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R Mahathir bin Moha-mmad of Malaysia
once deseritbed visiting for-cign
newsmen as “pamchule journalists”, meaning
they just land from nowhere, write a couple ol
reporis and . That was the time when
Ruala Lampur was getting a bad press abroad,
mostly suppression of political
Mm:' clsc '“h“:m'n hen in th
was n then in the
ring republic Sinr.:lpnrt.

nitl mm taxi drivers in the island
state had been a somewhal walkative lot, on

lrom mistaken vernment
ng by visiting sultans from

-
lo
m enough lo give a roving journalist a
. Greal. Then, a message was

the transport union that cab

versations with their passcngoers.
| | saw how the message worked during my
last visil to \
During the drive from the Changl airport to

a downlown hotcl. | asked the cab driver a
simpic basic question, "How arc things around
here?”

“Very well, Sir,” he rcplicd promptly and
rmiy.

It was a signal that he would not entertain
any morce questions. Howcever, this did not
mecan that he did not have any queries for me.

developing country produces a major disaster
or breaks up into picees, like Yugoslavia, #t
docs not get the atiention of the forvign media
it deserves.
& & &
WHERE Bangladesh is concerned, there
now appears a significant variation in the estab-

lished patiern.
Ahlcr all, when you have a woman heading a

democratically elected government, -ﬂ;::-\f
ninc years ol autheoritarian rule by a

with another woman leading the opposition, a
visiting correspondent has all the materials he
wants for a . nol necessarily a itive,
scrics of articies. Then, when you add to them
the Rohingya issue, the Golam Azam case, the
bickering among Lhe political parties and the
threat of a drought, you won't be running out of
kicas

So. we had a good, largely posttive and [ae-
tval, cover story on Bangladesh — rather on
Peime Minister Begum Khaleda Zia — in the
regional journal, The Far Eastern Economic
Review. Then, a few weeks later, there was
this major report, fairly balanced but beld, in
The Economist ol London, laced with observa-
tions and quotes which make a story highly
readable — and cven spicy.

Readable and spicy? Take the following for
an cxample.

Where did | Alter paying
comec from? some well-de-
What was | doi- scrved compli-
ng In Singn ments to Finan-

rc? Then, on ce Minister Sai-

rming that | lur Rahman for
was a journalist, saying and do-
he was curious ing many of the
what | planncd right things”,
to write on Sin the correspon-
gaporc. s-u- m dent SAyS, "Rah-

Well, mayhe man says Bang-
the ncw mes- ladesh s ‘abso-
sagce (rom the transport union adviscd the cab  lutely on track’ with every macro-economic

drivers lo ask qucestions rather than lo answer
them. Afler all, the drive from Changi to the
heart of the city is a fairly long onc. A total
siflence between the cab driver and the
passcnger can be a Iiltlc'II h::.nnm

IN sharp conlrast to what oflen looks ltke a
ncgative rclationship between the foreign me-
dia on Lhe onc sidec and Malaysia and Singapore
on the other, Dhaka's ties with the press
abroad have passed through different stages —
good, bad and indifferent — but never turning
outl to be totally negative or soothingly warm.

During the liberation war, Bangladesh owed
a lot to lorcign corrcspondents who, by and
large. lenl their support to our stru and, in
the process, provided a channcl ol communi-
cation between the pcople fighting for their
independcence and the world outside.

Then came the ups and downs, depending
on Lthc magnitude of problems the country
faced (which evoked more sympathy than crit-
icisms), Lhe prevailing corruption and burcau-
cralic bunglings (no sympathy and plenty of
harsh words) and so on and so forth.

As a forcign correspondent once put it, "A
certain monotony had sct in over the
Bangliadesh story and few ceditors really both-
ered about what was happening in Dhaka.”

Kevin Raflerty, a familiar figure in Dhaka's
journalist circles in the scventics had made a
case with his London oflice for giving more at-
tention Lto cconomic problems [acing
Bangladesh. "Aler all”, he had argued, “the
country is bursting with discontent.”

"Will it be a revolution there tomorrow?”

the editor had asked a direct question. Rallerty
was wondering about his answer when he
heard the editor closed the matter by saying,
“Well, Il not, why bother?”

