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Live, Love & Laugh— You Calypso Kings!
by Asrarul Islam Chowdhury

"My Father Knows Best"

by AM M Shahabuddin

Glimpses of the past, through |

~ - the looking glass

0Oh. those wonderful Calypso Kings of mine!
First came (eorge Alphonso Headley. followed by

Lord Learie Constantine.
Who said the Calypso Kings
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T ODAY was the happiest

life! | am so
I went to the

I came to France. Now I'll take
her back 1o Pakistan, her real

thers are flying about in
other greener pastures like

| _'!‘iu' army _had lost their " - ﬂf the | dars airport at 9:30 a.m. And on the mother.... ‘butierflies. So when we talk | |
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| Mil to the Al Badars. 'You are

haved schoolchildren.:

It has all the elements of a

govd war movie or classic
thriller you're wondering. Well
thal was just a minor chapter
frean our nine month long lib-

- gration war. | took this para-

graph from Kader Siddiqui's
autobiographical book SWAD-
HINATA '71.

I was bern on thc 23rd

klllh‘lg us even though you

yourselves are Bengalies. Why
are you killing us? If it were
the Panjabies instead of you,

we would understand, but why

you? 'What was our wrongdo-
ing?’ A member of the Al
Badars hit the man with a rifle
and roared ‘shut up.' f was
trembling in fear. 1 tried to

on Eﬁth of Man':h I had Lo pull
down the flag of Bangladesh.
O the same llagpole | raised
the flag again. Everybody wept

“ but there were no tears in my

Ey€eS. ........ 1he entire city is
laughing and crying at the

- same ‘time. People are happy

because at last they are free
but the price that had to be
paid was immense."

K uakata

HE cold winter brceze

I the silence of night, even |
the conslellation of the

incredible romantic exper-
fegice. On that starlit night, I
was silently enjoying the love-
halleds of Richard Main in tht
walkman.

* From Barisal, we started for
Patuakhali by bus. On the way
we came Lo cross three beauti-
il rivers by feri. Patuakhali
was the home-town: of my
friend. Moin. Sel amidst pic-
luresque surroundings, [ loved
staving the Moin's house.

- Al last we reached our final
dﬁslmdlmn Kuakata, a 71 km
roacd winding through green
fields and some picluresque
rivers. The road was not that
bad s we heard before. In-
stead miles of golden sands,
towering cliffs, surfing waves
rate conch shells, ::u!ﬂurful
Buddist temples, delightful

sea-food — was Kuakata. At

Kuakata we found one of our

senior friend rather the big

brother type named Monir, |
would never forget his hespi-
tality. = F

. At night, -in the Motel,
Monir Bhai gave us a*briefing

on HKuakala. Kuakata is like -

Texas, at Billy the Kid's time.

Murders. violences, terrorism,

smuggling are a commpn: pic-

ture heére. Most of the people

are on the H business.
The place is also a dream land
[or smuggling on the sea-bor-
ders, Several lourists had been
harassed in fhis spot.-

.. Loral peoplés are a majur
pmhl&m here and for that rea-
son the Parjatan people could
never turn this. spot into a
genuine tourist attraction.
- Apart from. han the sign-
buard of Parjatan . ev-
ery effort to develop the com-

- miunications and accommoda-

tinn facilities went in vain.

The next

vll 4 .van to the seashore. The

jungles on the way, the thun-
dering roars of sea, the

trees on the beach, all of them

were simply marvellous, |

- :

by Anam Mahmud

could not control myv emotion
when 1 came near the sea. the
am ient mother of nature.,

bosom of the ocean. ]t
coloured the heach with a hue
of shy red. We were busy with
our cameras attempting to

capture the wonderful
qlmn:nts in picture.

