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ROM the way the man had pulled at
the rickshaw from behind. it was a
wonder that we had not been thrown
out of the vehicle and cast in different
directions. Both the rickshaw puller and |
were completely dumbfounded,

. | had not yet seen the man's face. It would
be hard to see anything sitting up on that seat
= or so | believed. 1 thought I'd better get

duwn and see what the matter was. Probably
the rickshaw puller had the same thought

Passenger and puller both got down al exactly
the same moment. Neither spoke a word
theugh.

The rickshaw puller had a naturally gloomy
face. Being totally baffled, he now appeared to
be devoid of all spirit. Under unforeseen cir-
cumsiances we both had come very close
mentally — at least it seemed so for a litile
while. It bothered me to see the pitiful state of
the rickshaw puller. So | laughed fercefully in
order to give him courage. But | laughed with-

" out any noise as | was filled with apprehen-
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_people any more.

. Shor.

As soon as | got down from the rickshaw,
the man who had pulled at it from behind
came forward, stood directly in front of me,
and scanned me from head to toe. From the
way he had pulled, I knew that there was
more of unruliness than determination in him.

When | saw him face to face, my assump-
tion was reinforced. What he wanted 1 did not
know, but | knew that he was strongly in-
clined to fiddle around rather than put forth
his demands. And what a face he had! Being
préoccupied with anxiety, I did not let out a
shriek of horror at seeing him. | was physi-
cally and mentally so exhausted that for a long
time the only emotion | felt was amazement.

I asked in a low voice, "What do you what?"

The man did not answer,

I had often seen such madcaps roaming
scot free on the streets. 1 did not have much

curiosity any longer — something that ha -
when you become habituated to a ‘:hmgi:II

madmen were very much like sane ones. Thc}r
were repetitive in their won ways. That is why
| was not curious about them.

"What do you want?” | asked the man again.
“Tell me, what is it you want? money?"

The man slapped me hard on my face. He

-1 hadn't noticed before, hutafewm:nhnd
gathered around to watch the fun. | realized
that they knew this demented person very

- well — he probably lived amongst them. That's

had become used to him. As soon as
, they roared in laughter. .

beguntufeélmuuucdbmauae
't quite fathomed what was ha -
y a few spectators were there. | could not
t why they would be o overjoyed at
slapped. | felt very self-conscious
uneasy. | asked in a harsh tone, "What

you laugh?"
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thcmm I hung my head
tnhuuﬂl:la.ﬂnn I couldn't bear to look at those

The rickshaw puller was my neighbor. We
lived in the same area of the town. I looked at
him. He was huddled miserably.in one corner
waiting for more unfurcmn‘ calamities. |

. needed to gvc him some courage, otherwise
: ih:waruldrun
"Don't

Kﬁ:ﬂn‘g me all aIty;m, I aai.d

!E-inu pcmnq:d silent. One :?#tﬁ.lc aged
he crowd laughed out aloud at my

“man in
amaﬂuﬂtuthemﬂnnﬂttuhim_ina

tu.mth!lg but nonchalant way: "Uncle, save your

| realized that | had fallen into the hands of
a stubborn maniac. | began to feel frightened.
My heart was pounding hard. Till then | had
feigned the careless attitude of a brave guy. It
had taken a lot of effort to do that.

The monster-like madman was constantly
targeting me. Ripples of excitement flew from
him and he sang loud praises of Pakistan. The
fervor of the crowd had dwindled; they ap-
peared to be somewhal disappointed. As if to
provoke the madman, a young boy n:nmrku:!.
"He's a fentlrmim Dervish Baba. let him go.”

I lell apprehepsive at the tene in which
the remark was made. It 'was clear that the
Dervish Baba had a special grudge against
gentlemen. Strange! this same feeling is
shared by lowbred women also! Dervish Baba
came into his own again — he gritted his
teeth, laughed and beat at this chest. Then he

said, "Flhy'ng on an,easy wing, eh?”
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I could not think of a reply. Why suddenly

talk of those who live in luxury? If [ replied in
the affirmative,

I could be in for trouble. Who
knew if my safety would be assured even if I
said no? So | kept mum. They say that silence
is golden. Let's see.

