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1976 :

joke” goes about our
A circle of friends. A
'khat’ (translation foll-
ows as you go on with this
article) returns from England
in a state of cultufe shock.
Nudity, obscenity, loose mo-
rals, pre marital sex. post
marital infidelity, violence in
disproportionate proportions
have laid waste to his sense of
'values'. 'However the greatest
thing about England' he al-
legedly told one of our friend
is 'the average man in the
street is very educaled and
cultured — they all speak in
fluent English'!

1976 :

The year was a turning
point in my life, One more year
in college, and then — where?
| have an artistic bent of mind.
or so | thought. The Institute
of Fine Arts or as popularly
called, Arts College backoned
me.

Those were the days of bell
bottoms and tight tee-shirt.
Boys and girls wore ‘platform
heel’ shoes — which was liter-
ally covered with the pants

bottom. You could add atleast .

four more inch to your height.
The 'flares’ as the bottoms
were called, could be 40
inches and your thighs could
be as tight as you wanted them
to’ be. For me and my fashion-
able friends, the students of
Art's College looked almost
like us. To be dressed other-
wise was ta be termed ‘khat’ —
literally 'paddy field' translated
to mean rural, rustic, peasant
stock. village like — backward.

My friends and I, had one
other thing in common. We
spoke most of the time, which
was all of the time : in English.
It was a fashionable snobbery
we indulged, as speaking any-
thing, but the Queens lan-
guage deciffed  whether you
were with the 'in' or 'aut
crowd. We spoke with an
American twang. We were al-
ways 'in' with our right English
jargons and appropriate man-
nerism! You did not say 'cool
in those days, you were 'hep’,
you did net smoke a eigaretie
— you ‘fagged’. and you did not
‘party’ like they say it these
days., you went to a 'mixed
parly — where girls and boys
'mixed’ sort of !

The 'mixed parties were
day time affairs. The venue
would usually be a friends
house, their parents ‘conve-
niently’ absent or '‘abroad’. We
covered thick curtains’ or
stuck black papers to all the
windows in a bid to black
mother sun out to bring on a
synthesized night' when it was
like three in the afternoon!

In comiparison 'parties’ of
today are vibrant, dusk to dawn
affairs. We danced with ceiling,
pedestal fans and music sys-
tems (the term 'turntable’ and
‘tape deck’' had just entered
popular - usage replacing
record, cassette players) on
full blast. Very few people had
A/C in their house like they do
today : unless they were filthy
rich (we avoilded them) so
thrat, when -we danced cheek
to cheek, we were not having a
'close’ dance or ‘dirty dancigg
as is referred today we were
‘sweating into each other'! And
ofcourse we all spoke English!

But the future — what does
it hold for me? Somebody

asked me to ‘go check out the
.‘z.m Coliege A f[riends eldest
sister volunteered to let me
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'get a hang of the place'. She
asked me to come over the
next Saturday, at eleven in the
morning. I went over appro-
priately attired — and found a
rawshing beauty r:uming my

way. Wow, she was 'our kind,
her dress said it all. 'Excuse

me, 1 am looking for so and so _

of the second year, can you
help me find her’ was the sim-
ple sentence which I articu-
lated as carefully as possible,
and hurled at the 'hep gal
spiged with my twangiest
American accent. | had to im-
press her. She looked devas-
tated and smiled wryly, ex-
claiming in pure Bangla — 'l do
not understand a word you are
telling me. Please translate it
into Bangla'

My €po- and pride hnth t ook
a severe thud on the face. Good
God, this one is a ‘khat’. | got
iround finding my friends sis-
ler, and met more of the '‘out

lot dressed up like the most

fashionable 'in’' lot in town,
which was no one.else but ‘us’.
No English? Unreal.

1977 : ,

I join the University eof
Dhaka in {he Department of
English! My {riends join eqgua-
lly fashionable Depariments,
like International Relations
(IR), Management, Finance
Business Administration. Eng-
lish remadn our lingua franca
" 1981

I finish my Honours exami-
nation and start hunting for a
job. The wanted columns only
have jobs for péople with
‘experience . | have no prover
bial maternal or paternal un-
cles to help me! | am on the
verge of giving up when a
friend shocks me by saying.
‘you don't have to worry about
experience, you can speak in
English — you can always ap-
ply’: Taking his advice, | walk
into a Travel agency looking
for Sales Executives, where |
lay on my ‘twang on the
Sylhetise speaking proprietor
An hour later, | walk out with
an appointment letter — Taka
1000 per month to begin-with
A lot ol money in Lhose days!

