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was the night when the brute

Pak army of military dictator

Yahya Khan aitacked the

sleeping Bangalis with modern
sophisticated weapons Al Bhai

was my house guest in a Hong

‘Kong apartment that fateful

night. He stopped in Hong Kong
on his way to Saigon to cover

the Vietnam war for the New

The next morning - the
mormning of March 26, 1971, we

heard. over Radio Hong Kong, of

in Dhaka.
us — All Bhai and my-
. were terribly shocked. *Alj
Bhal was dumbfounded. Leav-
ing him in that mental shock. [
entered the bath for my shower.
1 came out after a while but did

not find Ali Bhai there. My wife

told me that Al Bhal took his
suitcase and walked out quietly
with a heavy heart. He did not
take his breakfast — nor did he

80 untl I recetved his letter af-
ter a few days written from Sin-
gapore — soon after his returm
from Saigon. All these days. in-
side me | was botling with anger
for what the Pak army did to my
coun . My anguish was
kiling me — my heart was
longing for. contributing some-
thing positive to our liberation
- struggle but [ did not know how
to do it and when. Ali Bhai
showed me the way.. Ali Bhai
wrote me a letter. outlining his
plan for activities in support of
Ahe liberation war. The letter
contained his precise and well-
thought out action plan to mo-
bilize support in Hong Kong to

our just struggle. His letter was

so inspiring that it put me to
‘work aj once. The and

. respect
esteem Al Bhai earned for him-

- we will

make it healthy. with no time
left for looking after his own
health! | now feel so sad that he
is no more but his words and
deeds will no doubt, continue to
inspire us to work for making
Bangladesh a better place to
lve in.

(The letter, which is repainted
below with minor editing,
provides a sample of the
contribution of S M All, to the
war of lWberation. Through his
wide network of personal con-
tacts, Al was able to mobilize

My dear Sattar,

I wanted to write to you a
few days ago — | arrived here
from Saigon on April 4 — but
what could | say in a letter ex-
cept sharing with you my sense

- of agony and utter helpless-

ness? So much has been pub-
lished here — and | am sure,
much has also appeared in

Hongkong papers — that at one
stage, | was breaking down even

while talking to colleagues and
friends. In my house. 1 feel

lonely too.

| can go to the border any
time [ want to, perhaps right up
to Jessore. No problem of visa.
But my office is worried about
me. So we are just marking
time, waiting for further news, |
will let you know as soon as |
have made any plan.

But we just can’t wait. There
is something we can do. After
long thought, what [ have de-
cided is this :

In five major Asian capitals.
Manila, Singapore. Kuala
Lumpur. Hong Kong. Tokyo and
Bangkok., we will try to set up
local committees of "THE SOCI-
ETY OF FRIENDS OF EAST
PAKISTAN". Very simple title,
and let's use "East Pakistan” to
avoid any controversy. These
committees will mainly include

local writers, and in-
tellectuals (professors too), local
foreigners, but gfficially no

and

East Pakistanis and very few (if
any) Indians. The following will
be the main tasks :

{1) To publish a full-page
appeal in the most prominent
local paper, addressed to
Yahya. asking him to stop the
mass slaughter and the use of
force in East Pakistan. it will be
signed by at least 50 or 100 (a
round figure is good) prominent
citizens of the area. (We will
prepare the draft of the appeal
here OR every city can make its
own draft). After the signatures,
put "ON BEHALF OF
THE HONGKONG COMMITTEE
OF THE SOCIETY OF EAST

the society will meet the local
government leaders (the presi-
dent/prime minister] in a dele-
gation and try to setk a state-
ment. if possible a condemna-
tion of what Yahya is doing.

(3} A mass signature cam-
paign on a petition to be sub-
mitted to the local Pakistan
mission.

(4) In Manila. it is even pos-
sible to have a demonstration
outside Pak mission.

(5) Ralse funds, generally
from East Pakistanis and Indi-
ans, butl very quietly. Keep the
fund ready. after using part of it
for publishing the newspaper
appeal.

Yesterday, confidentially. |
sent two cables to Manila and
Hongkong. In Manila, my con-
tact man is Amitava Chowdhury
of Press Foundation of Asia. in
Hongkong. 1 have sent it to
Derek Davies of the Review.

To Derek, | have said this :

"Request organise Hong
Kong Committee of Society of
Friends of East Pakistan prefer-
ably with yourself or Vittachi as
chairman to organise signature
campaign funds stop My
bleeding country needs your
help Regards Ali."

