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veteran ol several succes
Aﬂ 8 abroad,
he was our s in the
arena of tsm. Like

Ulysses, 8 M Al braved the
turbulent sea of world events to
return home al an advanced
age. But his lack of physical

was more than compe-
nsated by the unlimited
intellectual spoils of those many

campaigns. A troubadour in-

him has driven journalist Al
from one station of life to

another bul nevertheless his

was quite in-
evitable. This he felt intensely

launching of The Daily Star in
the country, journalism. En-
glish one in particular, has
achieved a new credence. The

conception of newspapers in the
ocountry no more remained the
same after January 14, 1991 —
the date of The Daily Star's first

appearance. In terms of both
look and content, this dalily

started ch A New course
all other st and tradi-
tonal English dailies were soon

forced to follow to stay in the
campetition.

Some of them succeeded,
some did not In copying All's
brain-child, but all had to take
stock of their resources and
change somehow or other their
positions. Surprisingly, with the
unmistakable mark of .
these dailies also have got their
market. This is ample proof of

the virtue of a pioneering type
of journalism the late editor

brought along with him. With a
single stroke of his genius S M
Ali has suddenly delivered the
country's English journalism
from its uncertain, inhibited
and de facto status to a surer,
liberated and de jure footing.
Nothing less could give
enough cause to savour for a
man who had journalism as the
consuming passion of life. But
Ali was most modest about his
achievement. For he set
a goal still higher
lier one had been reached. All
this he did with a rare flair of
his own, always throwing a new
challenge before him and his
colleagues in whom he could
successfully instil the spirit of -
hard work and never-say-no. S
M Ali's geniality, humour and
an easy approach made his task

« easier, He often boasted, "At

times | can be very blunt.” In
reality rudeness was foreign to
his nature. Suave and sensi-
tive, Ali could therefore get
tough job done by his col-
leagues without himself being
tough. '

No wonder, he set the stan-
dard by his prolific writing and
in the process outpacing his
colleagues. And this is despite
his nagging physical illness.
Seldom did he betray how
painfully constrained he was by
the diseases he was suffering
from. His untiring zest for writ-
ing was too overpowering for
him to attend to other consider-
ations — even physical discom-
fort. It is most fitting that such
a man might be gifted with the
uncanny instinct for detecting
potential In others and also
bringing out their very best. A
crop of young journalists must
bear witness to this remarkable

ability of this doyen of journal-
ism

His is a legacy hard to
shoulder but he himself has
made the task easier by his
own setl of ideals in that untir-
ing efforts combined with sin-
cerity and love for the profes-
ston really count. S M All has
ably passed his envious stan-

dard of professionalism on to a
new breed and he will continue

to live ameng them for years 1o

come.
I tement to say that it was
my privilege to work with
him. For Mr S M All, as | did
find myself, was not only a
great editor, but also a great
man.
Everyday that | came across
him. it was a new day of learn-
ing that enriched me both pro-
fessionally and personally.

He was a fountain of wis-
dom. And that wisdom was not
only reflected in the skill with
which he used words, written
and spoken, but in the good
deeds he himself . He
‘enlivened not only our minds

but also our hearts.
I, like others, found him to
be a great communicator. He

Nilratan Halder
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T would be an understa-

easily could present

The regular meetings that he
conducted with the reporters
and editoria) stafl, gave us a
protound t into his su-
perd professional and analvtical
skills He always came up with
suggestions and analyses of
what we had performed and
what areas we could have im
proved in further,

He advised s without ad
monishing. He gave us sugges
tions without issuing orders He
commanded us without being

. He liked to be lis

ries and issues, he Jeft upon us
the task to perform and deliver
And we, more often than not

a hurry. :

He always stood for -
sionalism and often cautioned
us to be fair, accurate and ob-
jective with out stories and
never 10 be swayed by our per-
sonal opinions or bias. He al-
ways e us not anly to
write. but write what is right
and in the right manner.