Dervish Baba started off again, "There's fire
in your baby's hair. The fire is . And you
roam around in the fish market, hunhr‘

The fish m..ket did not seem to be the
right place for roaming in relaxation. So he
was not talking of breathing the carefree air of

 luxury. rather of an insolent and irresponsible

erson. The people around were clapping
their Hands. And what diabolic laughter rang
guﬂ Now | began to realize the situation. Pos-
sibly this crackbrained often targeted people
rewurning home in the late hours of night and
formed this kind of gathering. People laughed

I felt impatient. | was also
too tired to participate with any zest in this
game. Whatever curiosity | had in the begin-

ning had also vanished. especially after receiv-

ing a slap. The rickshaw puller had mingled
far into the crowd and made himsell a
stranger. He was very clever, indeed. He saw
which way the wind was blowing. | looked at
my watch. It was one-thirty in the morning.
The lunatic kept on circlipg around me. This

[ looked out of the corner of my eye and
saw that his face had become even more fear-
ful. | sneaked a glance at the crowd and saw
that they looked very satisfied. They were get-
ting what they wanted in ample measure.

Suddenly the insane man slapped at his two
thighs and yelled, "Yaa Ali!"

| stiffened in fear. My throat became dry.

Before | could figure out what to say, or do.
another weighty slap fell right on my left ear. |
fell down at least two feet away, and heard®the
iiachian say, “The vrder of the King!”

I never knew what it felt like being beaten
withoul reason. Of course there was no need
to° be upset over this. The spectators knew
very well. and so did | that this man was to-
tally out of his mind — a stark lunatic. We

- could not know the emotions within him

which precipitated his actions. That is why it
was impessible for us tnjudge his words or ac-
LOnS. ’
But | neoticed one difference between me
a1l the spectators. 1 believed that the specta-
lors ollen witnessed a scene like this one.

crank and had built up an affinity with him.
They knew that he would continue to live with
them uniess he took it in his mind to do
viherwise. They had thus accepted him. and
selected those elements in him which could
be a source of amusement for them As for me,
| was but a stranger to all of themm — a for-
eigner., almost. | took this path to my work
and now, at this odd hour of night. | had be-
comme a puppet. a totally helpless fellow who
was being tortured by a demented creature.
Maybe | would never see this lunatic again.
These thoughts flitted through my mind as |
brushed the dust off myself. | had no longer
any defiance. It was easy to forgive now. Actu-
ally. as | stood up | had decided to forgive the
madnen.

Alter this cruel scene. Wpe crowd thick-
ened and the spectators gathered ciose to one
another. Everyone was laughing, but without
any sound now.

The madman jumped upon me. | had fallen
down. | got up with a jerk. | decided to de-
lend myself. even though | did not want to be
violent. But if needs be, | would. That proved
to be my undoing. The lunatic thrashed me
with lists and blows. As best as | could, | tried
Lo protect myself with my hands.

The people had started clapping again. |
still remember something that occurred at
this point.

The crazy guy was trying to push me back
into the crowd. | resisted, and stood my
ground where | was. | did not want to be an
onlooker of madness. | shuddered even to
think about it.

The loony was grinding his teeth and say-
ing. "It is the order of the King."

| became curious and asked, "Which King?”

"The new one,” he said.

Meanwhile, two police constables joined
the crowd. But they too were keeping a low
profile and watching the fun. On hearing about
the order of the king, the two constables burst
oul laughing. Some people clapped at random.

The madman had stopped his beating. Now
he was adamant that he would push me back
into the crowd. 1 knew what this meanness
meant. That is why | resisted with all my
might.

The policemen pushed through the crowd
with lathis in their hands. They waved their
lathis at the madman and said, "Dervish Baba.
why don't you go your way in peace?”

This advice worked. The madman moved
away from me and stood apart.

The policemen broke up the crowd.

The rickshaw puller came up to me and
stood by humbly.

"Let's go." | said.

The policemen turned the rickshaw and
|m-im:d towards the next lane. "Don't go this
way." Lthey said.

| saw that two other nuts werc lurking
around the band. | thanked the constables for
Lheir caution.

"You arrived just on time." I said to them.
‘Who knew what would happen otherwise!”
One of them laughed out at my remark.

‘Whal would have happened?” he said. “You
would have gotten wore healings and you
would have mingled with the crowd and
clapped. But be careful going down that lane.”

| asked, "Why?"

"Down that lane is a brothel, and beyond
that a graveyard."

My rickshaw puller had no objection going
that way and started down the lane.

