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Long Live the Rickshaw

HERE does the word

“rickshaw” ecome [rom?

Why do pullers stand
up in the pedals and lean
backwards to get the vehicle
going? When did the first
rickshaws hit the sireets of
Dhaka? The answers to these
and other gqueries you may

have about the three-wheeled
wonder are to be found in the
newly-released Bible of rick-
shawphilia, “The Rickshaws ol
Bangladesh,” published by
University Press Limited.

Author Rob Gallagher has
been in the country for nearly
len years, or long enough to
become fascinated with this
most endearing yel irritating
overgrown tricycle, With the
encrgy of a man possessed he
has dud into history, eco-
nomics, urban transport the-
ory, credit opportunities and

sociology. His substantial tome

(683 pages) looks to be the ul-
timate in reference for stu-
dents of transportation meth-
ods in developing countries;
the layman will delight in the
wealth ol surprising [acts.
_ For example, did you know
that "rickshaw” is a derivative
“tof the Japanese term "jin riki
shi.” meaning. man-powered
vehicle? 1 bet not: the didn't
have that in "Oshin.” And the
reason the rider leans back an
- the pedals is because of [aulty
design: the gears are con-
sirucied in such a way as to
make this the only way to start
the rickshaw. That explains
why rickshaw pullers will al-
ways weave through traffic,
slow down, do a 360 degrec
turn-anything but come to a
complete halt. .
Though rickshaws have
been around conceptually for a
while now (bouis XIV had a
"chaise roulante,” in which he
“was pushed around), the first
rickshaws came (0 Dhaka in
1938, brought in by a zamindar

of Sutrapur and a Marwari
gentleman from Warl.

From these humble begin-
nings, the number of rick-
shaws in Barigladesh in 1988
stood at 700,000. We blame
traflic jams and accidents on
them,; we deride them as
cheap and instruments of
degradation, but they are the
nearest thing we have to public
transport. One point Gallagher
makes in his book is that the

main necessity for rickshaws is

nol that they provide cmploy-

ment to se many: il is thuir
cost-cllectivencss per passcn-
ger mile. We all prefer Lo take
rickshaw rather than a scooler
if the distance makes it viable,
As for traflic jams, as the
author correctly points oul, a
rickshaw takes up much less
space than a car. Nor are rick-
shaws a major cause of
mishaps: they account for 10%
ol road deaths while repre-
senting hall of all vehicles on

the street. DBus users and
pedestrians are alt much
higher risk.

Who hasn't yelled at a rick-
shaw puller whe deflies lhe

rules h of the traflic dc-
part t and of physics, il
scerpf sometimes)? This altti-

tude to regulations stems [rom
the background of rickshaw
pullers. Most are migrants
from the village and are¢ cither
illiterage or semi-literate. [Of
course it's dangerous to belicve

ralizations: 1 once had a
rickshaw puller who could
read English.) Gallagher delves
into the social lives of those
involved in the rickshaw in-
dustry: pullers, mistris,
painters. This makes somc of
the most captivating reading in
the book. Onc only wishes for

more on rickshaw art and the

artisis.
Where Gallagher rcally gets
his teeth into the problem is

the section on roads and traf-

fic, Rickshaws are not the rea-
son roads are jammed: the
roads are. Better constructed
sccondary roads would consid-
crably improve Lhe situalion.
Instead of building ever more
beautilul showpicce avenuces,
the administration should pay
somc atiention to the streets
that are used the mast and
cared for the least.

