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the report of the
Commenwealth' Observer
Group on the Guyana

last

. You can E:::I original e
written by s figures as
Iegu'-dlrj. controversial Cectl

DHAKA FRIDAY FEBRUARY 19, 1993

== Race to Save Break-up of a Great Library

Mﬁlnmmwﬂhasﬁnmlnndm

The

library in the world of material on the British Empire and its successor, today s 50-nation Cummonweahh has been under threat.

The recession and other factors meant it could po longer be maintained in its traditional central London home. An appeal was launched to
save it from being broken up and sold. So far £2.3 million has been raised towards the £3 million needed. Gemini News Service reports the

race against
fRhodes as well as accounts of
the Commonwealth Eminent

Persons Croup mission to

South Africa in 1988 and re-
of addresses made In the
right next to the library by

a hutnfmnmt Commonwe -
alth figures like Sonny Ram-
, Kenneth Kaunda, Julius
and Michael Manley —

Wﬁ-l Mrl-nhd mu Nehru, first prime minister ol lndm sits (second from left) ﬂh British pnme minister ﬂnm
letters Mn{lunﬂ'l}ﬂmmhmmumﬂmsmMQmﬂmmeﬂnmmgBtrﬂi

time to save a priceless asset.

texts that will be studied by
future scholars of Common-
wealth history, authors and
makers of films and radio
ammes as they have been

r over a century
The danger to this hiving Ui
brary came when the Society,
which has no official funding
and exis's on the subscriptions

-

of fts woridwide membership,
found that after years of finan-

cial straggle, it could no longer *

sustain #t. The Society's dete-

riorating and uneconomic
butlding tn the centre of
Londoen — within a minute of
T - Square on one side
and River Thames em-
bankment on the other — had

—

to be rebuflt,

The cost ol maintaining the
library and of housing it in
such an expenstve area could
not be met. It had to be found
a new home and mo had to
be raised to ensure fts future.
Otherwise, it would have to be
auctioned ofl, which mcant
almost inevitably it would be

broken up around the Comm-
onwealth — or even outside it

Steps had already been
taken to begin this process last

year wiaen it began to be re-

alised in Britain and elsewhere
just could not be al-

that this

lowed to happen. No compara-
ble collection of material doe-

umenting the history of the which is to have first-class fa-

world's biggest empire, the
transition to Commonwealth
and its contemporary devel-
opment cxists.

iIn 192 the problem of a
home was solved. An offer
came from Cambridge Uni-

versity Library to house the
collection in a new extension

%

1983 - mmmumnmmm
daughter, indira Gandhi, ( mmwmmupmmw)

The Commonwealth Library mm thousands of historic pictures like these

cilities to maintain the
350,000 books, as well as the
quantities of manuscripts and
70,000 phot , many of
remote areas the Empire
taken more than a century ago.
The sum to save
it all was large — £3 million —
and there was precious little
time to collect fit. With the
world in recession, the timing

was hardly propitious.

A high- committee
was set up in London with the
Prince of Wales as Patron and
Chief Emeka Anyacku, the
Commonwealth Secretary-

General as President
Members incl the Can-
adian owner Con

exceptional quality.
I could not have written
Scramble for Africa withowut iL"

And Dea Birkett, who wrote
the much admired book
Spinsters Abroad, said: “it's

it would be doubly tragic if af-

ftage can be saved for genera-
tions to come.

DEREK INGRAM is Editor
gwmm "

Silence |n The House | A Midsummer Night's Dream in the 90s

IS wife was nagging
. even be!'urr he had
stepped through the
door. "So you've come back
have you? There's nothing for
lunch. | can tell but dal

food fit for a
brought something like I told
you, fish or meat, hmm?”
Shahed didn't even bother
to reply. He had just returned

from office, and he was dead

tired. All he wanted to do was
wash and eat and fall tnto a
dead slecp. -

But Najma was shrilling by
nuwmdm!ynumut
han? Or have you lost your
voice, is that it? Or are you

such a coward that you can't
come and face me and tell me
. | haven't bought any
fish or meat, because I'm a
poor man. And | won't get a
raise or a prpmotion in an-

——

I'm such a bungling,

fool. And | shouldn't have
married a decent man's
daughter. But a t's

wench, who would have been
delighted to le in this hovel,
and stufl herself with panta-
bhaat and a sprinkling of salt!”
Shahed bit his lp to kcrp
from swearing, and
wash his face. Really, his li'l':
was hell. There was no escape
from her. Now her voice was

~ rising, getting into full gear

“‘In my f[ather's house,”
Najma began, and Shahed
could have rattled off the rest
of it, she had said it so many
times. “In my father's house,
we had fish and meat everyday,
at every meal. At every meal we
had fish and meat, and then

dishes, and plenty of
fruit afterwards. And everyday
we had dol or peethas or achar

and chutney. Why, even the ,

servanis ate better than | do in
this house — and we never had
less than four in my father's
house!”