I meet a strange guy going

bhack to UK. When I ask, what .

he does for a living, he tells
me he is a Banker. There was
an LTI (left thumb imﬂresalﬂn}
in place of a signature on his
Passport. Obviously he is lying,
so 1 begin to guestion him

closely. He senses my-appre'
hensions and goes on the de-
fensive. 'T don't work in a bank?
but have been maintaining an
accourit fer the last twenty
years. 1 go there every week to
deposit all that I earn "as,
unemployment benefits. | hav:
experience which can. be a

* Banker's envy'l! It was heavily

accented with Sylhetise, but
he spoke in. you guessed‘right
Englishl!

1985 :

I meet a smashing ynu,ng
lady who tells me that she has
known me for years. This is a
bizarre situation as I wrack my
brain without hick, and apolo-
gise for my blurred memory. A
second clue, she was in school
with me? It is a while later I
realise that this is Halima who
went away te the States with
her parents in 1976. She is a

brand new person — with a
brand new. quile foreign
sounding naine . Maliha!

1987 :

| am at the head office of
Biman. A shocking news comes
in. Ptlot and ground handler in
a fisticuff. Now the Iliteral
punch line'. An ‘English gaall’
leads to an altercation and a
punch-up’' bringing all opera-
tions to a stand still.

The pilot not gett 3
better of the ground h;nj
unfortunately used the Englisi
expression IDIOT, meartifig as
the Dictionary states 'a person
too deficient in mind to be ca-
pable of rational conduct. High
level management intervention
cools down the situnation.
Somehow, Bangalees react vio-
lently to an English ‘gaali® I
warn mysell. Henceforth — ne
Idiot, Stupid, Nonsense or any
foredgn sounding expression in
any ‘'verbaltercation’. Use a
propef 'yvour mothers ﬂind

byMa:poodulanue

so' or 'your sisters so and so’ in
proper Bangla. No Engﬁsh'

1988 :

.ts 9:30 am one morning
and Dilkusha Commercial Area
has a treat. Everybody stares at
members of a Jocll heavy metal
band whe walk into my office
to meet me. Smartl young men,
they are dressed in a veritable
cocktail of, Bon Jovi, Mega-
deth, Iron Maiden, Metallica.
Guns and Roses etc. They wear
leather and chain, and sport
unshaven face. shoulder length
hair, broad belts with studs.
dirty high boots and bandanna.
They also wear an attitude.

I enjoy talking to them as
they remind me of my non
conformist younger days. They
speak a Bangla, which is quite
foreign if not unintelligible. 1
notice a ’twang'_ in the way the
sentenees aré phrased. Hey. |

“tell myself she landscape of

Bangladesh has gone through a
change, this is the tip of the
soundscape. Only problem, de-
spite the fact that they could
talk in details about all their
Western heroes even to the
minutest details of 'guitar licks
and riffs' and sing in well tol-
erable English, their language
of preference is this new for-
efgn sounding Bangla — not
English! 1 am disappointed.
1991 :

“ An eulogy. A® candle that
burns iwice as bright, extin-

b

guishes just as fast. Zalar Igbal
[Aeceased] movie actor, singer

and star extra ordinary,
parted [rom planet earth guiie
studdenly. in 1991. He was a

hero who could transcend
generations and was my elder
brothers friend, as he was
mine.

A restless soul. he was a
ladies heart throb and gents
heart burn. with a penchant
for the theatric's in 'real’ life.
He lived his life — as his act-
ing, and it was only natural
that he became anxious when |
told him casually one evening,
that | Rave never witnessed a
filn being shot. Hr promptly

“there.

summoned his sec who
looked up the stars schedule
and announced that indeed
two days later was to be the
‘maharut’ of a film.