Indced, why bother? It scems that unless a

demand by the Intermational Monctary Fund.
But in the samec breath he admits that his
cabinet colleaguecs do not understand free
markets : The Prime Minister is my only
supporicr.”™ _

We dare not speculate on the reaction of Mr
Rahman's cabinect colleagues to what many
would regard as an outrageous comment. How-
ever, onc cannol help wondering what it is ke
for a member of the cabinet, who certainly
happens to be good in his work, (o be in the
“minority of one” in a government!

Was the Finance Minister being misquoted
by The Economist? Or did he make a slip of
tongue? My own guecss is, the latter.

One major problem, out of many, with most
of our politiclans — the Prime Minister is an
exception — {is that they are extremely
talkative and that they casily get carried away
when they discuss their own performance,
cspecially with foreign visitors and journalists,
In trying to be candid, explaining an issue in
dctails, they are quite capable of making un-
guarded remarks, more often than not in criti-
cism of another person, and provide the visi
tor, if he is a journalist, with marvellous

quoles.

One theory is, politicians acquire this talk-
ing style from atidF:LDmalng loo many public ral-
Hes, where, coming under the spell of applause
from the crowd, 1 talk on and on, In a
marathon lecture which is as remote from
communication as chalk {s [rom cheese.

We can be sure that at the end of the inter-
view, the Economist rceporler said to Mr
Rahman somcthing to this eflect, "Mr Finance
Minister, you have been most articulate, infor-
malive and candid. We will have another talk
like this during my next visit to Dhaka.”

Il the Finance Minister is planning to give
another intervicw to the Economist next time
its correspondent drops in, my advice to Mr
Rahman is simply this : "Watch out”.

To Judge a Book by

by S. Bari

its Cover

from the overall quality of the
cvening.

—

E learn ncver to judge
the book by Lhe cover,
but the Age of the

Consumer has taught us that
the cover goes a long way
towards sclling the book. Just
as the presentation ol an artis-
tic programme cnhances the
performance itsell, or, altcrna-
tively, drags it down. Sujata
Mishra's Odissi dance recilal
last week was a case in point.

Organized by the Indian
High Commission and the
indian Council for Cultural
Exchange, the programme
took placce at the National
Muscum. It was a choice of
venue they would come lo re-
gret. As the crowd [illed the
auditorium, the heat climbed
to unbearable heights and the
air conditioner remained ob-
stinately off. The resulting
black hole did litule for the au-
dience's disposition. To top it
ofl, the lighting was crralic
and the slage decor unimagi-
nalive.

However, Mishra’'s l:an];.
grace was pleasing. A native o
Orissa, Hil:hrl s in her late
twentics. She was a disciple of
the late Dr. Dcbiprasad Das,
with whom she began training
in 1876. Mishra came 1o na-
tional attention at the Angahar
Odissi Dance Fostival in 1985,
where she was heralded as "a
Sanjukta Panigrahf in the mak-
ing.” a reference to one of the
current stalwarts of Odissi
dance.

Mishra has the refreshing
quality of being graceful with-
outl being over-leminine. Odissi
is often interpreted as an ef-
feminate, saccharine-sweect

dance, perhaps because of its
devdasi origins. Mishra has

to avoid that familiar
pitfall. Her movements are
bold and expressive, and if she
still nceds to mature some-
what as a stage presence, she
alrcady innate scnsi-

posscsses
tivity and taste. Her choice of

dances could ideally have been
a more varied, in order to
highlight the many faces of

pieces. The audicnce was lelt
with a somewhat one-sided
view of the Odiss| style.

The accompanying instru-
mentalists did their best, but
vocalist KC 's mellifluous
voice was too weak and "filmi”
for such a recital. His singing
left the listener wishing the
audio track could be swilched
off, and did much to detract

Which again gocs lo prove
the importance of the packag-
ing in making the product at-
tractive. Mishra s a fine
dancer, but not yet of the cali-
bre to carry it off on her
shoulders alone. Given a few
years, she will reach that
stature. Hopefully for her and

for us, organizers will also get
their act togcther.

{ for what was essentially
a lay audience. The programme
lended o drag at times, not
due to any fault in the dancing,
but simply because of the simi-

ltrity in mood between the  Sujata Mishra : Graceful without being over-feminine.