The rickshaws of

. Bangladesh deserve a betler

image. After all, they con-
tribute somce 35% of the yicld

The Rickshaws of
Bangladesh

el the transport scelor. Well
‘over a million people are ¢m-
ployed in the rickshaw indus-
try. Not only do they need
better roads. They
ter design. Gallagher has a sé¢-
legtion of ersiwhile sugges-
tions for the improvement ol
the rickshaw among his illus-
irations: many of them are
quite humourous. Howcever, the
sad fact is that belter do in
for the rickshaw has never re-
ally taken off, for a number of
reasons. According Lo
Gallagher, owners are inler-
ested in profits. not in beticr
working ¢onditions ‘and an
easicr rickshaw to pull. Whal
doecsn't help is our tendency as
a nation fo leave things as Lhoy
are: il it's working, why [ix it
The same tendency has
demonstrated itscll in our
transport laws: lcgislation ad-

dressed Lo rickshaws has-re- -

81

maincd nearly junchanged
since British times. Ga rs

book is not mercly a quaint ,

conversation
Rickshaws of
calls for real

colffce table
maker. “The
Bangladesh”

change, the sooner the betler,

to prescerve a mode of trans-
portation that mects a need
and to which a viable alterna-
tive has yet to be found. It ap-
peals to anyone who has road
along a Dhanmondi road in the
springtime, in love, and in a
rickshaw.

Reflections

It Feels Good to Come Home

N a misty January mor-
ning | returned to Dhaka
alter an absence of eight

moniths. The airport

for- _

by Arshad-uz Zaman

tame alflair. There are fewer
beggars on traflic islands. At
the Maghbazar crossing as
usual at neon tme small boys
are selling the onc page sheet
at the top
lungs ‘baper beta Saddam
{father's son Saddam). We may
recall that since the Gull war
Saddam managed to capturc
the imagination of simple folk
| was astonished to find
this has not waned. The
ts are full of people and
is an afr of yranguillity. |
the vendor of flute playing
and bringing oul mu-
the depths ol his soul,
nly a can and
thank heavens that Dhaka has
not yet become the monster
that the s of our Limes
are. City streets are full of peo-
ple petty late at night — a surc
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. sign that there is no fecling of

insecurity. The events ol
Halishahar has no doubl lefl an
ugly taste in the mouth regard-
ing the Navy and drawing
rooms are alive with dcbate
abeut this one murdcrous
mutiny. The fate of Noorjahan,
who was stoned to dealh on
the orders of an amorous
Imam, send the shivers
through ladies, although this
will remain an isolated inci--
dent.
There are more flowcers in
Dhaka than when | lcft cight
months agoe. Flowers arc ev:
erywhere, specially our noble
"Rojonigondha’. On the road-
side le are making beauti-
ful bouguets mixing various
colours of flowers. Siberian
birds migrate to our warmer
climate in winter. Our weslern
friends like to escape their
rigoprous winter and visit us. |
ran into: Lord and Lady
Swinsen, who are residing at
the residence of the [ritish
High Commissioner Sir Colin
and Lady lmray. Lord and Lady
Swinsen were going through
the store ‘ldeas and were
-dInL:. the deft hands of
Bengalt jes. The DBritish
High Commissioner. Lady
imray and | havwe become good

friends, specially sincc our trip
together in my home district
Bagerhat, where | introduced
them to the holy crocodiles of
Khan Jahan Alf's Dargah, and
by supreme luck, a Royal
Bengal Tiger in the Sundarban,
as we admired him [rom our
spredboat. During thal relaxed
trip through the Sundarban, |
had told Sir Colin about a ca-
sual conversation with his
deputy regarding the disposal
of the furniture of several
buildings * of the High
Commission once' Lhey moved
to Baridhara. | had fn mind the
University of Seclence and
Technology, Chittagong, the
brain child of my good friend
Nattonal P'rof of Medicine Dr
Nurul Islam: who had trhwolved
me with the projeet right from
the béginning. Coming home
this time | find that the furni-
ture is now al ithe instituotion in
Chittagong. Thank yeu, Sir
Colin!