‘Now the nuts and bolts. The
location was a stately suburban
mansion with a huge 'lawn —
not a -regular studio. A

‘'maharut’ for the less initiated -

with the 'flimy' world is an oc-
casion, where the first shots of

‘a fillm is made, the first clap

stick clapped.

li calls for raucous celebra-
tions with an assortment of
cinema crew, hero, heroines,
‘junior artists' [extras), syco-
phants, ‘make-up man, light-
man, cameraman, and a human
species mysteriously called
'‘Production’. Anybody who was

anyway remotely connected '

with the incumbent film was
Sprinkled ifito this
masala or salad are fans. pro-
ducers, their relatives. and
relatives of rtiatives and so
forth.

'‘Camera’ 'light' 'rolling and
action' — the demure Babita
appeared from nowhere, did
her bit. A fly flew in from
somewhere disturbing the
perfect frame which the direc-
tor had composed and he
promptly flew into a rage
screaming — 'Production’. Two
helpless soul appeared and

went at the fly with a can of-

mosquito repellent. 'Madam' as

e

the crew reverently referred

to Babita, remained unper-
I1|||u el prepared for the
shol again.

This time a little girl wllil a
neatly tied hair bun walked in.
rose in one hand dnd auto-
graph book in the other.
'‘Production’ — somebody
shouted again, and a petty fel-
low in a petty uniform of a po-
licemen, appeared and
promptly took charge of public
disorder. A third attempt is
made and aborted. Time for a
bredk and once again some-
bady cried out Production. and
bottles of soft drink. hot Lea,
samosas. singaras matcrlah:ﬂ:l

from thin air.

Make-up men were furi-
ously at work on the face of the
'Boua.' as Zafar Igbal was rever-
ently called. as I stepped in to
say hello. He hugged me and
made me feel very important.
which was characteristic ol
him, all the while introducing
me to manry of his frlends, ccl-
leagues and who else have you.
Something did strike me as
very peculiar. The 'Boss’ was
jabbering continuously in
English? Not that there was
anything wrong about his
English, it was only that he-
was talking to Iljterally

‘everybody’ in the Queens lan-

I was convinced other than
a handful, nebody understood
him. Everybody nodded their
head 'yes, yes, yes, yes or no,
ne, no, no'. Some weird cats
lnterjectﬂd ‘ofcourse, of-
course', the less interested
just smiled or gave a blank ex-
pression that betrayed their

inner most feelings — lost. .

Zafar labal's English was pro-
grcsalvthr beginning to annoy

I asked hlm, 'what the hell
is going on — why aren’t you
talking in Bangla?'. He pulled
me aside with a look of shock
writ large on his face, and told
me ever so
you realise boy, this lot will re-

spect you, consider you hep or
'mod’ (read, ‘ashionable) only if
you speak in English? Don't
you realise what power you

:l,l I

wield with English™ Having
immade his dramatic monologue
to e, he went ahead with his
shot with Babita which was
perfect. Before disappearing
into the winter night —
‘Madam’ who also did her bits
i.n E‘.ngjish with the 'Boss. 'See

. [Good night’, 'ta ta' and
hye Everybody clapped!

As the evening wore on, the
sycophants warmed up to Zafar
Ighal as he began his .dis-
courses of 'adda’ in English, |
look leave. In parting. he said
'take care my man, stay and
plny safe — will you?'. | hl‘.:ll'd

politely — ‘don't.

fr

" recently

what

sScreams
.English.... only En

the ‘production’ lads talking
among themselves. of how
‘educated and cultured’, the
'‘Boss' was as an actor, and
imMpeccable English

spoke', Since | was the 'bosses’
friend and could communicate

with such ease, | must be
equally -‘educated and cul-
tured'.... they wondered aloud.

I: did not know that this
would be my last meeting with
Zafar Igbal. His last words in
his dying hours to doctors at-
tending him were also in
English. A hapless. helpless 'l
love you doctors, you have
tried your best!

