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Daaand

He occupled the Mount-seal. alone. A
gestuge .of respect The bus now whirred
through some jute lields. Occasionally, it
bumped when the road was not smeoth. The
damp odour of the crop. like that retten snails
give ofl, fAitered through as several of the
window panes were broken at the corners. His
mind kept [ipping back on the morning
incident as a beetle keeps tumbling over on
the same pile of cowdung. He thought. | must
keep mysell present. In front of him stood a
shiny ahuninium frame with a large tinted glass
2 it. separating the space lor the driver. The
glass displayed a No Smoking' sticker at the
lop beside a printed sheet containing vital
statistics of the bus. The driver's seat was
mounted on a pedestal. but behind the tinted
glass everything looked chocolate coloured.
The driver's straight back was {n full view. an
image of unflinching concentration and
effortiess ease. Some figures were foriornly
working on the jute-crop under a sky overcast
with rain-bellied clouds. He pitied their
ignorance. but loved them, though the history
of deprivation had been rather long. and was

It was a reflex movement. Quick. Invelun-

tary. Caused by the baby's shrill cry. He stuck
his hig toe. the size of a plum, into the joint of
the mosquito-net as his mot was folding it
up for he had already woken up needed his
mother's care. He had a moment's look at her
face. now turning crimson. eyes downcast,

I T was a small slap wath the back of the
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held the beauty of Lhe evening for a while
Then she said that the music teacher wouldn't
do. She wouldgp't elaborate. But later she did.

The Slap

Magazine

'Go. Ahmed, they like you. There will be a
special bus this Ume.” his colleagues told himn.
evading their own responsibility. He counter-
conspired. home, he calculated, went
over the pros and eons, as If it was not a trip
he was taking. but a decision similar to what a
conscientious surgeon does before he adjudges
an operation to be fully a necessity. A couple of
sight-seeings, some places to go to. the
shrines to pay | at and donate, and free
supply of pictures (that, of course, after the
tour is finished). L |

‘Last time you said you wouldn't go.”

e

%002020%% A Short Story by Mohit Ul Alam %2020500

The music teacher, a good-looking middle-
man with a shiny bald, came around be-
her pretending to take a look at the pho-
phs hung on the wall. She was
in tuning her sitar, but suddenly two hands
came down around her neck. and she, as if
snake-bitten, took only seconds to stand on
her feet and desh for the bedroom which in-
stantly locked her into security. He apparently
showed no concern. But the music teacher
stopped toming on his own. And he thought.
the dare of the embrace became possible be-
cause he was lax in his protectiveness.

She wore a felt-hat. this student, with white
top and broad rim. The sunlight shot through

the sash and fell across her face at a peculiar
angle. Her nose at a point matched with her
were

others. Her lips were thin, very at-
her face, tea-coloured. ‘ar-
on the right cheek.
to the size - 6f a mole.
than even when he noticed it in
. Need she be asked to take
medicine! In his bag. tucked away somewhere,
must be a medicine-kit to meet emergencies.
But he would not make himsell offer it. All of-
fers of help take bn a meaning as if you were a
little too eager to oblige others. It alerts
others’ antennae — of women's particularly.
Women have it in-built to make you feel un-
wanted instantly. | have had enough of this, he

thought.

quizzical, betraying silent cu-

Khadiza, a tallish woman. with the beauty miss-
ing at finer points. said tentatively. Not in the
way of reminding him that a pledge had been
broken, they never had between themselves
any actual reasons for pledges to be taken and
subsequently broken. but that he had better
mind it. Al stake was his health. only recently
recovered from a fever which the doctor was
not sure whether enteric or malarial. His lower
limbs continued to pain stil] now, which he
attributed to be a result of an overdose of an-
tiblotics. The thought of death had always been
in his mind. but he was surprised to discover
for himself that death had imperceptibly an-
nounced itself to be a guest in his conscious-
ness.

He mumbled an excuse in defence. Khadiza
was uncannily correct. He knew by now that
they said they liked him was a lie. They needed
a priestly figure with them who would conde-
scend Lo bear with their petty pleasures. He
also knew that it. was not the right kind of feel-
ing. perhaps they liked him: nevertheless he
feit more like a watch-dog.

The water-fall they visited on the third day
of the tour was in one of the grooves of hills
thal rose along the country's border. The water
howling like a raging engine gushed downward
in a big sperm-like flow. The sky roofing over
the tunnel of the water-fall had shown some

‘pinkish dashes of tramp clouds. His suggestion
they all turned down was a trip to the beach. at
some distance from the city. He now rued it as

the moment. The water wds roaring down in
millions of white marbles, and he found it real
difficult to follow any one of the drops with his
eyes. The precipitation was so thorough that
he would even miss it as it travelled half-way. .
Then he would again sweep his eyes upward,
catch another drop. but would lose it soener
than later. He would choose yet another

... He [elt like being completely taken away by
the pleasure of the game. when he awoke to
the presence of a figure over his shoulder. He
lul:rm:l his face and found the student with the
whilt
pleasing smile was buttered on her face. "Sir, |
want a photograph with you.”