I have conllicting rcporis
about the stale of our economy
For some Lthere are little signs
that economy has started
picking up but for most induos-
trialist riends. ceonomy is as
stagnant as ever. The faces in
the shops lend o support the
former view. Poor Bangladesh
TV. i scems o have died a
natural death. After eighl
months | noliee qualitative
change. The Siar TV and its
channels from long Kong in-
cluding the overwhelming
Indian channel, with its popu
lar film songs and movics,
seem e have wiped oul poor
TV. )

Coming homw s of coursc
coming 1o mn  Editer and
[riend of several decades S M
Al. In Ract honweoming began
with him. From the nolsy sur-
roundings of Bangladesh
Times crossing, | found him in
the - peaceful surrounding of
Dhanmondi. Dhanmeondi, the
first satcllite town of Dhaka.
with its anglers and walkers
and lakeside lovers, with its

trecs hending down on
the , its one story villas,
has echanged wvery Hitle
although here and therc a
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S my wife and mysclf

came out ‘ol the Prado

Museum in Madrid, we
recognised Monir — the inimi-
table artist with the wild crop
of luxuriant hair, decp
observant eyes and a
vibrancy which only the true
artists are blessed with. The
encounter with Monir was a
memorable experience. He is
now the well known graphic
artist of Spain with the heart
and mind profoundly glorified
by the golden silts of his birth-
place, Chandpur. He lives and
work in an apartment only 15
minutes walk from the Prado
Museum. One day his graphics
would probably be hanging on
the priceless walls of many [a-
mous museums of modern art.
Monir would then become a
legend — ever after. During his
life-time, he would most prob-
Aably remain in
never for once leaving the
shores of Sonar Bangla in his
mind or heart. He has been in
Spain, Madrid to be specilic,
since 1969, 23 years from lo-
day; but he remained so much
a Bengali.

I1is graphic works fﬁlly bear |

this out. His motherland is his
trap of lové as depicted in his
1977 etching with a famous
yuotation from Tagore on lilc
in the Delta — of profusion ol
life in the midst of mighty

rivers, He etched out the bro- |

ken contours of the land rav-
aged by nature — yet life flour-
ish there in great abundance.
It appearcd to us that inspilc
of remaining so far away, he
still pined for his nalive
Chandpur where two mighty
rivers meet and the place so
typically depicts our land —
the trap of love. T
And, like'the people of his
native riverine country, Monir
is basically such a simple per-
son. He met us in a lotally
unceremonious manner and
with in moments, the sheer
warmth and intimacy of his
personality engulfed us com-
wt him for the
first time but he made us feel
that we knew him for decades.
There was nothing unknown
about him. Without any hesita-
tion he said simply;
"Throughout my life, | was a
bad student, passed my ma-
triculation examination with
great dilfieulty; but 1 loved
painting, that is what | did al

e

NMagazine,

Encounter with Monir

quite |,

Spain; yel .

Chandpur and later on, at
Dhaka Arts College. Since
1969, I am here in Madrid and
at all times 1 am an artist —
perhaps all the while from the
day [ was borm in 1943

Iiis achievenienls during
the last 23 years ol sojourn in
Spain have been tremendous,
Monir partlicipated in 5
Beinnales and 13 International
Art Exhibitions as well as 18
solo, expositions, mostly in
Europe. So far he has varnced
12 international awards and
the 7th National  Award of

artistic bonds have been
evolved through the renounced
Bengali artist — Monir.

Monir's graphics reflect the
decpest human emotions and
feelings which may not posscss
any human I:rupurliuna, His
works., such as God of
Pleasure, Nature of Creation,
or Deep Zone are manifesta-
tions of the arlist’s perception
through colours and contours
of certain vilal aspeets of life
which are profoundly subjec-
tive; yet the viewers are lelt
spcllbound sinee the art pene

liangladesh in 1985, llis col-
lections can be seen in 12
muscums of modern art across
Europc, Japan, North America
and of course back home in
Dhaka, Bangladesh.