1992:

A rock concert where a
rookie band is making its de-
but. The object of curiosity, a
Bangalee lead singer who has
come in fresh from the States.
He is a head banging rocker
who grabs the microphone and
expletives in
ish. He ges-
ticulates with his index finger
raised upward clearly demon
strating his sttitude. The mot-
ley crowd of six thousand'
strong re=acts violently to his
"English gaall

The show ends, and a mob
starts chasing our debutante
with chairs, sticks, lathis and
oh those very, very embarrass-

ing bamboos! Police on duty

extricate him to safety —
otherwise rock in Bangladesh
would definitely had its [irst
martyr that evening! The mes-
sage for rest of the rockers —
English songs are okay. be-
cause_the audience does not
know any more than the name

of the cover artist or the title ..

they are ‘replicating’; but
‘English gaalis’ though very
fashionable with Axle Rose is
still a far away thing for 'khat'

Bangladesh!
1993:

A pesky journalist from a
vernacular daily questibns me

.as to why all the Bangladeshi

rock bands have these English
names, while they all sing in
Bangla? Being a singer [or an
English sounding band, that
switched® to "Bangla
only' tag, | tell him tongue in
cheek, that every few bands
with Bangla names have sur-
vived like us for eighteen
years. Why — he keeps press-

_ing. expecting me to intellec-

tualize. ,
| engage in some Bangla

' not a trace

verbosity and tell him 'l believe
we Bangalees as a race have
this foreign fixation, and any-
thing foreign sounding is per-
hapu more acceptable to us
a?utlmra Anybody that has
ish name affixed to his
nmn: or his band. is expected
to be — well 'hap'. 'cool’ elc,
and his 'standards’ are judged
accordingly. The journalist is
disappointed. with my answer
— but knows | am tclllng him
the truth.

1993

‘Two students from the
Bangladesh Parjatan Corpora
tion tourism school are assig
ned to a familiarisation course
in the office, where | work. |
am designated to train them
The male students has a neatly
tied knot on his business like
shirt and bl ant — there is
intelligence on
his facel His two toned shoes
sparkle. The frame on his eye
glasses are Christian Dior He
gives me a complex! The
female students had an
exquisitely motiffed Pakistan!
dress. She looks terrible with
it.

The male does most of the
talking. It is in atrocious Eng
lish, which | digest for aboui
ten minutes before reacting !
ask the two of them point
blank. if they would prefer to
speak to me in Bangla The
miale blurts out, 'no. nu. uo,
our instructions are always,
alwavs talk i1 English —iwen
tvlour hours if necessary Their
instructor in the school is &
foreigner. The local teachers
in a hid to please the for
eigner, or perhaps make their
jobs easier, have given them
the local instruction, to shun
their ‘native’ language! | insist
on speaking to them in Bangla
anyway. They were wasting m)
time. 1 could well figure out
their lim#tations and was sure
that they couldn't even pass a
spoken English test.

| wanted them to under
stand everything, I was teach
ing them while they were my

'students’ | | was already ex
. hausted trying to teach them
in English durihg working

hours — which | had to ré

translate in Bangla during
hinch or after office
1994 |
Dinner at a suburban Chi
nese restaurant. where the

_ambience is mellow and the

food delicious, The waiters
Istewards) are gentle and ex

tremely courteous. Only prob -
len. they all speak in English

even if you are asking ques

tions in Bangla! | ask the one
taking my order if he is a for

eigrier to which he reacts with
a dumbfounded expression. No
Sir. | am a Bangalet' — was his
proud answer in English

Ofcourse he was. | could make
out from his features and a«

cent.

My next question, Ireezes
him. 'Can | have your permis
sion to speak to you in Bangla”’
‘By all means Sir — after all we
are all Bangalees.' He replies
again in English. [ ask him why
he constantly jabbers In
English? The blunt answer
‘customers have a low impres
sion and often question the
standards of any restaurant
where waiters and stewards
don't speak in English Mana
gement instruction Sir
please do not mind!

I get irritated. | sburp on my

soup. | am growing up.

T has become a Lerro
rized country where the
people are virtuahtv
paralysed with fear The
places are all deserted and
destroyed. Wherever you look,
there are- scattered and
battered dead bodied and
wherever you go, the faces of
the hl.ugy and disease ridden
ir vision. For the
pn‘.:l;in of Rir‘anda hope battles
fear. Dare they hope when
there are so many things they
are scared of ? Dare they wish
for freedom?