"All right.” he said, half-pleased and hali-
uncertain. As he made an effort to stand up,
she protested: "No. Sir. you keep sitting, I'll sit
heside you.” The stone was big, but Its top was
not so flat as to accommodate two people. A
male-student advanced towards them willing
to be photographed. She quickly thrust her
camera into his hands and pleaded, “Ay. no.
me alone with Sir." He smiled deristvely but
stood In his place and shot.

As she sat beside him, he felt a lttle thrust
on his side, kind of boring a sensation into his
system. He suddenly relished imagining her
youthful energy. her bodily shape. He thought
of the snapshot which was to materialise an
individualised and isolated moment to be pre-
served. Of what consequence? He almost threw
this thought at himself jokingly. The thunder-
ous sound of the water-fall s increased
in volume, or he thought it did. He felt some-
thing being gone a miss. Something that re-
flected his being slightly ever disorganised In
his relationships. The burnt edges. Hurt, he
wondered — why allow himself to be used! He
wanted to shut his ears against the thundering
sound. Then emerged from no where the Inci-
dent in clear detail. After the slap. Khadiza's
face cl’nnﬂ. its brown shade quickly turning
crimson. eyes quietly lowering themselves
in shame and insult. Deep down something
panged in him. A trust that was not to be toyed
with! He rued The girl stood up as the picture
was taken. She was saying something to him
which he could not catch because of the thun-
dering noise of the water-fall

n m a painstaking. consci
entvous, nvolved ‘and
devious craftsman in

Dylan Thomas

about his youth in Wales. It e ke

represents the full imaginative
rebellion of Dylan from his se-

Poet of His

' by Shawkat Haider

words. however unsuccessful
the result so often appears
and to whatever wrong uses |
mav apply my technical
paraphernalia. | use evervthing
and anything to make my
poems work and move in the
directions | won't them to: oid
iricks, new tricks. puns. port-
manteau words. paradox. allus-
lon. paranomasia paragram,
catachresis. slang. assonantal
rhymes. vowel rhymes, sprung
rhythm. Every device there is
in language is there (o be used
if you will And the Lwistings
and convulsions of words. the
inventions and conirivances.
are all part of the joy that is
part of the painful voluntary
work.” — Thus, Dylan was a
bard and a minstrel and a
Welshman, even if he worked
in_an alien tongue. it was his
natural tongue, he knew no
olher. .

Dvlan Marlais Thomas was
born on 27 (ctober 1914 in
Swansea Wales He was a
Welsh poet. whoae Lyric po
ems are among the most capti
vating in 20th century roman
tic verne Oddly enough. Dvlan
wpoke no Welsh There again
he inherited the contradic
tions of the history of his
country and his family From
his father, a cultured man and
a would be poel. he inherited
his intellect and Merary abihi-
es and as a Welshman he w.as
bornm w a land split between
stern nonconformist  rural
tradition of the naturalist
north and mountams and 1he
softer English growth of the
southern towns and cities. He
siudied Englhish and nothing
much eise. From the age of
four, he had was read
Shakespeare by his father long
before the words had meaning
but were only sound after
sound
wondrous nothings Thomas in
his early years found out that
he hated academic disciplines
and he ended his educ auon ar
Swansea Grammar School
Between ages of 15 and 17 he
wrole al least 4 umes nore
than the later years of s Lk

Dylan wrote some of 'l
post sthming passlopatc aiw!
cloguent verse in modern lit-
eralure. From the publicatios
of his fir<s bhook 18 poems ..
1934 criics recognised linn

as a brilhant and onginal poet
This volume bewildered and

fascinated readers with its ex-
traordinary verbal and musical
energy and with its exploration
of emotional extremes.