M Anwarul Haq
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T was a cool November mo-

ming in 1990 that | had

the honour of meeting Mr-S
M Ali, the renowned journalist,
for the first time, in the newly
set-up office of The Daily Star
on Toynbee Circular Road.

Although the weather was
cool, Mr Ali's response to me
was warm — full of sunshine
warmth, cosy and comforting.
As | approached him — an ele-
gant, handsome man — [ intro-
duced myself. | informed him
that | was referred by my old
friend, Mr Mahfuz Anam.

"Ah, yes, Mahfuz told me a
lot about you. Why don't you
talk to our Managing Editor, Mr
Tawfig Aziz Khan, sitting over
there, and see if you can work
out something with him”., That
was how | had the privilege of
meeting Tawfiq Bhai, the very
well-known radio and TV
comumentator, for the first time
also.

Gradually, as The Daily Star
began to grow under tihe
watchful. affectionate eyes of Mr
S M All and other around him,

| had the opportunity of meeting

%g M Al frequently on official |

As the days passed, one day
he mildly reprimanded me and
said: “"Why do you address me
as ‘Sir?” 1 am not a govt
Secretary or a bureaucrat. Had
| been a Secretary or bureau-
crat, you could have addressed
me as Sir. But | am merely your
Editor. You may address me as
Mr Editor or Ali Bhai — which-
ever you choose™. But | could
not bring myself to address him
in either of the two and conti-
nued to address him as “Sir”.

Few days later. when | again

- addressed him as “Sir”, he fla-

red up and said: "Did | not tell
you not to address me as Sir? |
know your elder brother so very
well, can yeu not take me as an
elder brother also?” | was cold
to the soles of my feet at his
anger. If felt ashamed.

[ related this incident to
Tawfiq Bhai and Mahfuz Anam.
and both said: "Well, if Ali Bhai
has asked you to call him Ali
Bhai. then you should call him
so”. And so my “Sir" became "Ali
Bhai® from that day, but not
without some conscious effort

on my part.
Over the years my.closeness

to Ali Bhai began to grow day by

- day like a blooming garden, full

of flowers — mostly due to offi-
cial inter-action. Truly, he was
an elder brother to me — loving,
kind, gentle and affectionate.

" Sometimes he would phone
me at home, and invariably my
wife would answer the call.
“This is All speaking.-S M Ali. |
am sorry to call at this hour
and disturb you. But I want to
pass on some urgent instruc-
tion to your husband. Is he
busy? If he is, please ask him to
give me a call later when he is
free”. My wife went into rap-
tures at Ali Bhai's charming
approach. Who wouldn't be
mesmerized by such gentle
behaviour and genuine cour-
tesy?

My closeness to All Bhai
grew more and more from the
time The Daily Star officer
moved to Dhanmandi. This was
primarily due to our dalily
Management Committiee mee-
ting with the Editor mor-
ning (the other members being
the Executive Editor,

Editor, Finance Manager and
Advertisement Manager). These
daily meetings were regular
business meetings, discussing
in detail the various business
and pressing problems of the
day, interspersed Wwith Ali Bhai's
jokes and anecdotes, and of:’
course, tea and biscuits. .

I will never forget the last
time [ met Ali Bhai. It was 31
Sept '93, the last day that he
attended office. | came
to office around 10:15 am but
on that fateful day, | reached
office half-an-hour early f(at
9:45 am). As | entered our office
gate | was surprised to see Ali
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______The Editor

Tribute to a Journalist

as We Saw Him

~ TRIBUTES FROM THE STAFF

Bhai's car so early in the
morning: more so as he was not
keeping well for the past few
days. | entered his chamber
with a broad grin across my

face and enquired after his,

health. To my utter surprise, he
was furious at seeing me. He
was in an uncontrolable rage.
To my. knowledge. none of us
had the misfortune of seeing
him in such a bad fit. But |
soon realised that {{ was due to
his fast deteriorating health,
and therefore, he was not in full
control of his actions. Sadly, the
kind, gentle, affectionate and
humorous Ali Bhai that | knew
so intimately for the past three
years was totally missing in
him. Suddenly and strangely,
he was a shadow of his original
self. Slowly he was sliding into
oblivion, | said to myself,