This incident occurred about a year and a

half ago. on a Wednesday night. | had noted it

in my diary and even jotted down a few de-
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Flames of Memory
Abu Taher Majumder

We travelled t
you and |
Sat side by side

Inside — 4
Nearer the sky —

The paradisiacal chamber of the PIA
was aglow

your left hand was in my right —
".... a woman of itself,

and mine the man's bared breast
she curls inside.”

It was my first long-distance flight
ymmtm}i{mu v

ogether

With headaches and reelings

Yours was a psy excursion

Mine to the realm of East-West literary relations...
I told you: you don't have to travel so far

to understand my mind...

You said: The relationships undulated

Beside the coast of the Karnaphuli

And with the green grmemhracmgthel'um
We missed our at home...

Your fingers were indulgent
Your palm was warm
Inviting

In the rendezvous of meshy dmm

The impulses travelled to and from

Our glances met and flew

To the distant bridal and y
Ihere were slmﬂr‘hr-cu'cmuandexphmb‘lm

andsd:mflutt:redmpnrcmgebm
.... we knew that a bar was broken
Life and life; we were mixed at last”

The rude arms of the seats dissolved
My courage faltered

Uncertainty haunted the dove of love

I was transhi

And only heard:

Hello, there, a cup of cold orange juice -
"Or coke or anything —

But cold ....

There's something wrong...

M}* heart muttered —

"For god's sake hold your tongue
And let me...%

skin first!”

and clapped their hands. If it were a gentle-

They lived in the smue neighborhood with this

Bllmguallsm, Identity and Education

ﬂﬂl‘lﬂﬂ'l.led Jfrom page

" ings.” the other (the huri‘ownd
- language) which superficially

‘may look as beautiful as the
other is, very pften only a
flower floating on the surface
without the roots. She has a
word of caution too. "If educa-
tion in a foreign language
poses a threat to the develop-

- ment of the mother tongue, or

:

leads to its neglect, then the
roots of the mother will
not be sufficiently nourished or
they may gmduallyheeutnﬂ'
altogether.” And she adds, "If
the foreign language is merely
lmcrl!yﬂﬂaungmthemr
tuation may nﬂydeveiup
in which the child will only

~ have two surface flowers. two

languages. neither of which

she commands' in the way a

onol would command

sem And if the
ing permanent can grow any
more.” (emphasis added).

Well, the danger is real and

. the solution to the problem

lies in making the borrowed

language - grow out of the
knowledge of the mother

uuthatitispomhlctn

_have prnper ‘bilingualism in-
stead of double semilingualism.

Michael West did not speak

~ of a threat; but he certainly

are officially over. -

The Bangladeshis in Britain

- _have come to this country vol-
untarily with the hope of

from the language point of
wview, is the situation reall
different? Isn't there a threat
to, and an imposition on, the
" child? There certainly is, and
colonialism without colonies
persists in the area of human
rela . True, what with
the nf the old form of

: impenilhm and what with

the er of democratic
ideals, the idea of putting ev-
into the melting pu. of

monolingualism has been

cut off, noth-

overtly abandoned, but
Ainequalily remains and the
more powerful continue to
dominate over those who are

.The question of identity is
important indeed. How can

. there be learning without the

learner? He is the measure as

. well as the creator. For gen-

uine knowledge is more than
an acquisition, it is a creation.
The first person singular who
learns is made of the Socratic
and Descartean individuals
rolled into one. and is, at the
same  Llime, mere sensitive
than responsive. Unless this
- living identity is properly nur-
tured, all attempts to educate
him would be nothing more
than a cnunterpraducﬂve tnr-

. ture.

A child's right to | his
mother tongue is inalienable.
This is not a mere constitu-
tional obligation backed by the
Universal Declaration of Hu-
man Rights, but a cultural and

Ppsychological need. As another
historical character in Shake-
speare's Richard lI, Mawbary,
has put it. to be deprived of
one's mother e is to face
"speechless death."”