Being in Spain, 12 of his 18
solo shows were held in prac-
tically all the ancient ecities of
that country. He has success-
fully carried Bangladesh to the
inner depths of the artistic
Iberian mind. According to
Monir: "Art is the essence of
human culture, and is also the

medium for expres: ng human

feclings, attitudes towards life
and thoughts. A knovledge of
the art of the given people can
facilitalc the understanding of
that pcople, and so the ex-
change of art, it can be said, is
the best means to bring to-
gether people of different cul-
tures.” Bangladcesh and Spain
arc poles aparl. yel slrong

trates the scases ecfealing an
image, highly individualised in
each mind and heart but uni-
formly without any doubt, the
works are great. What | myself
perceived that alternoon were
rare momenis of bliss, meta-
physical and realised only
through the so-called sixth
sense; but | will always crave
for such rare occasions of be-
ing nearest to the ultimate
pristine purity of heaven and
the creator. _

Another significant aspect
of Monir's graphics is his deep
commitment Lo life — wher-
ever - and whaltever. Hope
Comes and Goes Away is one of
those unforgettable etching of
hopce and despair in brilliant
colours ultimately fading out to
nothingness of the vast char-
Jands of Mcghna estuary ncar
Monir's hometown or could be
the arid plains of interior

Spain or North Alrica. The ap-
pecal is so universal. Same is
truc of Time and Tide, another
brilliant picce of endless life.
lIis mix of colour is absolutcly
supcerb, as | perceived in the
Nature's Song or Change of
Times: while Gone with the
Winds has been ctched from
deepest to faintest blue depict-
ing naturc and life in motion
yel in harmony. :

| asked Monir how his in-
dividual picces ol graphics are
initiated: docs he conceive the
image in its entirche. althougeh
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in an outline where the
shades, the strokes or dots
cle, come through as waves of
creation —  somelimes in
frenzy and at other Limes se-
date and reflective? "No, noth-
ing like that:” he told me. What
he does, for example, put a red
-dot al a prime location, follow
it up with few bold sirpkes of
black on the lower edges. This
is the beginning through an
arlistie inspiration and then it
gradually evolves, not in a
frenzy but over hours and days.
In the solitude of his basement
studio, the shades come, from
light to the lighiest; while the
faintest of touches and minute
details are the last lo be added.
Ultimately what happens is an
clevation of the human soul, up
above the gray plains riddled
with black contours ol bold
construction. This was now
Signes De Elcvacion, 1984,

came about. Monir ended by

saying; "it is abstraction, not
the screne and balanced inter-
pretation of nature, as you
might haye secen at Prado
Musecum.”

Abstraction po doubt; yet |
could discern the high degree
ol artistic simplicity in the re-
straints as well as sparing use
of colour and lines. To com-

. prehend beyond the obvious,

to bring oul the deep render-
ings from the inner reaches of
the heart and the conscience
lcad to the fulfillment of a life
full of artistic accomplish-
ments — that is Menir, | felt.
Each of his etchings is a po-
etry that touches the best of
what is in Man. We could have
spend not hours butl days ad-
miring Monir; unfortunaltcly,
Lime was short — we could not
stay any longer.

It was late aflternoon, a
crispy cool October sunset
could be glimpsed on top of
the Prado Museum as we
walked tlowards Monir's
apartment. We talked for sev-
eral hours late into the night.
His petite Spanish wife was
present and his ten month old
son was silling right on top of
the dining table where we
were all scaled. were all
so [riendly and that was truly
the charm of the encounter.

We saw the neal and very
simple lile-style of a late 20th
century artist of the world
alter two decades of creative
achievement. 1 felt so proud.
He is one of us. We both love
the same [Hiisa flish bought at
the Chandpur stecamer ghat.

N the oil on paper cxhi-
bitior by hrahim, WEld at
“La Galerie,” one found
thirly-one entrees, that
charmed the beast out of your
soul. The subject of the painter
was nature, but he also
included human beings, as he

' believed that man and naturc

went hand in hand in this
universe.