Those who did not meet him
ever cannot even imagine what
a genuinely wonderful person
he was to work with: always
gentle, humble., courteous,
charming and full of knowledge.
And for those of us who had the
rare honour of knowing and
working with him closely, will
always cherish his memories
with unbounded fondness and
infinite respect. To me perso-
nally, he was an affectionate
teacher, a gentle guide, a fa-
ther-figure and my loving "Ali
Bhai”

AF M Jamaluddin
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11 N URUL, four late editér

- loved to call me by my

first name. not by the

other one. Kabir) | do not:agree
with what you have preached
against expurgation of Parlia-
ment proceedings in your
present article,” S M Ali told me
in an evening of the last sum-
mer.
He took a pause, looked at
me — a disappointed reporter
sitting on other side of the edi-
tor’s table — and completed his
sentence pronouncing the fate
of my write-up: "However, |
want the article to be published
in the tomorrow's issue of The
Daily Star."

| thanked my editor for what
1 first thought his special liking
for me. But moments later, |
found myself to be wrong in
identifying the reason behind

- his permission to print the

write-up.

Explaining the reason him-
self, over a cup of tea, the editor
sald: “Any journalist, serious
about issues of national inter-
ests. should be allowed 10 pre-
sent his or her views on na-
tional problems and in that
case, the personal opinion of an
editor should not appear to be
the obstacle for the different
views to come to light.”

I did not take time to realise
that it was S M Ali's commit-
ment to the freedom of expres-
sion — not his personal liking
for me — which made him re-
lease the article. despite dis-
agreement with content its.

What moved me best that
evening was the way Ali Bhai —
most of us called him so —
concluded the discussion:
"Nurul, never hesitate to come
out with your own views.
Always remember that you are
not working under me, rather
you are working with me.”

This is the height bf proles-
sionalism our beloved Alli Bhai.
‘the founder- editor of The Daily
achieved. Readers! you
can now easily understand that
what a rational editor we lost on
October 17 last!

It would be unfair on my
part, while writing on the late
editor, to resist temptation for
recajling another observation he
made at a critical juncture of
my journalistic career.

A top brass in the country’' s
political arena, while formally
addressing a press conference
in mid- 1992, made a very inde-
cent comment against a re-
spected journalist who allegedly
had been critical of the con-
cerned leader in one of his con-
temporary write-ups.

The next day's issue of The
Daily Star had carried my two

reports on the news conference

— one on the political state-
ments of the leader and the
other on the said comment.
Once published in the news-
paper, aware of the misdeed
the party concerned issued a re-
joinder against the second news

item, denying the original spirit
of the comment. Several influ-
ential leaders of the party made
inmumerabile phone calls 0 the
Star authorities to print the re-
joinder. eventually undermining
the objectivity of the already
published report. '

When asked by the authori-
ties. | had nothing to say about
the printing of the re
but | had a definite say, as a
reporter of the prestigious daily,
on the objectivity of the report.

| demanded that side by side
with the rejoinder. my version
— upholding "the text of the re:
port once again — be published.

It could be a difficult situa-
tion for any newspaper authori-
ties to decide on the Issue,
when they were not present in
the conference plus, no major
dailies except the Star had
published the item.

| was in the most critical sit-
uation because the leaders per-
suading their cause were many
and ! was only one to fight for
objectvity, as none of my col-
leagues in the reporting team
was present at the conference.

Al one stage. | was leflt with
no option but to tender my res-
ignation in protest against
someones thought of publish-
ing the rejoinder without the
reporter s version.