Puf in modest terms, what
the Bangladeshi students in
Tower Hamlets need at the

moment are: (a) instruction .

through at the primary
level, with as the sec-
ond language; and (b) accep-.
tance of Bengali as a subject of
study at the secondary level,
not in the half-hearted manner

as it is done at . nt, but
earnestly from year VIl on-
wards, granting it a status

equal to that of modern Euro-

pean languages. This would be

far from an ideal arrangement,
and would fall clearly short of
the fruitful necessity of using
the mother tongue as the
medium of instruction. But the
circumstances in Britain are

peculiar. The two measures
are suggested in view of the

facts that the Bengali child
having poor or no English in
his home, needs a proper ex-
posure to English to make up
‘his deficiency, and that how-
ever desirable it might be, it
would be impossible to ar-
range for instruction at the
secondary level through the
medium of Bengali. However, it
would not be enough to accept
the ' propositions; equally im-
t would be the attitude
in which English and
should be taught. English must
rot come as a threat, and

should. in no circumstances.

" be allowed to make the learn-

ing of the mother tongue a
floating, rootless water lily.
The sense of identity should be

- nurtured with care with a view

to removing the ill effects of
the loss of one's bearings and

- moorings and, at the same

time, accelerating the devel-
opment of the positive benefits

. linguistic identity.
A person without his iden- -

Lity is much worse than a per-
son without his passport. lor

~ he-is indeed a destitute and a

he e e

prisoner.
memory.

isolated and lost. His loneli-
ness may be like that of a
crow in a foreign land. The sit-
uation in which a Bangladeshi

finds himself is often of fear

and inferiority. If he knows
English well he may, hopefully,
find a job, but if he has for-
gotten his language he has lost
contact not only with others

but also with his own self.-Lan- -

guage is both a tool and a tie. It
allows the individual to ex-
press himself and communi-
cate with others: and, at the-
same time, connects him with
his family and home, and also
with his past-past which is an
essential part of his intellec-
tual and emotional being. Lan-
guage is an ever-widening
reservoir of history, tradition,
literature and culture, on
which an individual can per-
petually draw, much to his
creative nourishment. Without

a collective memory, the indi- '

vidual is a prisoner of both
‘dryness and darkness. Cultur-
ally, he hecomes a slum-

" dweller without hope alhd with .

rising despair. = .

No less impurtant is the
fact that it is only when a per-
son is rooted that he can cre-
ate and contribute. No man is a
mere job-seeker or applicant
for social security doles; he is a
creative being. Give him his
sense of confidence and be-
longing. and he will be able' to
bring out his best. A up-
rooted individual is not unlike

an uprooted tree, incapable -of
fruits. '

in British India, the Ben-
galis were in an unfortunate si-
tuation. But despite their being
aliens in their own land, Eﬂm;.

s put the bilingualism t
E:Il: forced upon them to ad-
vantageous use. As a contrast,
the Anglo-Indians, who were
Eurasians living in India, suf-
fered, because of their mono-
lingualisin. Discarding the na-

tive tongue, they accepted

English, whole- -heartedly. They

were favoured by the British
rulers. But despite state pa-
tronage, they failed to make
any meaningful contribution to
Indian culture. Culturally, they
were barren, unacceptable to
the English as kith and kin be-
cause of the colour of their
skin which was black. and to

the Indians because of their

language which was English.

The best of the Bengali
writers in the age of colonial-
ism were bilinguals. But they
had the good sense. which is
an essential part of one's ge-
nius, to realize that they
would never be at their cre-

ative best if they strove to oe-

come Angol-Indians. One ol

Lhe mosi
them. Michael Madhusudan

Dutt. used to sigh; in his early
years, for the shores of Albion.
He had renounced the religion
as well as the language of his
parents, and adopted the Eu-
ropean life-style. It was his

ambition to be an Engliuh-

powerful among

tails.

cultivation of togetherness go

hand in hand with creativity,

and even Prospero, magically
powerful though he was. failed
to be a creauve person while
living in exile on an island,

In the (wenties when Be-
gum Rokeya wrole in Bengaii,
feminism was much more dif-

ficult 1o practise than it is to-
day. She did not lunve any for-
mal education and was married

to a non-Bengali widower at 18

lo become a widow at 28, o ut
Rokeva wrote exlranr&fnaﬁ

pieces on the gender issue.
making full use ol the English
she liad learnt first from her
brother and later from her
husband.

These were exceptional
persons, but what they
achiieved e their exceptional
way Ly prhed what the average
|‘}|1|nf:::ill--.| was  capable ol
Jduhieving i his conunonplace

ruuniner, given dhe des.re 10 do
SU).

