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thought ever get in the way of

Songs of Love
Soulfully

quence of my inexhaustible Form-disturbing point in the

IGHT Homnourable tional fear of ghosts and the pale cast of thought or to

the inevitable result of the

Sir, on his second

visit, the Prince kept

close to his own

t. He talked about

things he might very well

have talked to you about had

you ever experienced a

simdlar failure as mine. (I beg

your pardon, RHS: 1 know any

faflure your are likely to

suffer must necessarily be on
a much higher level )

This time | was fondly ca-

' ressing a copy of a magazine |

had borrowed from a supe-

rior acquaintance. The Prince

entered in his usual preoccu-

pied manner stopped by my

bed, looked curiously at the

magazine in my hand and his

gloomy eyes lit up for a mo-
ment.

"That's it dear imbecile |
was thinking just about that.”
he said pointing at the

"You see, 1 had al-

ways been a bloody formalist
for the magazine ev-
erywhere under the sun in
myself in the people around
me in the world beyond.
What drove me mad was ab-
sence of Form as pervasive as
my neurotic search for it—
from the anarchy of my
mother's and my uncle's li-
bidoe to the anarchy of
Polonius's perverse curiosity
and worldly wisdom, to say
nothing of Marcellus's irra-

Horatio's pathological sanity.
The entire universe had be-
come the nasty sty of an
enseamed bed upon which
Forms dissolved as fast as
winds broken in-advertently.

So | did the only thing
possible in the situation : I
uttered soliloquies. For that
way | could search the things
| {or for that matter you or
my heartless Sire, the
William of Stratford) needed
most : | could force a form-
less universe into Forms of

poetry : | could relieve myself
of some of the unbearable

tension by achieving a kind of
catharsis with each soliloquy :

and | could keep my hands
from getting soiled by the
only form of action Laertes
and you and the rest of the
wretched of the earth are ca-
pable of conceiving, that is,
driving a bare bodkin through
myself or my uncle Claudius
And of course | could proffer
to posterity that golden op-
portunity which would serve
to make a respectable living
provided they made their
choice for critical Dai-ism—I
mean my Great
Procrastination. | know you
are used to ascribing it to the
psycho-pathological condi-
tion of my resolution being
perpetually sicklied over with

dreadful contagion getting
the better of my drive for ac:
tion which is more or less
the same thing. But no, dear :
my Delay had nothing to do
with what | may have said or
seemed to have betrayed in
my frenzied quest for Form
and (at the same time) in my
over-whelming concern for
the wellbeing of my critics.
True, 1 did a lot of think-
ing. But who doesn't? Didn't
your Phoolbanoo think a lot
too? Wasn't her mind always
busy in the afternoons weav-
ing dreams of love astride a
bicycle giving her infinitely
pleasurable sensations in the

.unnamable regions of her vir-

gin body, with the young man
from the hit breath-

ing down her neck and sing-
ing : Dhakhar Shahor
dekhobo aj dufjane ghuira
ghuira? Did it enfeeble her
enterprise to materialise her
dream at the very first in

stance in the District HQ. for
better or for worse? Or, if you
think Phoolbanoo too mean a
subject for our present dis-
course, take Mrs Molly
Bloom: it was out of her ex:
tremely complicated vora-
cious thinking that Mr Joyce
made the concluding chapter
of his celebrated Ulysses. Did
her winding streams of

her being unnamcahled by
her husband's friend behind
her husband's back? No.
Mere thinking, even if it op-
erates within a rarefied con-
sciousness, does not usurp
the place of physical action.

What makes Mrs Molly's case
different from mine is that
Mr Joyce did the thinking for
Molly, that is to say, he cre-
ated an intelligible Form for
the viscous jumble that was
Molly's mind and by so doing
saved himself from the disas-
trous possibility of being
done to by Molly in real life:
whereas |, your Prince of
Denmark, did my own
thinking. hammering out
Forms appropriate to mo-
ments in the flux, thus pro-
tecting myself from the
bloody business of having to
run a rapier through uncle
Claudius.

My thinking in the lan-
guage of poetry was my form
of acting upon reality. Or if
you would be too loath to ac-
cept this so-called bourgeois
defence in your Marxist sub-
continent of simplified ac-
tion, wanting me to stick to
appearance, my Delay. delib-
erate from beginning to end.
was not caused by my craven

power to articulate myself

Articulation — the creating in
language of Forms that can
move out to meet the flux on
its own terms—is, as you
must have understood by
now, the only civilised form
of redemption from a reality
which is haphazard and dis-
continuous, more danger-
ously so in what you nowadays
call the Third World.