However, finally our Mahfuz
Bhai — the present editor of
The Daily Star — somehow ap-
peared to be the trouble shooter
on the occasion. He himself
wrote a fresh itemm accommodat-
ing-both the party's statement
and the reporter's version and
published it later. Ali Bhai was
not present during the crisis.

But the next morning the
editor came to the office.
Informed about the whole
episode, Ali Bhai called me to
his chamber. He. patting my
back. told me: "] am happy you
submitted your resignation on
moral ground. Mahfuz told me
that he was also happy.”

“Here lies the strength of The
Daily Star.,” S M Ali told me,
again, over a cup of tea. | was
really amazed at his observation
especially because some of my
wellwishers in the office had
meanwhile rebuked me for the
"foolish act of tion "

However, Ali Bhai was the
last person to compromise over

professionalism.

In this connection, Ali Bhai
discussed about some common
hazards of political journalism
in the third world countries,
especially in one like ours. That
morning he advised me not to
get disappointed in the face of
professional hazards.

| am sure, Ali Bhai's words
at that moming — both appre-
clative and suggestive — will
cofsistently inspire me to
uphold professionalism until
the last day of my joumnalistic
career.
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S.M. Ali with his collecagues, on the cve of his departire jJor Bangkok On a sudden ingnedse, Mﬂn@‘
affice to wish him speedy recovery. Who knew that this would be the last picture with his
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ocolleagues whom he loved so mach.

S per inviolable law of na
Alun:. everybody will have
o deparlt — sooner or
later. But the demise of our
dearest editor is highly unbea-
rable for, we the staffers of The
Daily Star, could not get the
slightest hint of his dete-
rorating heailth condition. As
long as he was with us, we
never heard him complaining of
serious allment to any his col-
lcagues. With the deepest sense
of regard for this multi-dimen-
sional personality. | am really
appalled to think for a moment
the incalculable losses sus-
tained to journalism in the en-
tire Asia-Pacific region by his
demise.
If any journalist of an inter-
national repute could exult. to

his credit, the glory of climbing
to the top of the prolession set-
ting a unique trend of non par-
tisan putiook and neutrality, he
was distinctively our reverend
editor S M All. His epoch-mak-
ing editorial ttled “An Indepen-
dent Voice” published on the
very first day of launching of
The Daily Star testifies to this
fact.

A doyen of journalism S M
Ali did everything possible to
creale a team spirit in The Daily
Star and he was successful. He
introduced the system of weekly
meeting with the news desk as
well as reporters separately
which subsequently proved to
be very fruitful. Apart from re-
moving our lapses, these meet-
ings helped promote a greater
understanding among col-
leagues. Moreover, he used lo
have witty and humorous talks
covering wide-ranging issues
which we will never forget. He
had similar meeting with other

employees.
Ali Bhai worked harder than
he was to. Ex-

cessive work told upon his
health heavily. He had pains
but he did never let his col-
leagues know of his iliness. He
was always fresh in mind. We
lost such a great journalist who,
with strength of his pen did
never hesitate to unveil social
evils and injustices. We are
happy to see that the achieve-
ments of our beloved editor
have earmmed him admiration at
home and abroad.

Md Atiqul Karim

LA I
l"l Y HE first time | met him,
| had no idea of what a
great man he was or
how much he was revered both
al home and abroad. Yet my
ignorance did not stop me from
[eeling rather awed at his
presence. “Well you can call me
Ali Chacha or AH Mama" he
said, "Ali Mama perhaps, since
the connection is stronger on
your mother's side,” he added
with his typical tonge in check
smile. ~
And so my association with

Nurul Kabir
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werlding.

complishments had brought
him. His most remarkable trait
was that he treated everybody
with equal respect whether 1t

Rave us any assignment it was
always “sce I you can do
something with this™ or “would
you like o do this?" and never
"do this or do that” This kind of
humility never lafled o surprise
us make us complete the
assignment with grealer alacrity
and goodwill.