"In my father's house ...
she rattled on and on. And
Shaded Hussein, 27, clerk and
.office slave, who couldn't even
remember his father's house
because he was an orphan,
mechanically dried his hands

"

and face — whilc the shrew
shrilled on — then sat down at
the rickety affair which passed
for his dining table, and de-
voted himselfl to his dal, bhaat
and korolla bhgji, eating with
the swift practised strokes of
long habit, while his body and
soul longed for the oblivion of

Somewhere at the back of
his mind was that old throb-
bing guilt, the certainty that he
had dene her an injustice, that
he shouldn't have madrried her.
Najma had certainly been bet-
ter oflf in her father's house.
Bul her eternal stortes about
the dof and peethas and ser-
vant's and what nots, were
mostly old lies that her over-
heated imagination had cooked
up, and added to from time to
time, tll she believed most of
them herself.

SHORT STORY

by Nurul Huq

he shouldn't have
married her. But his mother

Still,

had thought her father rich —
what with their airs, no won-
der. He wasn't. Shahed had
thought Najma would bring in
money. She hadn't.

What she did bring with
her, however, were idcas far
above her station, a shrewish
temper, a horror of physical
intimacy, and a tonguc like a
whip-lash. Hardly ideal wife
material, that. And so here he
was, a most ordinary man, and
an orphan to boot with one
hundred takas in the bank, and
shackled to a wife with ambi-
tions nothing could slake or

"And look at this sari you
gave me, you call this a sari? |
call this faalil This might be
good enough for your mother
and sisters, but this isn't good
enough for the daughter of a
Chowdhury family — and don't
pretend ‘you aren’'t listening,
because | know you are! You
must have got this rag lor half

price. Where did the rest of
the money go, tell me? For an-
other rag like this for your

mother, no? Or did it go to pay ’

the school fees of your sister's'
brats, han? Of ¢course you won't
have the guts o tell me. but ff
] find out onc day Lhat you're
passing them money behind
my back, you'll hear from me. |
can tell you!”

Shahed had often thought of
beating her, beating her till
she leaned on the wall to keep
[rom falling. DBut if he once
started, he wouldin't be ablc 1o
stop, he knew that. Anyhow,
he hated scenes. And the
shrew knew it tooe. Still, think-
ing of beating her was half the
fun. And as he was a peacelul
man, it was a scerel ireat he
allowed himsell often.

Shahed was almost through
with his meal when he looked
up and saw her cyes upon him.
Her eyes were red and
swollen, and he realtzed she
had been crying. She looked
like a stranger. he had never
seen her cry before. "In my fa-
ther's house .., she started off

Suddenly something inside
him snapped, possibly his sell-
control. He had heard her [a-
miliar whine a thousand times
before, but this time some-
thing red burst inside his head
like a shower of fire-works. His
throat tightencd. He struggled
to his leet. His hands and [cet
were trembling. e couldn't
breathe.

Najma stared at him open-
mouthed, and backed away.
‘My God®, the thought raced
through his head, "she's the
coward, alter alll” The next
thing he knew, his heavy
wooden chair as swinging in
his hands.

Before he knew what had
happened, he had whirled it
twice over his head. On the
third time round, he got her —
squarcly on the face. Her head
swung back and her neck
snapped like a pistol shot. She
crashed against the wall,
crumpled in a heap on the
floor, and lay absolutely still.

And at last, at last, thn.\
was silence in the house.

China:

HE Chinese Communist
I Party’'s vice-like hold on
information ts being sha-
as morc and more
in China install satellite
dishes in their homes and tune
in to foreign television
broadcasts.
- But -the government has
largely turned a blind eye to
the swift proliferation of satel-
lite dishes despite fis ban on
citizens watching foreign

tier

;E
!

Piﬂl uz small satellite TV
r around USS$500 to

USSB00. The dishes are
Chinese-made with Taiwanese
reeeivers thal translate the
satellite signal into one that
the TV set can decode.

At a price that is affordable
in all but the poorest villages,
“the satellite dishes may be too

small for premium reception.

Satellite dishes shat-
ter the monotony of
state television. Yoj-
ana Sharma of IPS
reports, from Hong
Kong.

But for the information-
starved Chinese, fed up with
the tedious and relentless
propagandd of state-run
Central China Television
([CCTV), the generally more
riveting content of foreign
satellite channels 1s more im-
portant than perfect reception.

Dishes are luppnnd to be
tuned to satellite transmis-

Stellar Television

sions of the CCTV. Walching
foreign satellite broadcasts is
illcgal without a government
permit normally granted only
to hotels and public offices.
But the latest confidential
statistics from China's State

Statistical Bureau have shown

that some 11 million house-
holds are linked up to a tele-
vision satellite of some kind.