He was his Own Standard

that he sported on a stilt

of a That ecame
from his forcbears. Upcn-
drakishore Ray and his
brothers and his sons and
daughicrs and the oflsprings of
his brolhers had all been very
laleniled peopic, some of thoem
ncar gcnfuscs — and al least
one was a (ruc genlus,
Sukumar Ray whosc son is who
we arc talking about. All the
world is at Lthe moment Lalkin
about him. The world as wel
as we have long been alking
about him and it is only natural
that, now that he has died, we
should all be for a spell of time
talk and writc and cxhibit

I Twas a supcr-iQ head

mostly about him. Afller
Tagorec, Satyajit Ray s the -
mosl cclebrated Bengalee. And

il the two cannot really he
comparcd by any measurc, Ray.
onc fecls, has had a greater
audicnee than the greal man,
understandably because of the
medium he chose 1o work in
And Lhere was culture In
the family. The Brahmos had
not gone inlo a dechine at the
timc Ray was borm and (he
community represented the
highest point in maodern
Indian culture, reaching decp
down the roots of the subcon
linenlal civilmation and imbib
ing all that was wholcsome In
the cultures and lcgacies of the
west. Satyajit got it all from the
milicu. Like he got his [clicily
in music.” Bat the Brahmos
would also be very rightly cant

Magazine

by Waheedul Haque

eatured as Victorian prudes
and In spite of Lthe remarkablc
all-rou achicvemenlts of the
sccl as a whole very few of
them could break free of an
invisible straitjacket that was
there. Unull Tagore's wvolup:
twous nudcs shocked the
Bengall intellectual establish-
ment into a rethinking, he also
was supposcd 1o keep himscll
clcarly oflf the boundaries sct
by Debendranath, Keshab Scn
and Shibnath Sastri. Tagore
Mmecil ook rather unkindly
lowards meovics althou for
rcasons very advanced lor his
ttmes and lar from constdera-
tions of prudcry

Film was nol the ideal thing
for a budding [irahmo intellce-
tual to go madly alter although
Nitin, the son of the proican
pathbreaker H Nose, had in the
carly thirties carved out his
namc as onc of the ploncers of
Mlemy e hnique and art in the
subrontinent Whoen Salyajit
hroke ree from the communal
taboos, There was nol much of
challenge left in it This is all
lo siress Lhat he didn't get his
fMlm-mania from the (amily
culiure, i was somcthing his
very own In a remolc way, Lhe
dcath of the [ather, Sukumar,
the Bengall version of Lewis
Carml and Fdward |lcar rolled
into onc and far more than
that — might have helped him
find his first love — the
ollywood films

A scene from ‘Pather Panchall”

How the Fo;eign Media |2 Trbute to Satyajit Ray
Looks at Bangladesh

During the opening of the
fifies, this scion of an Musiri-
ous Kishoregan| family, com-
bining with another from a
Chittagong-origin flamlily,
Chidananda Dasgupta, were
working through mainly the
lorum of the Calculia Film
Socicty, a radical change in the
Mim pereeption of the genera-
tion. And Jean Renofr, alrcady
a [ather-figure 10 world cinema
and son of the ecicbrated im-
prossionist painier, burst on o
the Caleutia scene. That Ray
was baplized inlo the art of
film-making a compicicly dif-
fcrent avocation from writing
about Nims. by none other than
onc of the all-time film tmmor-
lals, was portcnious of many
good things to come. | lowever,
it was beyond the wildest
dream of cven those thal were
ncar and around that the first
of thesc good things would be
Pather Panchall. Bfbhutibh-
ushan's first novel was his
greatest povel. According to
many, hlrﬂ]ﬂ'l first Nlm. bas
ing on the same novel, was his
grealest fflm

All of the many-splendoured
achievements of may be
iraced back to family culture
and genius barring one — his
cincmalic creations. His chan-
gl:d; the world of book design
and production into something
afller which books were never
o be the same again ia a gem
of an achtevement. But rem-
cmber the drawings and cart-
caturcs of Sukumar and gra-
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ndlathcr Upendrakishore or
art movement as a whole In
Rengal at the time of his birth
whose product was Mymen-
singh-compatriot Hemen Ma-

jumdar. the self- master
of the lemale figure — and you
will know the roots of Satyajit's
gift. His Shonku and Feluda
mecamerizers are all so very
nalural oflshoots of a clan six-
zling with creative energy and
unccasing playfulness — of both
the intellectual and the artistic
kind — as was true also of the
Jorasanko house of (he
Tagores. How well the genera-