Denmark in my times was
very close to being a proto-
type of your Third World,
dear blockhead — with its
palace conspiracies, its or-
giastic flavour of life of those
in illegitimate power and
their strategic concern at
public audiences for the
wellbeing of the state, the
ghosts of the victims of its
lust for power crying for jus-
tice. That's why the need for
articulation became all the
more pressing. And | was do-
ing well, articulating my
thoughts whenever | was left
alone. | would have done well
for the rest of my life, spin-
ning out more soliloquies for
you to admire and make a liv-
ing of, hadn't my zest [or
Form overreached itsell in
that unfortunate event behind
the arras. Outraged by the vi-
olence done to Form in life. |
drove my sword through the

arras and got enmeshed in
reality. That's how, instead of
becoming a great tragic poet
like my creator. | ended up
being a great tragic hero left
for ever at the mercy of crit-
ics actors producers and a
certain hallucinated Bengali-
medium ideo-dirt.

The Prince sunk into a
long silence. | felt miserabie.
The incomprehensible things
he said about Form kept
hovering in the room like so
many weird sisters,
Oppressed by his silence |
did the only thing | am ca-
pable of when cowered down
by mighty presences: [ broke
wind and it worked. The
Prince jerked his head and
rose to his feet. What a piece
of work is man! How infinite
in faculties! Well my dear
horrid bag of winds, | know
what your mean by that. But
thank you, all the same for
reminding me of the domi
nant smell of the world | am
visiting '

That was how the second
visit ended. | sincerely regret
that the note of high serious-
ness was wasted on a crea-
ture like me

Your most obedient ser-
VArnnL,
Irfan Pramanik

HE funeral was in full

swing, and I managed

to wriggle out of a few
prying eyes. Behind me was
the mango grove that shrive-
lled under the pall of the
foggy white. Suddenly. I
could see a figure in silho-
uette stalking towards the
source of the muffled groan
that broke in the eerie
silence of the mnight. 1
decided to investigate de-
spite the fact that my heart
was drumming like a heavy
metal band. | made my way
slowly towards a large tree
which was very close to the
source of my attention. It was
a moonless night so I
couldn't make out their faces.
A heavy-set man was bending
over lnnthcr. a somewhat

mfm who seemed to

lqgn{ was

Mutﬁi ‘¢l Nafis!"
the heavy-set man said softly,
"they're hlﬂng your funeral
l:rr:r there."

gasped inveluntarily.
Ha.‘l!ﬂ My cousin Nafis! But we
were having his funeral at
that moment. Nafis had died
in a ecar accident a few days
ago. They found his body —
although it was too disfigured
— my aunt recognised a bit of
his clothing. My mind was
racing with questions.

.1 felt a thud on the
back of my head and |

be

must've passed out. When I
cam to it I felt a persisting
pain in the back of my neck.

"Hie, cuz!” a famil-
iar voice said to me. 1 got up
and squinted at the figure a
few feet away from me.

"Nafis!" | exclaimed. re-
membering everything from
the night before, "what the
heck is going on around
here?"

"Well you saw what you
weren't supposed to see and
now youre here.”

I surveyed my surround-
ings then. It was the base-
ment of a house with lots of
boxes and crates scattered
here and there.

In the cormer was a single
bed and a wash-basin, All this
made me feel very homesick
but first I had to find out ex-
actly what was going on.

"Teéll me the whole story
Nafis. | have a right to know
it," 1 asked.

"Well it's a bit weird,” he
started, "One day my teacher,
Mr Khan came up to me and
handed me a computer disc,
"it's full of top scientific se-
crets” and | must keep it
hidden away somewhere for a
few days until he asks for it.
He looked very nervous. The
next day as I was walking to
my college someone came up
behind me and knocked me
out and brought me to this
place. Incidentally, they had

tried to catch Mr Khan but
failed. Somehow they must've
found a connection between
him and I".

"But what about the acci-
dent, the body?”

"Oh, just a coincidence,
the poor fellow, his family
must be worried sick by
now."

"And what were you doing
at your place last night?”

"Ugh! Tat one really both-
ers me. | escaped from this
rotten place and was this®

scruple: it was, on the con-
trary, the natural conse
said. | recognized his voice

from the night before.

"I told you before I have no
idea what you're talking
about, "Nafis said firmly.

"Lets not get cheeky about
this," the second man
barked.

"Look! Mr Khan was only
my teacher. "Nafis tried to
convince them,” you said it
was an important disc, why
do you think he would give it
to me."