And 45 per cent or around
4.8 million housecholds are able
to watch the Hong Kong-based
Star TV, which beams five
channels including the BBC
World Service Television over
most of China,

Star TV's market siruattun
report sald houschold pene-
tration may have Increased up
to tenfold in 1992 alone. But
official Chinese figures surpass

Star TV's own estimate of
reac - some six million
Chinese households by the end
last year.

Star TV sources say Lhe
numbers walching their
broadcasts are highest in

southern Guangdong province

HE storm over the battle
of the
down to a point that we
hardly notiee it, Lately with the
incredible and often unbe-
livvable changes taking place
all around us we have had little
time to notice how quickly
men-women relationships have
altered. In {act, these are hard
titnes for lovers; after all it is
the age of the dreadful
disease....AIDS and of palimony
suits. Aflairs of the heart have
hiecome a matier of meney,
¢ains, law, politics and even
micdicine. There is a new
pittern emerging: One where
boy meets girl or boy, or even
girl meets girl and falls in love!
But there is more to it before
you may start practicing your
love for each other. For when
you are in love, you inevitably
¢xpect that your partner is ca-
pable of taking care of you. One
musl prove that one is "safe”
and has not been infected with
some sort of a social disease
(there are so many of them fly-
ing around). All this is checked
by the proper authorides, put
down on r and given to
individual lawyers for sale-
keeping. So that when it's your
lurn to sue your pariner, you
can dish out all the dirt and
get a lot of money and public-
ily,
"Shall | compare thee to a
summer's day"....were

Shakespeare's love sick la- -

ments to his lover [who i8 be-
licved to be a beautiful young
man!) but this is the 80s and a
summer's day is apt to be
murky with smog, uneomfiort-
ably hot and humid thanks to
the greenhouse effect. What, |
wonder, would the
Shakespeare of "Midsummer
Night's Dream" make of us,
and what can we make of him?

The first thing to note is §

that despite the ages "love” has

sexes has calmed .

remained unchanged, with the
same harsh triangles and un-
requited passions still around
to make life a mystery. Nor is
it new to see men fall for men
and women for women. It s no
more difficult to recognize its
evergreen cast of characters:
The impatient suftor trying to
persuade his girl to let him
share life, the fairweather
ewain shifting in an fnstant
from rhapsedy to rancor, the
lovers plotting to escape fhe
tvrannical father. Puck would
be an ideal character for to-
day's loveable scoundrel on TV.
He is impish, cute, daring. a

trickster and so very bad for
his own good and, above all, in
keeping with the sellishness of
the ages he is never sorry for
his actions. The idealizing of
love is as old as broken hcearts.

In some rTespects, A
Midsummer Night's Dream,
with its musical beds, drugs
and slapstick comeédy scems Lo
be made for this age and time.

The scene of two young men

playing with their inter-
changeable girlfriends is not
an unusual scene in today's
books and movies. We see it in
films, hear of it in scandals and
read about it in Jackie Collins
novels. Then again these
things only happen in books.

Nor does Titania's sudden pas-
sion for ass-headed Bottom
scem unnatural in the age ol
Ecstasy, when someone who
pops a few pills is liable to
open her heart to the first
person she sees on the road.

' Pyramus and Thisbe, wooing

each other through -a hole in
the wall, might be model
paramours — or paragons — for
the safe-sex gerferation. The

*eourse of true love never did

run . smooth,” observed
Lysander. When you sec the

. less scandalous than ours.

by Naheed Kamal

muddle of our times we are apt

to overlook the [act that it ever =

was. History, after all, does
tcach us something: Cressida
was faithless, Romeo was
headstrong and unable to
imagine any girl in his life save
Rosaline — until he saw Juliet;
and Juliet was a leenage up-
start who repeatedly took ad-
vantage of her devoted nurse,
her parents and her loving
Romeo. Shakespeare too sets
an example, the first part of
his famed sonnets are dedi-
cated to the act of procreation,
the second to his never ending
love for his lover and the rest
to a mysterious "dark lady”
who was not his wife!
Shakespearc was a modernist
of his time. The first to use the
English language as a means of
writing books and poems in,
up until then the language of
literature was Latin. He was
also daring and unashamedly
proclaimed his love for other
women (and men) other than
his wife. His times were no
In
essence love has rgmained
unaltered through the ages.
Even though the heart may not
have altered, the pressures
and restrictions brought upon
it have done so. The whole
thrust of the play, after all, is
that “lovers and madmen have
such seething brains”, that
lovers, in short, are too full of
folly, too much allame, oo rich
in their imaginations — goes
without saying. The problems
now are different and perhaps
the opposite ol yesterday's:
Prudence (i.e. the fear of get-
ling AIDS, namely) makes us
measure out our hearts with
tea spoons. Discretion has be-
come the better part of tran-

near Hong Kong, in remole
Yunnan province bordering on
Burma and Vietnam and in
[nner Mongolia which borders
on Russia.