Later we visited the fishery-
stocks mnear the beach.
Sharpins, Vetki, Rupchmida
prawns are exported abroad in

frozen forms here. We also saw

some rare sea-fishes whose
boneés and ta1ls are used in the
formulation of some expensive

drags. Flying fishes, star-fishes. |
and "Biri-fishes” (local people

claims that it can smoke ci-

garettes) had mﬂstly attracted
me.

Another interesting thing
of the beach of Kuakata is that

- is always kept clear by the lo-
cal people. They believe in the |
the job is |
done, the gods my puf curse

myth that unless

on them. -
" After breakfast in a restau-

rant near the shore, we went
_for a sea-bath. We played with

the surfing waves, hugged the
sea, several hours passed by
when we found the sun just
above our head.

In the evening, we explomd
the jumngle near the shore.
There stood a lovely Buddist

temple, full of statues. The
decoration on the statues im-

pressed me. It was indeed a
well-preserved, quiet and pic-
turesque spot.

Soon we rushed to the sea-
shore to watch the sun-set on
the ‘sea. Kuakata probably is
one of the rare sea-beaches in
the world which presents the
view of gu'th the sun-rise and
sun-set due to geographteal lo-
cation.

The II.III was already set for
the western sea, its rays fell on
the beach creating wonderfuil
mﬂmﬂm of colours. Sudd-

entyitdi -in the blue

-

I

ocean, with an explosion of -

regd, darkness fell across the
land, infinite =stars were

— My Dream City

twinkling the sky, the surfing

waves lighted up- because of
the phosphorus in them, the

Yousuf, was the chief cook it
was our last-supper at Kuakata.
At the time of goodbyes, 1
could feel the music of pain in
the air. 1 promised to myself
that. I would come back to .
Kuakata, my dreamland some-
day, soon.

-

-} Theih,
| capped Hajra's corpse.

recognise them because their
faces were marked by grief.
Then. I shouted. Mom! and
waved. Mom loocked up and
saw me.-- She opened her
mouth as il to say something.
She just stood there. Then a
solitary tear rolled down from
of her eyes. She dropped the
two bags she'd been carrying
and started running towards
me. 1 simply gazed at her. cap-
ivated as though I'd never
seeil anything as beautiful. She
wits mv mother. | didn't know

how 'd managed to live with-
oul hoer for so long.

It was one blithe reunion
full of embracing and tears and
laughter.

with Hajra’'s parents on the
next plane. _

It was then that I told them
all that Hajra was dead. Hajra's
mother refused to believe it.
we all went to where I'd

ﬂﬂer seeilig her, Hajra's fa-

jra. Things had stepped into

rhythm pretty quickly.

- My family rejoiced about
having me amongst them once
more and grieved at the same
time for Hajra who, over the

yvears, has almost became a
family member.

Alter lunch everybody read

..., My journal. I'don’t think I'd
have made il without.
Thank you.

Next week we'll be off to
Bangladesh.

ovel the place. I'll be showing
you Lo everybody. | think I'm
gonna be famous.

I'm starting school in Octo-

wrote that !!! And new they're
giggling cos | wrote that II!

Oh, it's hopeless., Life is
back to normal again!

I'm off to tea with the
President now! Ciaol!

Tb!ald|

Until then I'll be
really busy giving interviews all

permissive sections of the
Western society.
But one thing is true. In
modern times. both boys
and girls are conscious
enough about the
consequences of marriage.
In our .days, when we
married, we were just
‘novices'. We didn't know
even the ABC of what
marriage means. We took
marriage as one of the so
‘many institutions through
which a man or a woman
passes during ﬂmir‘ounmy
from the cradle to the
grave. We accepted it as a
Jait accompli. Today the

surprised to see me there. |
had gone to sit in proxy for the
memory of my [f(ather. He
would not have missed this
opportunity for the world, had
he not died in 1987,