To take a contrary example,
Henry . Vivian Derozio. a
Eurasian born awd living in
Bengal. was a creative writer
and an influental teacher. He
diedd voung: Hut even il he ad
lived long. one would not have
expected himm Lo write as sig-

Nn. less important is the fact that it is only when a

person is rooted that he can create and contri-

bute. . . . Give him his sense of confidence and
belonging, and he will be able to bring out his best.

writer and indeed he made his
debut in English. But a genius
that heé was, Madhusudan did
not take long to know that he
must write in Bengali. making
full use of his acquired knowl-
edge of English. Repentant,
he turned to Bengali and made
significant contributions to the
development of Bengali litera-
ture. Bankimchandra Chatter-
jee, the first novelist in our
lan e. wrote his first novel

in ish, but realized like

Madhusudan, that he was born
to be a major Bengali writer
and not a minor one in the
English language. lswarchan-
dra V was a Sanskrit-
scholar, and had also learnt
English: he put the knowledge
of both languages to the use of
his creativity and wrote in
Bengali, enriching its litera-
ture. Rabindranath Tagore
knew English well, the book
that won him the Nobel Prize
for literature in 19]3 com-
prised he had trans-
lated into English from the

nificanthy as some ol his Ben-
gali studeins did: simply be-

~ecause he was torn between his
- patriotic linkage with Bengal

and his linguistic linkage with

Englivid. He. we recall, knew
no DBeogali. The case ol
Iswarchandra Guopna is also il-
lustrative. There was hardly -
any conllict in hun: for he wils

an unadulterated Bengali il
there was one: but he also sul-
fered. because. in his case. of
his lack of knnwledg: in
English.

The failure of the Anglo-In-
dians was repeated, decades
later, by an ethnic minerity in
Bangladesh. called the Biharis.
whose language was Urdu and
who had come as refugees
from India to Bangladesh. This
unfertunate group refused to
be billingual even when the
government of Pakistan, whose
patronisation they looked up
to. had accepted Bengali as
one of the two sate languages
of Pakistan. When Bangladesh
won its independence, the Bi-
haris expected Lo be repatri-
ated to Pakistan but the Pak-
istan government refused to
take them because they be-
longed to none of the native

‘the family

ethnic groups ol Pakistan.
Bilingualisin in Tower Ham-
lets has vet anoiher positive
signilicance. There exisls
among many ol the
Bangladeshis settled here not
one — bul lwo cleavages. both

on Lhe linguaistic line. For
aparlt fromi their separation

from the English-speaking ma-
jority community, many par-
ents lind themselves separated
from itheir own children as
well. This is because whereas
the children know and speak
English pareimms do not. and
should the children lack Ben-
gali parents-children commu-
nication would be very diflicult
indeed. Knowing both English
and Bengali the children would

be able to have the right kind -

ol relationship with their par-
ents in respect of communica-
tion, and, perhaps more. Al
the same time the children
would work as a bridge be-
tween thcir parents and il e
majority community oulside.

Sonme parents are nol ade-
qualely eqgiupped in Bengali
either. lor them their hil

dren’'s knowledge in, and prac

tice of, the mother tongre
would be useful. Despite their
educational backwardness and
also hecause of it. Bengali par-
ents have strong emotional ties
with the villages they have left
behind; in an inverted sense
they are like those members of
the English ruling class who
were 1o live like exiles in India
during the Raj. In case their
children know only English
and discard Bengali, there
would be a fearful cultural sep-
aration brtween the two gen-
erations. Indeed the separation
WETHAY S fPavebngH i
dlisusirous consequences.

However. il is worth notic-
ing that if and when b"il’lgﬁﬂl-
isin is prectised by children of
mixed marriages in a situation
in which complete monelin-
gualism prevails just outside
prémises, the result
is not helpful. One knows of
mixed-marriage children
finding themselves confused,
cven lost, when they practised
the languages of both parents,
while living in a community in
which one of the two parental
languages is not used In
schools. In circumstances like
these, the parent who speaks
the ‘foreign’ Janguage gives in,
to the relief of his/hen spouse
and child.

As a community, Bengalis
are particularly conscious of
their language. For them lan-
guage constitutes the most
important element of identity;
and it is in language that they

. vale

palaces of Aphrodite and Cupid
Much wind blew over the Scoth Hi

Caerns

Much water flew down the Thames the Dee

The Buriganga

and the Karnaphuli

And "L.. Heard the mermaids singing ...