‘One of our spies saw him

Alave!

A Short Story by Hana Shams Ahmed

close to my house”, he gri-
maced in the air, "but just as
my luck would be., they
caught me in my own back-

He banged his fist against
the wall with anger. [ just
stared into space and tried to
think of plans.

A few minutes later the
door of the basement flew
open and two tall heavy-set
men came in.

"Well are you ready to talk,
Nafis ma boy?" the first man

go into-your house We'll give
you Just another hour to
think about it. Discuss it with
this nosy cousin of yours," he
pointed at me, "Maybe she’ll
be wiser than you. And if you
decide not to tell us about it
then you really will have your
funerals. Real soon.

With that they left the
room slamming the heavy
metallic doors loudly.

"Nafis", 1 said, after mus-
ing a bit, "I think you should
give it to them. | don't wanna

die for a stupid disc.”

A mischievous grin spread
across his face.

"What?" | asked, a bit an-
noyed.

‘Do you know how | got
out of this place the last
time?"

"No. How?"

"Well, you see,” he started,
"there’'s a little slab in the
floor which comes off and
leads away from this place.”

"What! "l exclaimed, "then
let's get out of heret!”

"Yeah!" he grinned again.

The next hour was a flurry
of activities. We opened the
slab which led to the back-
yard. Outside the sun was
shining very brightly over-
head. We made our way
through the grass, up the
back gate very slowly and
down the road to the policy-
station. We told the police
everything. They were clearly
stunned. The Iinspector
quickly gave orders to arrest
the people in that house.
Meanwhile, my cousin and |
with two police escorts made
our way to my cousin's house.
The sight of Nafis was too
much for my aunt, she sank
to the sofa and fainted. While
some servants went to revive
her, my mother came run-
ning towards me shouting
"my baby, my baby"” and hug-
ging the life out of me.

The next day after all the
hullabaloo of the disc and
Nafis's adventure had some-
what died down | was sitting
on the balcony thinking about
it all when Nafis came in with
two glasses of coke in his
hand. | took one from him
and sipped it

"You know what, you never
told me how you found that
trap-door on the floor and
why they never knew about
it,” I said.

"Well I found it because I'd
been to that house so many
times before they rented it.
People said it was haunted so
no one lived in it. My pals
and | used to play there when
we were kids. So we discov-
ered the loose slab one day.
They didn't know about it be-
cause they're new here. They
rented the place apﬁ:jﬂcn.lly
to kidnap Mr Khan...

. and ended up

"What happcncd to Mr
Khan by the way?" lasked.

"Oh, he went into hiding
when he found the goons
were after him. He's working
on more formulas back in his

"Oh and one more thing
Nafis, next time someone
hands you a computer disc,
please don't take it."

"Okay, I'll remember that.”
he grinned and went away.

by Abul Ashraf Noor

Life is a trail of songs
Telling me more than
Words can express

As a listener | wish to have them soulfully
with my beloved within and without.

She sings the songs of my soul

From time to timme

For celebration and transition

She adds brilliance and personality

To me on the edge of death

Putting my future in the darkness.
With her I'm now in the realm

Of divinity singing the songs

Of love and lust

Almost spiritual and possessive

For all future times

As a listener | seek her love

To sing the songs of life soulfully.

Juvenilia

by Shakib Ahsan

There isn't much left to miss you around
What remains is more to last a lifetime

Your are hopelessly after

I am quite better, | sit and stare

In the dreams you are so alive

Also the blues that | am left with
Things at times get a little off-hand
Nothing that can't be get straightened
You wished. you assured. you waited

| blanched. I fought shy. [ wailed

The monsoon was high
Alas! | forgot to sow

Things are easy for me when I let you go.
Out of sight had always been better

So for you, never a grave matter

Whenever | am turned on by someone | dare
|1 get reminded of someone who cares

My pages

go white and pens dry

I pushed me hard till I couldn't try

It is not you but your

with
That 1 would refuse to trade for the
it must be

If it is not your youth then it

me
the world
be age

Dnmuchlmﬂwaltmudtmbem

A Devastated Soul

by Nurun Nahar

How can one forget the crime you did to me

Was | so unknown to you?

Did you not feel anything deep inside you — the fact;

How to face reality if it unveils and comes to the forefront
You did dare, nor did you care or fear.

I did try to forget and forgive you

Not once, twice but thrice because | loved you.

The kind of love that meant nothing to you

Your goal was to burn me beyond all measures and destroy
You are selfish, meek and a playboy.