tion now ng oul remem

bered Kuladaranjan, the wri-
ler-translator of classics for
children, and Subinoy Roy, the
scicnce-minded ever curious
onc — both uncles of Satyajit |
The writler he almost wor-

shipped, Bibhutibhushan, the -

scrious man had long before
sct a model for adventure
thrillers for children that bris-
tled with geodraphy and his-
lory and anthropology — and
could you believe — a dash of
occanography In the two clas-
sics of all time like RLS's
Treasure [sland. It was all set
lor Satyajft to lollow in the
footsteps of Chander Pahar and
Maroner Donka.

After one has been able to
circumnavigate this multi-
faceted gentus, one would tend
to push aside all his other
works and come back to his
films — specially the ones delv-
ing deep into the deprived and
degraded world of a people
that once was so rich and con-
tinucs to be as rich in human-
ity as it was ever. And realise

that, well, here s the moet
Satyajit Ray in his clement.
Having no peers and

never
films.

Owur tributes to this best
known of his genera-
tion — and t preserved also
— should come straight from
hearts laden heavy with grati-

tude. It is not true that he
placed Bengall cinema on
map of world cinema
should anyone in the
care for such trash? He
for all the world and
terity the human
Bengalce people’
crowded and poor and hungry
for generations and yet evoca-
tive of the highest in man's ca-
pacity in the realm of culture
and society. And thus gave us,
irrclevant non-entitics as we
have been for so in the
world society, some and
see for ourselves in the mirror

4 |

iy

<

le creating a real Hve-
able world out of the utmost

poverty in everything

Crntinued from page 9

for fucl. Kazakh ministerial in-
tervention saved the day lor us
and we [lew ofl not towards
Moscow but to a Russian air-
port called Chiliabrinsk, in the
Ural region lost totally under
snow. We refuelled there and

[lew oll to Moscow.

The target of our delegation
was more than fulfilled. We
had signed protocol on estab-
lishment of diplomatic rela-
tions with the seven newly in-
dependent republics that we

visited. We signed agreements
on trade and economic coop-

cration with every one of them
and our members of delega-
tion, specially from the private
scclor, established fruitful
contacts with their counter-
parts. We had explored a whole
ncw world and the result was
very encouraging indeed.

A word about our students,
many of whom have married
locally and scttled there. With
their knowledge of Russian,
ncquaintance with local condi-
tions and contacts, they were
of enormous help to our dele-
gation. With command econ-
omy collapsing in Moscow and
clsewhere and being rapidly
replaced by free market econ-
omy, our students have turned
into full fledged businessmen
and some, we were told, were
doing very well. We heard that
when former President Mr
Gorbachev opened the market
for import of computers back
in 1987, our students rushed
to Singapore and we were told
ol dollar millionaires among
them!

During our three-weck long
visit in the eight republics,
what struck me was that
nowhere did | find any desire
to snap ties with Moscow. The
republics had become inde-
pendent and they were slowly
charting out thefr own course
according to their capacities.
Yet the bond for through
seventy years of living to-
gether, through the Russian
language, through the now de-
funct discredited Communist
Party and the Soviet military
machine, the Russian TV /and
ncwspapers remained strong.
In the collapse of the Soviet
Unfon the republics played
virtually no part and not cer-
tainly the Asian republics, who
il anything, watched in help-
less dismay the slide of this
giant state, The  Foreign

Gains of Seven Decades

Minister of Kazakhstan Mr
Suleymanov spoke with
warmth about his former boss
HE Mr Alckseev, currently
Russian Ambassador in Dhaka
to whom Mr Suleymanov con-
veyed his very warm regards.
Each newly independent re-
public has a representative in
Moscow and that really is the
cllective coordinating body.
Russia’'s influence with the
new republics 1s still strong is
evident from the simple fact
that leaders of the newly in-
dependent republics have been
paying visits to India, with
whom the former Soviet Union

maintained excellent relations
for ncarly half a century. It is
still too early to predict the fu-
turc of the Commonwealth of
Independent States. The lead-
ership eve re appeared to
recognize that they had much
to gain by keeping some links.

It will never be the same
Soviet Unfon again but perhaps
a new entity based on commu-
nity interest and shared expe-
rience.