"It appears to be lowesl in
Beljing and Shanghaj... where
perhaps the government is
more stringent about what
they want people to watch,”
noted a Star TV source in
Hong Kong. '

But #t may alse be duc 1o a
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laxer attitude towards foreign
broadcasts -by provincial gov-
ernments that are spearhead-
ing economic reforms in the
border provinces.

In Guangdong, where an
estimated 90 per cent ol the
population can tune in lo Star
TV and other signals [rom
Hong Kong, many bclieve it has
actually helped the ecconomy
develop.

"We nced to Jearn a great

e

deal about reforms and watch-
ing these (satellite) pro-
grammes helps us understand
more about the way business is
done elsewhere,” said one
Guangdong businessman.
Direct Communications,
Hong Kong's only dir;ct "sales
company, said orders began to
arrive fax and phone from
China almost as soon as they
offered its ‘remote shopping
service in late 1991. The
orders covered a wide range of
products from electrical apphi-
ances o clothing and  jew-
ellery. -
"We had to turn them down
in the beginning because we
could not work oul how to rv-
solve the problem of delivery,”
said Linda Wong, marketing
Continued on page 11

quillizers.

The 60s have gone leaving
us with new lows over old
highs... {f dad smoked it why
can’t |7 Our generation yearns
for the carelfree days of
Woodstock, Morrison, Deatles,

et al. We've had the chance to -

rally nf!nnt all the wars and

even had a Vietnam war
replica ig the form of the Gulf
war. But where is the carefree
jubilation? Love has always
been a messy business no
matter what form f{t takes.
That is exactly why it cannot
be preciscly legislated. I you
make romance a thing for
lawyers, then callousness and
shame turns into crime and
punishment. Today we have
girls suing their dates for
standing them up, and star
crossed ex-lovers count cmo-
tional costs in millions! We¢
have boys kidnapping and
throwing acids just because
the girl refuses to return his
love for her! Used to be "love
means never having to say
you're sorry .

Technology has made dan-
gerous liaisons even more
formidable. Videos have ar-
rived to catch you uncovered
(remember Rob Lowe?) and
common-law suitors are be-
trayed by photographs.
Presidential candidates lose
out thanks to the amazing
tricks of the camera. There is
no privacy left for lovers. This
is not to suggest caution
should be thrown out the door.

Romance has always required
some degree ol pre-calcula-
tfons. In most places and
times, marriage hll always
becn a practical arrangement.
Indeed, the notion of true love
is a relatively recent invention.
if disease and paternal suits
have put a crimp on promiscu-
ity, it is all for the better. [ut
just because love is not [ree,
does it mean it has to be so

cosltly?
The only thing that sepa-
rates our age [orm

Shakespeare's scems to be his
belief in fairies. Fairies who
can solve all our confusions by
going above the heads of law-
makers. In fact the past had
just as much of a bad time out
of it as we do, so there is no
use moaning for the Golden
Days, because chances are they
never did exist. The classic
premise of a is a story
which ends with a vision of
unity and natural harmony.
"All's well that ends well.”
Right?

After all the lunacies of the
starlitsnight arc over, the spir-
its descend to put things right
and the lovers awaken only 10
believe that it was all a dream.
The Bard suggests that love is
blind and its victims are mad,
but only for a night, a brief for-
getful spell before realily
strikes.

After all, "Life is a tragedy
to those who feel

A comedy to those who
think.” — H. Walpole

Through

We will destroy

The youngest of young, a song will sing
From buried bones, raise the living,
We are the ones, new life will bring

With a new arm of might
Soldier, take your stand,
a hearkening ear, now bend,

Doors that lead to death's portal, a call to life

extend.
Break all doors bolted tight
And march you, left and right

On high the cry to
The martyr's captain for battle'
In every direction a marching
Rousing the drowsy from night.

When did that

We want that ancient age
we'll s
Weep with all your

The troubadour's

Shed now the
Awaken, O

dawn's dmr. a shattering blow,
We will bring daybreak scarlet in glow
the gloom of the night
And hindering mountain height

charge is made

pompous throne
you heedless drone
See how the Persian rule sank down
And Russia and Greece and Rome.

Left, nght Left |

by Kazi Nazrul Islam
MhJﬂhﬂM ’

By a drum beat to a heavenly height »
From earth beneath and soil's blight
Youth rise in the dawning light _
Left now, now right.

“parade

vanish away?
today
:nd play ,

They all awoke to fight

You feeble, now

ignite

From the dust we'll build anew

The

Taj Mahal, unite!
Left, Right, Left