Can you think or remember the by-gone days?

Nothing did | want from you for I trusted you

With my heart and my soul.

Nothing can cheer me now for everything is short-lived as

dew,

I am tired of pretending and tears,

| am weary of months, days and hours

It is the repeated shocks again and again
Exhaust the energy of my strong soul

Faith and betrayal can never be equal in powers
Betrayal in love and friendship was [ unaware
My spirit shipwrecked and hopes blasted

| pawned, go out to tell how | am wasted.

BOOKS

NDEED, 'decentralisa-

tion' is a popular epithet

worldwide. Observers
have seen more often than
not that the leaders of most
emergent countries have be-
en enthusiastic about impro-
vising 'decentralised admin-
istrative structures’ in their
respective countries out of
the centralized structures
they inherited at indepen-
dence or liberation. They
have been doing so to achieve
certain objectives. Two ob-
jectives seem far more
important than others. First,
to provide the public with
services of various kinds at
local levels on a. more effic-
ient scale than what might
have been rendered by the
inherited administrative net-
- works of the central govern-
ment. Second, to impart an
education as rcgards thi:

Underscoring a Vital Need

principles and practice of
local government towards the
ultimate goal for balanced
development nationwide. The
advocates of the decentra-
lised administration contend
that local authorities pose
problems of government on a
small enough scale for the
individual citizen to take an
intelligent and effective
interest. The experiences in
dealing with local affairs give
the people an appreciation of
what is involved in dealing
with more complex issues on
a wider geographic basis.
Local governments thus pro-
vide support for parliamen-
tary and other representative
types of government at the

BOOK REVIEW

Decentralised Administration in wdeah

by Quazi Azher Ali
University Press Limited .

pPp- XV + 326, price Tk. 350.00.

national level. They also serve
as training ground for future
national leaders.

The book under review,
entitled Decentralised
Administration in Bangladesh
is a comprehensive study on
Bangladesh's decentralisation

process, including politics

and prospects, made by Mr
Quazi Azher Ali. The study

seems truly comprehensive
in that it probes the decen-
tralisation of government
administration in Bangladesh
as an endemic process. The
author also traces how the
country's historical an-

tecedents, its politics, inher-
ited administrative structure,
economy, geography, and so
on, have moulded the decen-

DECENTRALISED
ADMINISTRATION
IN BANGLADESH

Onai Aher Ali

tralisation process.

One important quality of
this study is its anecdotal
value. The author's observa-
tions and evaluation of devel-
opments seem to have been
largely based on his profes-
sional experiences in and
personal knowledge of the
decentralisation process. He
was a member of the presti-
gious administrative cadre
both in the then Pakistan and
Bangladesh. He held respon-
sible field and policy man-
agement posts under both
the governments. He oversaw
and overviewed the precess
and politics of decentralisa-
tion. He did pursue overseas
studies and serve as well im-
portant international organi-
sations at different stages of
his service career which in
effect helped him get ex-

posed to high quality aca-

HAT exactly the state
of ' means?
Well, initially the
-oriented situation
to destitution. Acc-
ording to Azharul Huq Choud-
‘hury, poverty signifies the
conditions of life, limited by
low nutrition, illiteracy, dise-
ase, squalid surrounding, low
life expectancy as beyond any
reasonable definition of hu-
man decency. So, he gives
room to a sizeable portion of
his book — Poverty — defin-
ing the situation, sketching a
world-wide historical point of
view,
The subject, Choudhury
deals with, is timely — par-
at the backdrop of

the post-Cold War era of
free market econ-

omy. Poverty was, is and
will never be alien to

this star-crossed part —
— of the world.

But the fact

Iit's late; and again, output
'of such comprehension still

Mﬂdtnhefruiﬂmbyal-

to be very specific. On the
other hand, in other develop-
ing countries, this realisation
has poured out some quick

and outstanding results in al-
leviating their e's pau-
perism. That's prgcisely Cho-
udhury endeavours to elabo-
rate in his book. .