These extremes. alternately
ecsiatic and morbid. revealed
his obsessions with

renty
Jive poems in 1936. By the
time he married Caitlin
Macnamara and tried hard to
be a family man. He believed
that poetry is a solemrn art: in
1939 he punt together a volume
of 7 stortes and 16 new po-
cms. called map of love. still
compieiely personal. these
demonstrale a much greater
interest in extermal world
sther than his own world.
Swarnsea
His love of life and exuber-
art sense of humowur are re-
vealed in ins prose fiction and

drasua as well as in verse
Portrait of the Artist as a Young

Poel published n 1940 s

cure childhood and youth.
swaddled by villas: reveals
more of the fears and faints of
childhood. that Welsh sense of
sin and wickedness that was a
hidden anchor always in his
free soul. His war poems. few
as they are. contradicted his
public attitude of cynicism and
alienation. In particular
Ceremony After a Fire Raid'
showed a profound grief at the
shock of war and its outra
geous murder of innocent
people. Dylan did also toil at
some of the finer poems in his
next volume. Deaths and
Entrances with of su-
perb virtuosity like “There was
a Saviour and amid a whole
galaxy of wonderful things
Poemes In October and Fern
Hill' The balance and ease and
sensuousness of these were
the true labours of a man who
had grown out of the willful
obscurities of youth into care-
ful simplicities of age He
looked resolutely into his in
ner adolescent world of symbol
and myth. of sex and God and
death He was the te of
Plato. who wrote of his lost
bove

My star. you are raised 1o
the stars in the skies

O to see you as the heaven
dors with many eyes

A all poets of his grnera
tiori. he alone seemed 10 have
been uninfluenced by the work
of TS Elot, then preeminent
in English poetry Dylan was a
graius both at poetry and al
prose. and his waste of words
was chiefly in hus conversation
not from his pen His whole
life enniched his later and
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His

Critical

it is acting. They know this is
poetry and they know it is for
them.~

unfinished
“Adventures in the Skin Trade"
is an extended

World

know cult in his own time as well as

a poet for all imes. He beauti-

life style of the man and the
poet — his strength and wrak-
ness. above all his art. He was a
suburban boy who knew his
ability. a genius in pursuit of
innocence through self-de-
struction. a lover of home who
could not stay there. His ro-
mantic revolt unleashed a cer-
lain coarseness and richness of
language. an affirmation of the
holy myths rather than a sniv-
elling at God. an orgy of the Ir-
rational as ,opposed to the
careful classifieation of what
was meaningful or significant.

His plays shall sound for
him his poems shall speak for
him as long as there are ears
to hear. Let himsell be his own
last best witness:

‘Man himself is a work.
Today he is a dirty pilece of
work. But tomorrow he may
sprout wings under his serge
shoulders. be faced and sided

novel,

hat just bending over him. Her little |

fully captures the rampaging |

by Gazi Sadeq ~

‘There're more things in heaven and earth.'

Hamilet sald to Horatio

‘than are dreamt of in your philosophy’ —

hundreds of years ago.

Inthcdivcrﬂﬂ::dwnriduﬂoday

how you feel when you still find

people have hardly changed

for most have single-track mind? ;

L B Y N R N

Leave this World

Alive
by KR Zakhmi

Don't loath that inevitable death
Coming slowly with all its strings

Leave this world alive
Go, wander and live
In absolute solitude

No hums of man
No crackle. no noise
No friend or foe

No car. bus or plane
No club, Bazaar

| §o office or factory
No home,

No world parading on mini screen

~ No Marylin

Go where there's no jangling
Of any sort

Go and gather those dreams
Shattered by this false world
Go grow and bloom

. Fly to heavens all around

In silence and solitude

Manroe or Keeler
No Abba, Bonev-M or Jackson

You will discover the infinite truth

Sans any Gospel.
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To Our Fair T.adies:
With Apology

(On reading Mahfuz Anam’'s comments on Dec 1)

by Nazim Mahmood

Hold your tongue for God's sake
Let us Iive In peace

The scramble for the power-cake
Brings no country’'s bliss

Threats from the fvory top
A grievous shock and shame

They wipe with a single mop
All the name and fame

Counter-threats from the sireet
To stop the country’s wheel

They are not what all greet

Ht was'a Cll!f in E own lime as H’t'”

as a poet for all times.

Lvlan died 1 New York un
Novemmber 8. 1983 lie was a

like Aquarius. who is the first
sign of the vital year -

S0 much for Dylan's hope
for humanity. and finally, for
his hope for himself :

"o And every wave of the
wiy

And gale | tackle. the whole
world then.

With more triumphant faith

That ever was since the
world was said.

Spins its morning of praise.