When the Rwandan civil war
broke millions of Hutus fleed
acroas the border into Zaire.
They left their homes. proper
ties and relatives behind —
some have losi their children
Others their husbands, broth
ers. mothers and wives. They
have run away 1o save their
lives and in trying to save
theirs, they have lost the one-
they truly loved These peopi
have now become desperale (o
return to Rwanda to try and
find whatever they have losi

t many of them can't The
civil war wouldn 't et them

Sad though it is. but the
Hutus and the Tutsis them
selves are to blame for what is
happening Recently Tims-
Magzaine has reported thal
nonsensical rumoufs are
spreading across the country
between Hutus and Tutsis
This is not only increasing the
preasure between themnseives
but is also discouraging '
people o return 1o thelr
homes and causing Unneces

L]

Where Hope Battles .Fear

Rwanda: A Shadow of Darkness

sarv lear

in July when the Hutus
were defeated by the Tutsi
dominated Rwandan Patnolic
Front, the Hutu soldiers
spread rumours that the new
government was killing Hutu
civilians. This scared the peo
ple and ignited their panic
which ultimately drove more
than one million refugees to
Goma. There are also rumours
which say that the Tutsis are
going to take revenge on the
Hutus who return to their
homes and so forth

In any case. whether these
rumours are true or not, is not
the mailn gquestion here. The
important thing is what these
poor people are led to believe.
They have been led to believe
that they will be killed it is
this fear that keeps more than
two mildon Rwandan refugees
huddled in disease ridden
lamps alouiy the couniry's bor
ders which brings me to the
tocul point of this whole issue
~ While ‘he Hulus and the
Tirtsis hattle between them-
selves and claim to continue
war defiantly, life in Rwanda
has become hell. The worst
siifferers are the children. the

ot innocent . Children are a
biiessing to all of us, they show
is a path to the future, they

by Farhana Yusuf

encourage us to go on and see
them grow up into worthy and
successful individuals. Is it
thi=refore not our duty to heal
the would for them to make it
a better place to live 7

Thousands of children have
lost their parents during the
ctvil war. They have no home,
no place to live and most of
the children hardly have any-
body to look after them BSome
roam around crying for their
pdtents with a look of intense
fear in their eyes. others like
stricken by hunger. Their tib
cages are sticking out and all
they have is skin and bones
Even their imbs and frail bod-
ies have been marked by cuts
and bruises. Hundreds of chil-
dren have been seen lying en-
closed in the streets of Zaire,
some already dead others
moaning weakly. The deadly
cholera epidemic has killed
thousands in Goma.

Their condition is s0 pa-
thetic, that it is like a death
match — unfearable yet real
and alive. In many winiry
mornings, dosens ol people
were seen huddling outside a
medical camp waiting for the
doclors to arrive. The wind
whips through the camp and

they uhiwr as thqr virtually

have nothing to protect them.
in this situation, a small boy
njutters, “I'm so <cold,
imother.” and his mother cov-
ers his skeletal shivering
frame with a blahket.

She is not sure whether
he's suffering from diarrhea,
dysentery or cholera. She pre-
sumes he may be dead before
he can even be diagnosed. and
it seems that sheé is right. Only
moments later, this small frail
boy shudders violently and
takes his last breath.

Around five hundred cor-
pses. some in mats and blan-

kets others exposed. stretch
for miles along the streets
waiting to be collected by the
burial squads. Many have been
putrefying for days on end. But
the most amazing thing is that
most of the thousands of
Rwandan refugees pay little
attention to' these scattered
dead bodies. They are so used
to these ~cenes that it hardly
draws their attention now.
They carry on with their lives
searching for means of food.
An old shoemaker has been
seen mending a pair of shoes
only inches away from a small
dead boy. Just imagine the
situation. Thousands of chil-
dren have been killed by
bullets while trying to flee with
their parents and those who
did not e instantly bled to
death gradually there are al-
most 5000 children who are
staying i refugee examples

oul“of which only four children
are so far united with their

parents.

How long are these chil
dren going to remain in
refugee camps? When will this
civil war end 7 Is there still
any chance of freedom? Time
will tell us everything. But we
can't just rely on time because
time does not wait for anybod,
It goes on without stopping —
without waiting. But what is
now happening in Rwands=
canpot go on — it has to stop
soori. The question is: ‘'when
P

We are all eagerly waiting
for the day or rather the time
when Rwanda will emerge
from darkness and into light

This writing has been pre.
pared with extense help from
CNN. BBC Time Magarine
Newsweek
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