of yours

like a wounded soldier,

and childly

| keep on rapping again and again at the door
hoping lo have a shelter Into your bosom.

But my hands smear with blood

languidness laps the body

and no shelter get | !

Even don’t think I'll go back empty-hand in one life;

Never cherish such an Idea In your mind Arundhati !

HOPE
by Gazi Sadeq

| shall come to you, she
sauic],

when Lthe sun is setiing ...

Carcss your brow, make you

and slowly, slowly slip away

When slecp evades you, and
you

toss in your loncly bed ..

| shall come to you like the
wind ...

hiding from everybody ..

Caress your brow, make you
sleep ...
and slowly, slowly slip
Wy

The sun has set ..
still | await |

WINDS FROM
THE NORTH

Original by . Shamsul Islam

lranslated by =~ AWuz Tarafder

When | turm 0 a Lree,

it passcs me on Lo ils shade;

and to seck refuge in the
shade

| see agony one more

B5C gedies he eniue globe. He: ships sadl the desp seas and anchor oi

distant pocts  BSC ho'ps carry on wede with distant countsies of the giobe.

venomous ants biting me all

B5C smns snd saved Procsout 10reign sachange. BSC bvings prospecity W OVET,
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There's no comlort in the
south,

while winds from the north
chills my hair.

The Night of Doom is here
Written and translated by - Zillur Rahman Siddiqui

The night of doom is here. With hushed breath

We wail. Any moment now, the knock

On the door we fear, and down the stairs

We go. we don’l know where we go, never lo return

As many time as the night's returmed
This blind darkness has swallowed me

They were brothers all, yours and mine
mglh:']r have lefl this heritage of void

The night of doom is here. we hear the foot{all
Even now, the stench of blood in the air

And the evil shadows move close by us

And the sharpening of Shimar's knife goes on

They were brothers all. yours and mine.

They looked for a daybreak afller the deluge.

The beginnings of life's business

Afler the Ulling's done, the sowing

And harvesting then.

And endless dreamings of a tomorrow:

All the howlings of jungle-beasts will stop

Weight of stone will be lifted from hearts

The ice of death will thaw and melt away,

By a magic touch the bolted doors will open

Under he mild winter sun. the mustard-field

Is covered by a yellow carpet Footfall at a distance..

Those who lefl us will come and sit down on the patios

On this winter moming in the ploughman's cotlage.

in the ewenings. join the music-sessions,

In the nights, in their own rooms.

The monsoon showers will fondle them.

On their yards, caressed by the sun...

And they will hum a (une by themsehes

And the east wind will carry the tune f[ar

And may be, as the sun declines, the tune will
move homeward

Without notice, Lo the music session

Or stealthily to his own couch

The night of doom is here, all doors

Are bolted. in all the houses. in Lhis town.
Arudous eyes are wide awake

Who are those, climbing the stairs?

Do you hear the footfall of those men?
(Translated by himsell)

TALSONAPUR

Original Bengali by : Ashraf Siddiqui
Transiated by : Dr Afia Dil

Talsonapur sits and weeps like a bereaved mother.
The anklets of the bride of this village do not
Seem lo jingle anymore In the waves of Atas|

The village shepherd here

While grazing the cattle

Does not seem to sing the bhatiali anymore.

Where is that shepherd, alas!
Where Is that bride?

Thirteen festivals In twelve months,

the puja, the eid, the muharram.

Why don't they come, why don’t they laugh,

why don’t they sing anymore?

Where has Sita, Janak's daughter, been exiled?

The weapon of which Yazid has broken Sakina's heart?

Alas! Where 1s Qasem, the groom on the wedding day?

Talsonapur sits and weeps
The sound of that weeping makes the blue water of
Atas| more blue.

But even then, sometimes, O, you traveller at midnight

If you listen you will hear in the gentle voice of the
breeze

Somebody whispering: There comes the big storm —

Humanity Is immortal —

The evil Dussasan is bound to be destroyed.

And in that tune . ;

Hark. will see In a le ig ocean of green

A :untrh?uuum stretch of green paddy. mango,

berry, tamal, and hintal,

They go on whispering for ever.

Talsonapur dreams that dream

And when it wakes up It will smile in the mnm.t;ty