In Ibrahim's "Songs ol
Nature”, the tree forms had
been fragmented, and at the
same time simplified. Trec
tops had been depicted as the
subject — compesed at the
centre and the left end of the
composition. The shades ol
mauve in the backdrop repre-
senled the sky, while the dark
mauve in the backdrop, stood
for the sky. Meanwhile, whitc
and dark mauve had been used
in the forefront to highlight
the su t. It leant serenity lo
any viewer, despite the jan:-
dominance of the hues of dark

pigmonts.

A tree had been painted
with lyrical lines and colours
in "Songs of Life”. There was

the gentle dove — coloured sky

in Lthe backdrop in "Songs of
Life”. Hedges, flowers, paths
and rivulets completed the
depiction of nature.
Meanwhile, a man and a
woman were included in the
composition, both being of the
same height, but with the
woman being painted in sofler
pinkish hues of burnt-sienna,
mixed with white.

The painter's “Love ,of
Treed” had the land dcph:\trd
in soft blue hues, with black
spray pigmeniations, to lend
interest o the delineation.

A painter with a Penchant
for Romantic Leanings

Songs of Life

Two stems — one holding a
lcaf., symbolising a tree, and
therefore, a trec — were de-

picied on the circles of blue

and black, representing land.
The subtle use of black on the

by Fayza Haq

top and bottom of the pieture
lent perfection to the compo-
<itfon.

The artist's tation-2°
depicted a woman in yellow
and burnt-sienna, white and
hlack, along with white were
uscd to depict the woman, the
subject . She was portrayed as
standing desolately by herself,

- on a semi-circle of beltle-

green; while green, orange and
brown completed the outer
scmi-circle of the samw picee
of land. The sky was shown as
bars of black, yellow, pink and
white — the colours gently
blending into each olher. A
curl of fine white was inchided
in the sky, to symbolise hope.
in "Ekattorer Dingulee-5
the painter had brought in fig-

,ures in an impressionistic

manner, and the artist had cx-
perimented with textures and
hues with perfection. The five
figures, representing people ol
all and sexes, were held

up against a background of solt
‘pink and orange. They sky, a
semi-circle of turquoise bluc,
mixed with white, held an opal
moon. These were carclully
juxtaposed with black, erange
and pink as well as black hues
to resent clouds. The moon
was brought in to symbolise
hope for the future, whilce the

Songs of Nature

exlensive usc of red. was there

lo depict the fear of the army

in 'T1.
The

brought in

"Ekattorer Dingulee’-7". Th:n

theme was
Ibrahim's

samc

rcpresented the fear of de
struction in the country during
that time again. Despite the
use ol a splurge of black and
red, to represent the terror in
the hearts of the people, there
was, an inclusion of a large
patch of soothing pale blue,
white, and i blue: This
stood for hope. that people
had in their hearts and mind
lor the future. In the depiction
ol nature, the artist had held
up the psychology of the peo-
ple of the country at that time,

As a contrast Lo the two
paintings mentioncd earlier, in
"Sensitive Moments™, the artist
had depicted WNhe emotion
charged moments of a man
proposing, and a woman dis-
posing. The human figures
‘were in an impressionistic
form of shades of burnt-sicnna,
carefully touched with white at
the bottom. I[brahim has
brought in his idyllic and op-
timistic concept of naturc in
the background. This included
careful use of black at the four
corners of the composition
The sky, meanwhile, had solt
orange, with delt white texture
work on the paint. Meanwhile
"the green, green grass of
heme" were depicted with solt
and dark, carefully composcd
circles and swirls of sap and
veridian green,

Despite. having the usunl
problem that the average artist
faces, in the country, Tbhrahim
said that he would adhere lo
his ofl paintings and not turm
hack to cdbmmercial work,
which he had abandoned
cightven years ago.