I want you to get in touch
with Viswa Nathan (in Hong
Kong Tiger Standard) whom you
can completely trust. Discuss
the plan with him. Then he will
see Derek. Vittachi in Asia
House, Gatbonton and Suman.

Meanwhile. once the society
is formed, you should organise
the private fund collection from
among our own people. You will
need the money to get that full-
page ad.

I do not know how much it
will help. But international
pressure has to be built up as
fast as possible.

All this must be done
quickly. Time is the essence of
the matter. Call Viswa today
(from a public call booth) and
meet him in a neutral place
(avoid meeting him at your or
his house} and discuss it with
any body you trust.

| am sending you the draft
of the appeal by Monday or

Tuesday. Of course. you can
also use your own dralt. That's
entirely upto Viswa. Derek and
others.

My love to you, Manu and
the children. God bless you.

Yours sincerely.

S ) =
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| Chanchal Sarkar,

Tributes from Overseas Readers

HROUGH his untimely
death Bangladesh has

right direction |/nfortuna
tely for Bangladesh there are
prople of S M Ali's
mism and. In par-
ticular. his single minded deter
mination to shape society in a
proper and just manner
Mr All succeeded in present
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nomic development of

Bangiadesh .
Reading The Dafly Star regu-

larly for the last one year or so,

the impreasion | have formed is

that at long last Bangladesh
has a top quality newspaper
which wants to { against
evils and injustice in the society
in & non-partisan manner. |
think that as the founder -editor
and producer of the paper, Mr
All wanied this. and there is no
doubt that he fully succeeded In
u:hule this goal. At his
death, ile paying tribute to
him | sincerely wish that The
Dadly Star will continue Lo serve
the nation the way 8 M Al
wanted it Lo happen. Let the
paper conlnue O remalin an
impaortant forum of development
dialogue . let it continue to fight
for a better and fairer
Bangladesh. Only in this way
will our tribute to S M_All be
true and meaningful

Dr. Mozammel Hugq

Dept  of Economcs
Univ. of Strathclyde
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produced in our time. This
quality of Ali's may not be so
widely known as his skill and
abflity in journalism. The do-
main of the vocal words is

‘limited compared to that of the

pen and ink. | was fortunate
enough to hear 8 M All spea-
king on more than one occa:
sion. He was compelling without
being obtrusive. His fluency In
the English language was seco-
nd to nobody In the untversity
Above all. like all great spea
kers, he could create an
atmosphere which no listener
could ignore. | remember one of
his speeches very distinctly. S
All was speaking one day In
of our elections for our

from inside a room of the Hall.
The Hall walls were vibrating
with his voice and

at the gate and he asked me.
‘Who s it speaking for your
Party? It 1s S M All, Isn't K7
When [ replied in the afirmative
Ishtiagque Ahmed felt relieved
that it was no other than S M
Al who could match him and
perhaps outshine him as he
had been doing that night. It
brings back to my mind another
thing — how the students of the
university admired their oppo-
nents in those days!
Finally. | don’t think | saw S
M Al more than twice or thrice
after my university days. Once.
| remember, when | was work-
1 as a sub-editor in the
stan Observer. he was then
an editor of a journal In West
Pakistan. | asked him if there
was any possibility for me to
write In his journal. S M Al
replied in the positive, welcom-
ing my thought In utmost po-
liteness. Not many editors
would treat a most junior sub-
ber the way S M All did that

day!

Mahmud Hasan
15 Firs Park Gardens
Winchmore Hill
London N21 2PX
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In a jovial mood with Sheikh

Hasina. Leader of the Opposition.

: midst of a career that
was shaping famously and
drawing him ever near to the
things close to his heart? A
superficial look from outside
would only say he found his
deserts abroad all right —
shining all the way from an ex-
uberant youth i his twenties to
a ripe beginning of the seventh
decade of his life. He was per-
haps looking for some person- '
alised lebensraum — living

SM Ali, who Raised Banglades
Journalistic Image Abroad

h's

by Zaghil Ahmed Chowdhury
was away in New Dclhi  eighties propelled me to be iIn complaining of pain in his foot.
when Mr. SM Ali, widely close touch with two other dis- That pain continued to bother
A known as "Ali Bhai" to his  tinguished' journalists of this = him, and his cousin, Mr. Heda-
younger and friends,  country — Mr. Abdul Latif yet Ahmed. Regional Director,
died in . The news of Khatib and Mr. Shahidul Huq.. UNESCO, got a new pair of

his death caused an avalanche
of shock in the journalistic
circles in the Indian capital
where he was known among the
senior sts for decades.
Mr Ali's death was not prema-
ture but certainly it was some-
what sudden. He was not
known to be suffering from
such acute illness that he
would die soon after he himself
wrote in his last pilece "My
World™ that he was going to
Bangkok for routine medical
check-up.