Our Acroflot flight back to
Dhaka was due to take off on a
late night of Sunday and | de-
cided to look around Moscow.
Yes, behind the Lenin hill

stood the magnificent Moscow
University, Lenin's statue was
in place and the first con-
queror of s Yuri Gagarin,
still standing tall. Mardsm had
made its home in Moscow for
more than seventy years and
Lenin took it to giddy heights.
The ambition was no less than
creation of a new man — the
Soviet Man. In that grand
quest the achievements of the
Sovict Union are remarkable in
the journey of man to a better
future. Those achievements are
there for all to see. Yet the soul
has cvaporated.

In fading sunlight of the

e ———:

evening |1 took a walk around.
the Kremlin, where | had
stayed as a member of the'
first Bangladesh: delegation
twenty years ago. Curious visi-
tors were still looking at the
mummified of Lenin and
wondering if it would be there
tomorrow. The Red flags had
been replaced by the Russian

blue and red; the star on the _
Kremlin looked forlorn. | was "

overpowered b; a sombre-
mood. The whole setting
locked like a circus party, =
which had finished its
programme and was busy fold-
ing up the tents for its desti-
nation in the unknown.

(The author is former
Ambassador and Assistant
Secretary-General, OIC)

Dear Mita,

| am a regular reader of your newspaper, The Daily Star. |
am facing a personal problem. Would you please help me out
by giving me some advice and printing my letter in your es-

daily.

| have been seeing a senior boy of our school for over one
and half years. le will be appearing for his ‘A’ level examina-

tions this year. | have

a weakness for him as he s

very cute and looks like the hero of Humayun Ahmed's story

"Darcochinir Dwip®.
He will be

leaving our school after this year. but | have to

tell him that I love him. Thinking of him has already made me
lose my sleep and my appetite. What can I do without any em-
barrassment to either of us? Mease help me out.

Dear Anonymous,

Young people of your age fall in and out of love very

Anonymous.

olten,

this is nothing to be ashamed or embarrassed aboul. Instead

of telling the boy

directly you can give him some hints and

cxpress your feclings indirectly. I the boy s interested, he

will respo

and have a long way lo

nd and even alter lcaving the school will maintain
contact with you. Just remember that
go belore settling down with a single

you both are very young

pariner. What scems like love today might not seem that way

tomorrow. So take it casy, don’t lose sleep

or appelite over it,

there is plenty of time for that. Right now just enjoy yoursell,

be happy and study hard.

Dear Mita,

A distant relative married off her daughter to a man who
had lived 20 years in the US and was here for a two-month
holiday. The girl joined her husband after six months and
found he already had a wife and did not want her anymore.
This young girl is alone, without anybody to support her and
doesn’t know what to do. What can be done about this situa*

tion7 Please advise.

Salma Khan, Chittagong.

Dear Salma, '
It is another sad example of the vulnerability of our

women.

scem to be such a burden that some parents
marry them off to the first apparent eligible bachelor. This
kind of situation is nol new nor uncommon. Many men alfter
spending years abroad come back to marry
not a wife and partner but a scrvant who will be at thefr beck
and call. There are a number of actions this girl can take. If
she has her marriage certificates, she can sue her husband
legally as polygamy is illegal in the West. She should lcave him
and come back home and start a new life. There is no deubt

. What they want 1s

that 1o be happily married is very important but it is not more

important than life itself.

Dear Mita,

It is very easy for you to advise women to be independent
and not be subservient to their husbands but in reality this is
not possible at all. For 20 years | saw my sister tolerate in- |
sults and abuse from her husband without protesting. Finally,
he became too old and sick and has recently started apprect
ating her. Do you think it was werth it? My

happy that finally he appreciates her. What do you think?

Dear Anonymous,

You hnw!ﬂlupunlwryuhdlrﬂhnmm point. This is
very common in our culture. A woman su

nally, when thetr life is almost over, is rewarded by thetr hus-
band's respect which is also motivated as he needs someone
to look after him. It is not relevant whether | think it was

worth it or not. The
to feel that making
of thetr ives, such thi

though independence

nt is as

r husbands
will continue. As for your first
women is a long way off, they

protest in many subtle ways and not be so subservient.

sister says she is

Anonymous, Dhaka

for years and -

as we orteni our women
ppy is the sole purpose

1