Earayanga;j- Club

Continued from page 9

cilture has changed with time.
in 1917 whoy (IMV  graimn-

phoines were introduced, a
song recording scssion was
held here in the club, Famous
st rs ke Ahbasuddin, RN EEEE
¢ howdhinry, R L BRI TR

ol storcd butldime vntred
on the scene. My friend took
me to lunch to a Chinesc
reslavrant where they ex-
changed greetings in Chinese.
It feels good to come honw.

*wram aba o
ok g B a0 S

of e
ICome: agandi o the banks ol

this river, where the rice grain

covercd statrs meel, (o this
%1 rggial)
The writer (s retired
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The new extension
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wihns, I3ut this coukl s be
continuced lor a long tUme.

Afltcr the devastation of war
in 1971, # ook a lot to reslore
the club's heritage. Today, as
always, the club s a real com-
petition for Dhaka Club,
Chitlagong Club, Barisal Club,
Khulna Club awl others.

The centenary eelebration
programmes started December
4, with the opening of
"Paradise Cables Tennds r-
ndament.” The month-long -

mmes  included, uuut:.'

chate, recitation, thealre,
children's competition,

Continued from page 9
only dulls and benumbs him?
It needs mentioning here Lhal
experiences, hitherto gathered
by Mr B with regard to scenes
and images of non-conven-
tignal words and deeds, have
now created for him a state of
purgatorial cold storage, but, of
course, not withoul lending
perspectives to him. The

question, well then, is this :
“after such experiences, how
could Mr B do semething cx-
traordinarily radical so as to
make him tellingly different
from the common, average run
of the Bengalis?" His urge like
an auto off to an impera-
tive which now asserts fisell
more obviously than Prufrock’s
tespin @ *1 must be different.”
While his wile keeps beefling
about hs behaviour, Mr B
unrelently keeps embarking on
possible catch-all actions in an
attempt to be non-conven-
tional, and the realtsation that
history singles them out as
heroes who can only
non-conventional acts contin-
ues to inspire him. Yes, he
keeps out.

. :I'.hﬂ?"‘ being an old formula,

| The Journey of Mr B

does not crrable him to earn
accolades which Mr 3 so [ever-
ishly pincs for. Then, he starts
walking angularly. but it also
does not work, for so many
lame men limp that way.
Alterwards, he chooses to
slcep without closing his eyes,
but this phenomenon is nol
unusual if one cares o look at
the style of politics pursued by
many in this part of the world.
The thought, now, even morc
obstinately grips him as to how
he could do things unusual
How? How? After bcavering
away al various means for quitc
sometime, Mr B feels that he
is now affected by a chemistry
of the Baudelairean langour
and the Kierkegaardian
sickness unto death’.

But, the light breaks oul
soon, even if momentarily. It is
the servant, Mr B's servant,
who makes a point. "Sir, you
look bothered!” says the ser
vant. Hr_.‘l -.-:h 'i': peluc-
tantly, "1 wan't 10 do somec
thing unusual. To wm
is bothering me.” sitmple!
Stop responding to nature's
call, for everyone does itl" Mr
B springs up in joy and gives a

L e———

maflficking laughter and then
thinks that this is somcthing
he has not thought of and tried
out. Yes, he would try! He must
have to be unusual, different,
radical, non-cormventional.

Asians Cross

Continued from page 9
lrics to provide basic commua-
nity services as a NECeasary
step lowards grealer gowvern-
ment responsibility in this
arca.

WHO suggests that spevial
cmphasis be given to day-care
and stmilar programmes which
would help lamilivs to care for
their elderly. Nothing that old
age in ftsell does not demand
specialised care, WHO recom-
mends (Rat primary health
carc workers already im the
community should simply be
given additional training to
recognise and deal with com-
mon problems expertenced by
the clderly.

Majorily ol the clderly are

" not disabled. Nor are they cn-

provided in as

ooy o
envi ni as to

preserve autenomy of the
whﬂ; exlent
posaible. _— M