The news of his death, came
as a surprise to many at home,
and likewise in the capital of
several regional countries,
whose journalism owe much to
Mr Ali. Sendor Indian journalists
dike Mr. Nikhil Chakravarty, Mr
Mr. Uma
Shankar Phadnis, Mr D Sen, Dr
Dileep Padgaonkar and others
took the news of his passing
away with great shock and dis-
belief. "We were planning to
bring him here for a seminar
and we were told that he was
not well but | never
thought that Ali will leave us so
suddenly.” said Mr. Phadnis.
You have lost a journalist of
such eminence. He raised the
image of your country abroad. |
heard his name in the capitals
of South East Asian countries.”
sald an official of Indian
External Affairs Ministry, whom
| met in New Delhi at a recep-
tion the day after Mr. Ali died.

Our country has produced
an array of ished jour
nalists of whom we can be

- proud of: Maulana Akram

Khan, Abdus Salam and Zahur
Haossain are among
those whose names would re-
main forever in the annals of
history of journalism of thig
country. But Mr SM All was
possibly the best known jour-
nalist of this country abroad. It
was in a way circumstantial be-
cause he happened to criss.
cross several countries during
his | career and in the pro
cess left an indelible print ev
erywhere he worked and stayed
Senior journalists from Pakis-
tan and Sri Lanka. who were in
the Indian capital for a seminar,
saicl. Mr SM All was no stranger
in the press circles in their

| countries and the news of his

death would send shock waves
among their friends.
incidentally, it was in New
Delhi that | came to know late
Mr Al somewhat closely even
though | heard his name and
casually knew him before I met
him for a lengthy session in the
Indian capital way back in
1082 My stay In New Delhl as a
Journabist for BSS fnohe carly
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Like Mr All, both are no more
with us today. One day Mr.
Shahid Huq. our favourite
"Shahidul Bhai." Informed me
that Mr. SM All, the regional
consultant for UNESCO, was in
the city and that he will be
coming to his residence for din-
ner. “Shahid Bhai” was then the
Minister (Press) in the Bangla-
desh High Commission. | had
seent Mr. All only once in Dhaka
before and 1 felf somewhat
excited at the chance of meeting
him (as | heard of him from Mr.
Khatib and also from Indian
Journalists). "Shahid Bhai” wou-
id often speak about Mr. Ali's
journalistic ability and par-
ticularly of his exceptional
command owver English lan-
guage. both as a writer and
speaker. | spent a long time
that evening in the "Gulmohar
Park” residence of Mr. Shahidul
Huq in the company of Mr. Al
and several other guests. His
way of talking — choice of
words In addition to his pen-
chant for discussing contempo-
rary events — left such an im-
pression on me that 1 looked
forward to meeting him every-
time he travelled to the Indian
capital in his capacity as
UNESCO consultant. | took care
that my relationship with such
a man of charming personality
and high professional capability
remained uninterrupted and. in
the process, proximity with him

grew stronger. At later stage,
when | had occasions (o travel

to Bangkok or other South East
Asian countries, it appeared
that Mr. SM Ali was not an un-
known name with the press
circles there. | met “Ali Bhai® in
early 1989 on a private visit Lo
his residence in Kuala Lumpur.
That time he was planning to
return home permanently after
bidding 'adjeu’ to a long sojourn
abroad (he had earlier been sta-
tioned in Manila and Bangkok
as well while working for major

journalistic ' institutions). "“All
Bhai” wanted to know from me
about the journalistic atmo-
sphere in Bangladesh. Now |
vividly remember, | encouraged
his wile, a lacdy. to come
to Bangladesh to stay. She
came here with a smile with her
hysband and | had 1o fight back
my tears when [ met a sobbing
‘Nancy Bhabi® at the "Qul
Khwani” of Mr Ali the other day.

Here, |1 cannot forget two in-
cidents that involved Mr Ali
After his return to Bangladesh,
we were together at the World
Education Conference in
Jomtien, near Bangkok. He was
accompanied by his wife. While
we were {aking a stroll alang the
lavely beach of Jomitien. L swns

shoes for him. But he remained
bogged down by the pain and at
a later stage, this appeared as
an intractable arthritis problem.