Our [riend Anis and Rubana,
in the reception committee
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s

world Karl Marx, in a letter

to his life-long friend and
* supporter Engels, said that

“the men of ordinary

aspirations” shouldn't go
into the hazards of mar-
riage. (Marx wrote this
letter to Engels after the
death of his two sons and
" when one was in- death-bed

without treatment as he had

no money to call in . a
doctor). Although
communism seems to be on
its death bed, counting the
number for its last journey,
at least in Eastern Europe
and former Soviet Union,
the new generation — the

for Yusul Khan a. k. a Dilip Ku-
mar wanted me to see him in
person. The 'hero’ who has
been in the lorelront ol Lhe
motion picture business in In-
dia. coming to town lor the
first time in his life is great
news indeed. The press was

going hysterical in its adula- -

tion. It was nice to hear adjec-
tives like, 'living legend’,
‘hymanist’, ‘thespian’.
‘philanthropist’ etc being in-
jected immediately before or

~ hfter his name. as if it would be

a cardinal sin il one did not!
Nonetheless, it was a pleasure
lo See the man at the Sheraton
Hotel's. Winter Garden on the
23rd January. Il was a gather-
ing of ‘all' types, and the jokers
from the Government and the
Opposition, who would other-
wise not sil side by side in
Parliament, were sitting pretty
as Dilip Kumar held court.

Shamelessly they clapped as
Dilip Kumar made an occa-

‘ sional suave dig al their stupid-

iy,

¢ Dilip Kum:ar started to
speak and everything fell hush.
His speech was esoteric, and |
can vouch that half the audi-
ence did not understand a
word he was so beautifully
enunciating. Il was more in the
nature of a sermon. Anybody
that understood a smattering -
ol either Persian. Urdu or im-
peccable English i. e. his pre-
ferred language af
'impression’. were ‘translating
the word of the pgenius in Ben-
galee, for benefit of others in
the Lable! He was larger than
life, and having age on his side
[seventy somethifg), he al
lowed philosophy to take over
whenever he fell a straight an
swer would hurt or embarrass.
punciuating a phrase here, a
punch line there or unleashing
the greatest weapon ol them
all: poetry! Yusul Khan played a
great ‘mind game'. He empha

| sised on the gquality eof life

date. What did you expect?

25 years : He knows a little bit
about it, but not much.

30 years: May be we ought to
[ind out what Dad thinks.
35 years: A little patience. Let
us get Dad's assessment be-

fore we do anything.

20 vears: | wonder what Dad
would have thought. He was
pretily sunart.

60. years: My Dad know ab-
solutely everything.

65 years: | would give any'thlng
if Dad were here so-1 could
talk this over with him. I
really miss thatl man.

Great beaw on the clear sky, As we were Wﬂlkl“ﬂ entire, the view. the pleasure, Soon enough, we were ber. ' VERYBODY was overdr- ' |

excellent reciting of poems by barefooted on the beach. sea- was something one will never | home. Towards noon, we Naureen and Shaju are essed in their winter F h ! H

~my Iriend Shujan, made the doves and albatross were flying lorget. could hear cars. trucks and t\tatching me write. They're best. | was 'inappropr- y a- er S ero
afmosphere of our launch, over the surfing waves. Soon At night we arrm1ged a pu:- police cars< giggling because | wrote that | iately attired — and some 1

while going to Barisal, an the sufl rose, tearing apart the_ nic in our dak-bungalow. Shaju and Kancha came Now they're giggling cause | people were. well quile WMW“IHW

without sounding like a
preacher. and behind his dis-
courses in religion, sat a very
very inlense 'modern’ mind.
To think that the man half a
century back broke against an
orthodox Muslim society to act
in cinerna. and took it one step
further hy giving himself a

Hindu name, shows the great
rebel in him. All said afid done,
it' was a great evening, and I
left the place in a daze.

« | was glad for mysell. and 'l
was g arl Ihdl uy Uﬂd hdd aur.‘h

............

a hero. | was also glad for Dilip
Kumar that he has received all

his adulation which we
Bangladeshi's usually reserve

for everybody, posthumously.