3w most of all, | ¢ Lhe
anecdotes he would relate to us
either in his office room or when
he visited us at our desks, Once
when he asked me if | would
ltke W0 write something on un
usual hobbies, he recounted his
childhood days when one hobby
he pursued with passton was
collecting -uqupn: of famous
people. Instead of just getling
their signatures, Al Mama,
then a young boy, would make
the particular famous person
give him an autograph that rep-
resented his talent. For
example. when he met a famous
painter, he asked him o sketch
something on the autograph
book, which he did, and neo
doubt gave the young S M Al
the greatest thrill

Apart from his incredibly
prolific writing, which never
ceased o amaze us and make
us a little shameful thinking of
our own insignificant output, he
somehow found the time to read
all our articies. Every one of
them. This of course made us

how to balance the page with
pictures, how to make our arti-
cles “tighter, more crisp”, how
to always give a caption under
each picture and so on. Even
now every time | sit to write
something | remember those

tips which seemed to have been .

ingrained into myy brain. He cer-
tainly was a wonderful teacher.
His dry wit and ability Lo
laugh, often at himsell, was also
one of the great qualities that
endeared so many people to
him. Always referring to us
women employees as ‘ma’
(mother] he would tease us by
saying *I hope you are not going
to get married 'and quit the
Star™ with a twinkle in his eycs.

| Once when he asked me to in-

terview the Nepall ambassador
he mused, "1 would have done
the interview myself, but I'm
sure’_he will find you more
charming than an old man like
me!” :

In this way he would banter
and joke making us feel as if he
really was our ‘mama’ or
‘Chacha’ and not just our boss.

In the old office at Toyenbee
Circular Road when his health
was better, the 'Editor’ as we re-
ferred to him would often come
to our section [features) and sit
al our desks. Each of us would
later boast that the editor had
sat at one of our desks to make
the others feel jealous. This
kind of childish possessivencss
would always be displayed aller

he had gone back to his office

chamber, with “well he said my
article was good”, “so what he
sat at my desk’” or "so what
he's a Sagittariun like mel”
Whenever we celebrated our
birthdays we would offer him a
plece of cake and he would
come personally to wish us. At
one time he me a beautiful
present — a little statue from
Malaysia. It still sits on my desk
and everytime | see it | am
flooded with all those warm
memories of Alf Mama.

Like the times he would call
us just to have a ‘chat’ and he
would offer us tea and special
savory biscuits from Denmark
or Germany or some other far
away place. These we would
munch, greedy little pigs that
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we were, as we listened to sto-
ries of a who his
mark across the al
though we did not know that

thery

felt for him a rare mixtare of -
spret and love that will endure
long after our own hands are
wo feeble to write. He bade us
farewéll in his chamber =t
Dhanmondi office by
always considered this to o
team” promising us that he
would come back. He hasn%t
broken that promise, for even
rulwallplﬂby?ﬂlcm_'l

can feel him typing feverishly
with his spectacies on
his nose or bustly are-

porter on the next

Even now | almost expect him
o get down from his white
seddan, his hand up to return a
salaam and a crisp “whats up?
i#s he would move slowly to-
witrds his office chamber. We
miss you terribly dearespt Al
Mama, dearest 'sir', but yowr
spirit will continue to inspire
and guide us as your memories
will continue to warm our bereft
hesirts,

Aasha Mehereen Amin
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wasa participating in a wor-
kshop at the Press [nstitute

of Bangladesh (PIB) on that
very day (September 30) when
Ali Bhal held his last meeting
with The Daily Star stafl and
went for his “overdue” holiday.
Thus | missed the last chance of
listening to himm He inquired
after me before he left the office

to convey his tion for
my write-up. “behind the
headline® which | had
submitied carber.

| had no idea about the sert-
ousness of his iliness. There
was no sign in him that his
health had gone so bad. |
t It was a regular medi-
m-uphﬂﬂhhm
earlier. a couple of times,

| came to know about this
greal man from an interview
published in the Nirtkkah, a bi-
monthly publication. when he
joined The Observer
as the editor in 1988, | was
then a student of Rajshahi Uni-
versity and was
working as a stringer for the
UNB news agency and the New
Nation, | first met him at the
UNB office when he joined as an
adviser (o the agency | was im-
pressed by his cordial be
haviour

My performance in The Daily
Slar at the Was not
up to the mark,. but Ali Bhai al-
ways encouraged me by saying:
“Keep on trying.”

memory. his clear conception of
various subjects and his natu-
ral simplicity charmed me more.