Another occasion which
demonstrated his fellow feelings
and his mentality to stand by
colleagues during crisis, would
remain in my memory as a
shining example of sincerity
when it was needed most. After
Mr. All returned home from
abroad for permanent stay,
some f[riends including Mr,
Hasan Shahriar, now Press
Club President and Mr Matiur
Rahman Chowdhury, the editor
of "Banglabazar Patrika”, organ-
ised a get-together for him but
he unexpectedly got himselfl
embroiled in a crisis that
evening. As the editor of the
Bangladesh Observer. he was
involved in complex negotia-
tions with the management on
behalfl on his colleagues. But
we, the hosts, obviously became
unnerved as other guests were
waiting for him but the chiefl
guest was not turning up.

I was alarmed to know that
Mr Ali would not at all be able
to turn up and | rushed to the
"Bangladesh Observer” office to
bring him to the get-together.
Mr All said he fell very sorry
and apologised for his inability
to turn up at the function which
was meant for him. But | in-
sisted that he must come at
least for sometime. Otherwise
we would lose face to the wait-
ing guests. But he would not
leave his colleagues while he
fully appreciated our predica-
ment. | then took the help of
some [riends at the Observer
like Mr. Reazuddin Ahmed and
Mr. igbal Sobhan Chowdhury.
the trade union leaders. After
my passionate appeal, they
agreed to request their editor to
leave them for half an hour for
the sake of the hosts. Even after
their requests, Mr Ali did not
budge and remained with his
colleagues at the height of an

organisational crisis while he '

apologised to us repeatedly.
This was a remarkable example
of standing by one's colleagues
in the hour of need. notwith-
standirfg that his other en-
gagemen! was no less signifi-
cant.

As Mr Ali is being eulogised,
somechow [ feel that "All Bhai"
might have had some kind of
premonition about his death al-
beit his own writing that he
would be back by October 20
after his "routine check up”.
Possibly, he could read his epi-
taph — otherwise how could his
dead bodv return home hy the
same oo
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I Miss Khasru, My Yom;éer Brother

HASRU used to call me
"Mula Bhai™ and my wife
“Lucy Bhabi”. He was
younger than me by six years. It
was early 1949. Most probably
it was the month of February.
We were residing at 6 Folder
Street, Warl, Dhaka. | had just
from radio Pakistan,
and had been planning
to publish a progressive chil-
dren monthly. Khasru came up
and volunteered to help us In
our t. The journal was
Jﬁxﬂ’-ﬂumﬂ-
tor was my wife Fawzia Samad.,
S M All agreed 1o be In charge
of a section (0 be named Desh-
was most
pleasing to us was that he de-
cided 1o stay with us. The flrst
issue of “Minar® came oul in the
month of April 1949 (Bengall
year 1358, month Chaitra).
in the fArst issue, we pub-
lished a poem of Dr Muftaba All,

by M A Samad

his maternal uncle; which he
had sent fromm Baroda when he
was a professor of the Baroda
University. Another article he
collected from Professor A G
Stock then Head of the Depart-
ment of ., Dhaka Uni-
versity. The article had been

written in English and
was translated into Bengall by

* Mr Nurul Hossain Khan, a

clasamate of S M All iIn Dhaka
University. Presently. he is the
Chairman of Eastern Bank Ltd
S M Al has just started his
career as a journalist and jotned
the newly launched
"Bangladesh Observer” as Its
first stafl reported. MHis stay
with us gave us an
te see him thro and
through His habits his way
of life. He was gentle, sofl spo-
krn and extremely polite. Some

times he was too formal. He
used to return home late at
night. Some day even afler
midnight. | had the habit of fin-
ishing my dinner early and go
to bed early. The servant was
instructed to serve hot food
when he would be back home.
Some nights the servant would
be asleep when Khasru had
been back home. Mysell and my
wife repeatedly asked him to

rawake the servant If found

‘eating he had a cough, he used

reasons. Did he find that in the
lands he chose
work? His peers had

west, why did he head east? it
cannot be true pro

less westerfised than Tarzie
Vittachi — the other South
Asian from Shri Lanka who did
quite a long spell of stomping’
over world journalism. What-
ever the reason of his choice he

Bengalee
has done with anything near
half Ali's success.