Dylan on the platform was
certainly his own best ambas-
sador. although off it. he could
be his own worst diplomalt. In
this love of show, he was a
people s poet, a true medieval
minst rel

A Poetic

ASICALLY Gholainm Mo

yenu -ddin is ail essay

st of consid erable
renown and has written mainly
reflective essays. Some of his
prose-works have already
reached our hand and have
been highly acclaimed by the
readers. He has written many
books on literary criti cisms

and Book Development. which

this book
composed in Bangla and
translated later on into
English. The poet has given a
Ute in English. Under a Rainy
Spell to the book

Some of the poems in this
book have already been pub-
lished in different newspapers.

magazines and periodicals.
They attracted the attention of

poems in

Title of the Book

Author
Published by
Ist Prinst : 1988
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and had a happy union with
her. Then scparaiion occurs
his beloved eventually deserted
him. But he did not get frus
trated. He was emotionally
shocked. but unlike other po-
ets. he did not brood over this
separaton any longer. It it cer-
tail that he is susceptible o
sorrows and miseries. but. he
Is amazingly gifted with the
power Lo lake all sorts of sad
evenis very easily. In the poem
Sky, he maintains that sorrows
and miseries make love pure
and perfect. Through sad ex-
periences of love he experi
ences the presence of pure
and innocent love. To him.
love is as pure as the light of
the moon:

“Love becomnes imunaculate

white moonlight
Through burning and bum-
ing "

His love appears to be tran:
scendental and crosses from
its mundane experience to the
infinite; it becomes universal
in Sky he says —

“Instantaneously you be-
came infinite sky

Over the whole earth.” © °

The same theme is also
identified in the poem.

As | See You:

You are canqipresent. as |f

In all corners of this planet

Now iIn blues. now In greens’

Like Wordsworth. he dis
cerns Lhe presence of his love
everywhere in the universe
But he differs from
Wordsworth to the effect thaf
Wordsworth takes love o be
love for nature as well as for
God This gives rise (o the
philosophical idea of Panthism.
On the other hand. Gholam
Moyenuddin Lakes love as the
love between two human be-
ings — between a man and a
woman and particularly be
tweenn a husband and a wife
which is In with the
social values His love centres
mainly on human relations.

To bim. love is very much
sanctified. There is always pu-
rity and innocence in love.
Like John Donne, who recog

marriage. he never accepts any
fllegal relationship in love
This is. in fact. where the view
of transcendentalism lies.

A nostalgic feeling pervades
almpst all his poems
Reminiscence of the past ser
vices our ltfe, makes love and
the lovers o be permanent

This Is evi-
dent in Come You Must and

dmne) ever lastin

The Wait. In The Wait. the

poet utiers:

The life is captive of nos:
talgic time

Captive is love !

because as In Come You
Musst:

"All earthly souls tend to
return

Again and again

In pendulum s fashion

To golden memory lane

To bliss of happiness’

Love, to Gholam
Moyenuddin, is a sacred feel

ing and It is expressed in the
poem. Debt
“Love is like silent prayers
blood debd ia only engross
ment '
| feel you \n my whole entity

il u:ag'

He also maintains that true
love is not easily availlable as
thing. it Is © be achieved

e ot W .
Journey to the Mysterious World of Love

With a fervent seal
Who takes care of whom

When the boat is upside down
Who bothers. If miseries boom.

Who wears Lhe royal gown

To ride a tiger and grab the power
And make a Frankenstein

They turn at the last hour
A hidden kick-back mine

Fair ladies at a war

Ancl the very human mor
tals make all the happiness

And beauty and love - :

As mentioned earlier the
pl".lll'.'l is not pf'!ﬂ"'l‘ll'l"f in re
spect of love When his beloved
deserted him he thinks that
this separation is temporary
Love is immortal So the poet
firmmly believes that his beloved
must return and this expecta
tion I8 expressed £y
Expectations He always looks
for a secured refuge and finds
it in love All his poema echo
this urge.

Love and nature play a har
monious role in poems and
lend a dignity to them. No ex
ception occurs in case of
Gholam Moyenuddin also. Love
and nature have been blended

fn his poems and presents a
harmontous MNow of wverses.

Spontaneocus presentation of
nature in his poems attracts us
in the poemn Life Fugitive.

"Yellow fleida of mustard
lower

The mango groves in blos-
som . the plum plumps

The nectar of date tree.
sweetened rice”

Pesides the reflection of ev
ery-day-life in his porms also
brings us nearer to nature and
th us feel natural Thia finds
A

appy espression in the
poesn Life FPugitive

"Each morm’ nowadays init}-
ales work

The cruel hours pass on

In heartless engageinents

| cribble meandering

through the fles”

Poetic crafllsmenahip of
Gholam Mayenuddin ts a vital
aspect of hia poems. His po-

cins are marked by judicious
chowes of words, simplicity of
the language and the uses of
images He has manipulated
his themes and ideas in a very
simplistic manner. The words
and phrases like the great life
that was!/Embalming sun-
shines all over the body in Life
Fugitive: smooth and serene as
mosque s floor’ in Come Back:
the evening discends yet over
the wings of shrike’ in The
River. etc . are qui

to read them.