In "... a melancholy strain...

TIIII-.E efface many thm,gs -

But deeper
And the scarf of dream

bum&mﬂmofmy

wInps
The scars of the moments of glory

W‘.’

think they have realized their
best creative selves. Bengali
literature has a history of more
than a thousand years; and to-
day no less .than 190 million
speak it, making the Bengalis
the sixth largest language
group in the world. Bangladesh
had fought during the days of
Pakistan for transforming a
state which threatened to be
nomolingual. into a bilingual
one and has, eventually, estab-
lished a monolingual state. To
deprive the members of this
linguastic group settled in Bri-
tain of the opportunity to culti-
their mother tongue
would be to force them into a
condition of slum-dwelling.
making them shrink and with-
draw. They would be in despair
and constitute a spot ol weak-
ness and discontent. and also a

-d ollective progress. On
tﬁggn(ijfl:]e:' hand, !npa w | hem

to develop on bilingual lines
would be to help them con-
tribute meaningfully o the va-
riety and richness ol a mualti-
colteeral socierny A garden ol l.h

YBIEUY A>3 i AR
I11 the colonial days Bengal lm:l
added to the prosperity of Bri-
tain. That was a forcible extor-
tion as Edmund Burke and
other liberals have noled.
Bangladesh can make a new
contribution, this time volun-
tarily. The Bangladeshis are
here because they are needed:
they can grow into useful citi-
zens influencing collective de-
cisions and making the society
they have opted to live in more
prosperous, human, vivacious
and variijiated,

It has been pointed oul, and
rightly so. that colonialisin

BATTATE T & Wi dHE e P!
selves, degrading them as hu-
man beings. A cruel person is
cruel to ell — outsiders as well
as insiders. Democracy needs a
tolerant society and the accep-
tance of bilingualism for
Bangladeshis would amount to
nurturing democratic values (o
the benefit not only of the
Bengali: but of the majo.ity
community alse. It would mean
a step taken towards the re

moval of a persistent inequal-

ity; and inequality is. we know.
positively anti-democratic and
a breeding ground ol the sub-

versive spirit in man.

4
London has, in the past.
been a sanctuary for revolu-
tionaries and a bastion of
democracy. Dr Johnsen, the
great Londoner, did not exag-
gerate in saying. “When a man

is tired of London he is tired of
life: for there is in London all

S AN

that life can afford.” Indeed
there is. For there is in it
among other things, the dif-
ference between the privileged
and the deprived, the two na-
tions that Disraeli spoke of. Let
the glorious aspects of this
great city flourish toc the
detriment of the signs of mis-

ery and woe that William Blake

had once noticed writ large on
the face of every Londoner, so
that it can no be said of
the city what Shelley had said
— "Hell is a city much like
London / A populous and

simoky city” (Peter Bell the
Third) gct it be a city of

friends. and not of alicnated
individuals lost in dillerent
kinds of smoke. literal as well
as metaphorical.

Bangladeshi children neéd
bilingualism so that they can,
through proper education and
adjustment. make this adopted
couniry a real home for them.
To wy to educate them 'like
Yahoos. Calibans. or even Fri-
days would be degrading even
lor the educators themselves.
And lor the practice of genuine
hilingualism. as tliﬁunﬂuihh:d
iroin double semilingualisr,
is necessary (o have ﬂuﬂd
leachers. Teaching needs
ieachers: better the teacher

BEUST HibnEACAHASOr th el
recruit bilingual teachers with
full commitment to their weork.
And the work would not be
merely rule-governed, it has lo
be creative in large. Needless
to say that teaching itsell has
to be a matter of joy, employ-
ing . not only teacher-fronted
exercises bul also interper-
sonal exchanges between stu-
dents hienisehes as well as be-

et leachers and atudlnl?
The porpoese would be to help

stimlenits hberate their creative
energies. ,feel confident and
rooied and to equip them for
the task of building a better
socielv. working with a sense
of togetherness, and creating
Isirmony in diversity.
l}ﬂnmrﬂry requires equal-
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against thé claim of democracy
in Britain. Bangladeshis in

Tower Hamlels are a depﬂvad
community. They need lair

treatment and proper educa-
tion [or their children, and

through them. for themselves.

don on March H.l 1998, urder
the Joint auspices of
h Teachers' Associa
tion In the UK and the Tower
Hamlets Borough Council