If four decades of his life was
quite out of step with what
equally talented compatriots ol
his times did, his return to his
native land was even more so.
He felt drawn to the idea of
coming back not out of any feel-
ing of being at the tether's end
— tired and lonely. He was un-
derneath all his western and
profession-imposed trappings
an adda loving decent fellow —
Bengalee to the core not much
unlike his uncle Syed Mujtaba
Ali. He started for the
cozy warmth of his childhood
camaraderie — a three-some
formed of Solaiman Choudhury
and Shegufta Bakht Chowdhury
— one elder to him and the
other younger. And it was So-
laiman Choudhury and S M
Mahmud whose goadings de-
cided for him to take the
plunge. What a decision it was.
He was going to set up a mile-
stone in ‘s journal-
ism with a fiercely confident
sweep. And how he did it! In the
matter of months all Bangla-
desh woke up to the fact that
here was so new and
fresh and very professional at
work, perhaps for the first time
in the history of Bangladesh's
journalism. Did his total
commitment to The Daily Star

burn himnself up?
| was too young to remember
of his tions for

great things before he left for
abroad. | wasn't also able to
meet him on his rare visits to
Dhaka. His long long absence
lighted up the more the kindly
face of Khasru Bhai, for that
was his name for the near ones,
which | bore in my mind. And
how | prided myself in the fact
that | had a bhai who had done
so wrll in world journalism.

anyone anymore o tell
and

my childhood remembrances as
a famous man in 1986. We were
sitting in the lavish lobby of
"Sonargaon” and talking over an
article on international affairs
by myself. it was a measure of
his greatness that he deigned to
debate for long two hours with a
non-entity and summed up by
disagreeing on three points but
accepting many more.

Last Eid-ul-Fitr | went to his
house to present him something
that | was sure would both sur-
prise and please him. It was a

boyhood. They were Solaiman
Choudhury (Mukta Bhai), one
of the most respected of Bangla-
desh's senior bankers, Shegu-
fta Bakht Chowdhury (Dada-
bhai), a former governor of
Bangladesh Bank and Syed
Mohammad Ali. the great jour-
nalist and the eldest son of my
baro Mamu. Khasru Bhai

saw him alive,
pleased face of his will live with

me till my day of parting from
here. | saw that face again

e

October 20 — dead. And | said
to myself | would do to my ut-
most what | couldn't when he
was living — care for his dear
things.

Syed Mohammad Ali was
honoured on his death as few

have been in the recent
His two-year final stint as a
to his own people did touch
souls of all who care for the
state of this nation. Such hon-
our and recognition do not
come to the undeserving. His
public achievem=nits are for all
of us tu see. | can’t help re-
member one private small great
thing about him. He loved his
stepmother, Mrs Hur Igbal
Khanam as if she were more
than his own mother. | do not
know who will console her now.
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And how
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A photograph of childhood camaraderie. Solaiman Choudhury, S

M Ali (guess which) arid Shegufta Bakht Chowdhury. He started
pining for the cozy warmth of this camaraderte in his late years

Those Dramatic

Fifteen Minutes

by Noazesh Ahmed

E were just leaving

the Hotel Langsang

for the airport. Our
team was heading to Paksse.
That was back in mid 1985. In
the hotel lobby 1 met my
Laotian friend -~Michael
Samsanuk with his usual broad
smile. With him was a fair
gentleman of our subcontinent.
Michael introduced him as Mr
Ali of UNESCO.

SM All — | was astounded.
| heard so such about him from
many friends of mine. particu-
larty in Bangkok Post and PFA
in Manila. | was, infact. eager to
meel him. But alas! could not
do so in Bangkok, Hongkong or
in Manila. Some how | misséd

al our door but could not make
us awake. How could he break
our sleep when he had been
knocking the door so softly? He
was standing in the verandah
for over an hour. Suddenly |
woke up and felt somebody
outside the room. | opened the
deor and finding him standing.
scolded him “You are a
fool. We are not 3

Englishmen"
Very politely and with a soft |

voice; he said, “Mula Bhai. | did
not want that you feel dis-
turbed”. That was his inborn
habit. When we used to have
our meals together and while

to say “Sorry, Mula Bhai®. He
felt easter to express himself in

himi. Of all the places, at last we
met in Vientiane. | looked at
him intensely with regards. He
was clegant and jubilant, *1 am
one of your admirer. | have pre-
sented your Bangladesh photo-
album to many of my friends’,
he said chearfully.

Our ADB team was In a
rush. We would be back from
Paksse after five days. Mr Al
had a short visit to Laos. After

. two days he would be leaving

for Kuala Lumpur. That meant |
would not be able to see Mr All
after my returm. So much to
talk about, but had to leave si-
lently. He shoek my hand,

Ouﬂmr.:hl
er my return, | immedi

ately enquired about Mr Ali —
in case his departure was de-

layed which was not uncommon
in Laos. But | was unfortunate.
Michael who was heading the
external service of Radio Lao.
was very moved by Mr Ali. All
the time he was talking of Mr
Ali's competence and high pro-

After several years. | met Mr
All again for few minutes only
— on the stairs of The Dally

Star office. He was for
an appeoiniment. Mahluz was