He was the most accessible
editor one can imagine. He
never said | am busy, come
later.” Even when he was busy,
mainly with writings he used to
say "Chatt kore boley felo®
(Please say quickly).

« 1 consider that the weekly
reporters meetings were train-
ing courses for us. it was more
helpful for me than some of the
courses I' attended in training
institutes.

He used to scan the newspa-
pers and point out the lapses a
reporter committed. He dis-
cussed every aspect of a report
at those meetings. Sometimes
the discussion was punctuated
by humourous anecdotes.

rter. It was one of
the happiest days of my life
when Ali Bhai told me, “You
are now doing really fine."

He taught me that credibility
and integrity are that most pre-
cious assets of a reporter. | lost
my great teacher but | am try-

ing to follow his path, his teach-

ings-:
I a man of the stature of Ali

Bhai actually wrote on me
on two occasions. He has

Asiuzzaman
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cannot still imagine that

mentioned me twice in this "My -

World” column, which will
remain as a kind of certificate
for me forever. | am sorry that |
did not say"thanks” to him
when he was alive.

In February '92, The Dally
Star printed a health feature on
quack dentists written by me. It
was nothing extraordinary. But
after a couple of months, an
English dally lifted the feature,
without a permission from the
Star

When | told Ali Bhai about it
he joked: "Send that paper a
huge bill." Then he lowered his
voice, "Or have you secretly
Joined them?”

Ali Bhai wrote a piece on the
ethics of journalism in his "My
World" column soon which had,
as | know, generated a desirable
reaction in the paper that lifted
my piece.

Later that year, AH Bhai
wanted to write on turning a
wasted open space near the
DOHS area Into a park. He
called me and showed me a pic-
ture of the place and said,"How
would you like to imagine a
park in this area?”

best piece | ever drew. But the

"My World" piece on that park
contained very kind words for
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'S & true leader Inspires
through appreciation. even tl
most person. b
wins the hearts of others m
making them feel great insteac
of telling themn how

generalicn) gap to understand
cach other Yet he won my
heart as much with his wit,

frankness. progressive attitude
and wisdom

g me. He was :

o us. AN Bhat will
always rernain as my spiritual
leader.

Sharier Khan
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an innate simplicity — that
touched one and all in The
Daily Star office. That is why we
all meited in tears — tears sud-
den and gentle — for the good,
good Editor. To take liberty with
the words of the immortal lines',

He is in his grave

Oh. the difference to usi

Sankar Pande
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HE first time | saw Mr Ali,

he was sitting in the chair

preparing to inaugiirate
his newspaper “The Daily Star”.
I didn't see himm before. | never
thought | would be introduced .
to a kind of journalist who's
mind and heart were as clear as
pure water.

My father seat me to some-
one who was aléo a journalist
and arranged & joby for me.
after seeing Mr AH | felt as
had left the place where [ spent
Tl terrifying moments of my

e, ' =
Really. Ali uncle «-.as |
used to call him — was a man |
needed to thank my fate for
having met. When f .first
reached “The Daily Star” office,
someone led me to near AH
uncle's chair, where all
attending journalists kept a
welcoming smile. From the
beginning when 1 first set off for
the Star office, through the past
two years, specially | always
found him lest in his work, and
producing superb pieces of
journalistic excellence,
providing guidelines for both
leaders and citizens,

=&
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This was his special

that despite being so
occupted with his Job, he always