At the very beginning, the

writer spells out his inten-

tion clearly enough by calling

it an "analysed paper" sug-
gesting no happy solutions to
Bangladesh's poverty-linked
afflictions. In a bid to make
his publication attractive to
readers, he uses metaphoric
. For . Chou-
dhury addresses the least
developed countries (LDCs)
as "Wasteland" and the deve-
loped ones — "Switzerland".
Leafing attentively through
the book, one comes across
more and more of these
Miltonic dictions and feels
boredom to a certain extent.
Well. the style as such
doesn't spoil the complete
understanding of the book,
but it may give a stammering
to common readers.
As most of the writers on

ing the

Pwm-ty Edmﬁmandﬂomalﬁhangn
by Azharul Huq Choudhury
Quest, Page 111, Taka 100

development issues,
dhury divides his publication
into chapters, categorically
making it like truly a
research-paper. In the sub-
chapters, World Bank. and
United Nations Development
Programme, the pen-man
fully depends on these two
world bodies' points of view
on poverty; as he quotes from
Robert McNamara, who was
the World Bank president in
1956 and who was the first
person from the Bretton
Woods institution to awaken
the international communi-
ties to the harsh realities fac-
poor all over the
world: "The brain of the poor
is irreversibly damaged, bod-
ies stunted, and their vitality
sapped. Many of them suffer

from debilitating disease that

likely to have long-lasting ef-
fects.” A very real and acute

Chou- -

observation on the part of an
international-level organisa-
' tlon.

Dealing with Development Issues

Poverty Map — another
one of the writer's sub-chap-
ters — deals with the poverty
scenario from the African
continent to Asia. But the
preciseness of the chapter —
as in all chapters as such —
fails to identify the reason
behind this impoverishness.
On the other hand, Poverty
contains a flurry of facts and
figures which may help the
readers shake off the feeling
of cumbersome reading-
blues. And, interestingly, this
sub-chapter could have been
a thick volume by itself. In
the Zero Sum Game, Chou-
dhury gives a little relief by
exploring the economic de-
velopment of the developed
countries, explaining how
they made such headways.

In the third chapter —
Conflicts and Consensus in
Higher Education — Chou-
dhury seeks to analyse the
priority issues and future
prospects of the educational
institutions in Bangladesh
which, in fact, can help alle-
viate the country's poor sta-
tus. The higher educational
institutions may be looked
upon as collective symbiosis,

a mutually beneficial partner-
ship where research. learn-
ing, instruction and applica-
tion up to the point of im-
plementation are all inte-
grated into one. So. the
writer says, the advancement
of creative ideas through ed-
ucation is most crucial to the
way people of Bangladesh will
live in the century around the
corner.

Here in this section,
Choudhury elucidates why
education is necessary for a
poor country’'s social and ec-
onomical advancements, ta-
king it for granted that Ban-
gladesh's education doesn't
serve the real purpose — 'to
pull the country out of
poverty’. And by doing so, he
cites examples of some of the
developed (rich) nations, em-
phasising on "Japanisation" of
Bangladesh's educational sys-
tem. This is the only develop-
ment-related suggestion he
puts forward as a researcher.

Otherwise, Poverty — ac-
cumulation of three seminar-
papers, to be very specific —
would have lacked the rich-
ness of a book, even with its
statistical flesh.

Reviewed by
Ekram Kabir

demic and professional
knowledge of such important
disciplines as development
economics, public adminis-
tration, and development ad-
ministration. So, the reader
will find as usual certain
assumptions in the preface of
the book, postulated by the
author on the basis of his
long service experience and
overseas studies and visits.

One of the assumptions in
particular needs a special
mention here. The author be-
lieves that faster economic
development in a country
like Bangladesh can be
achieved through mobilisa-
tion of the local people and
decentralisation of the au-
thority and power at local
levels. He tends to substanti-
ate his assumption by stating
in his own words: that he saw
practically how the local
people responded promptly
when they were called upon
to shoulder responsibilities
for the implementation of
various community develop-
ment projects within their

respective areas; that work of
such projects could be done
more easily, effectively and
efficiently when the people
themselves participated in
the improvement of their
own lives. So he deems it
imperative that the central
government should delegate
greater responsibility to the
local bodies.

The contents of the book
seem to have been organised
in due format to assess the
author's postulated assump-
tions. It consists of eleven
elaborate , excluding
a select bltﬂiop-phy index,
and as many as thirteen
highly informative appen-
dices. Chapter one is a brief
assessment of the concepts
of decentralisation. Chapter
two describes basically the
geographic features of the

country, includi popula-
tion. In sOMme
definitions and al re-
quirements in pu admin -

istration have been stressed
and highlighted. While the
contents of Chapter four are
designed to enable the

reader comprehend per se
the problems of Bangladesh.
Chapters one and three seem
in part an attempt to amplify
the theoretical setting of the

rest of the study against wh-
ich the subseguent amu

ment of Bangladesh's
tralisation process is mndc
In the remaining chapters,
the author narrates the
evolution of local-level demo-
cratic politics, proliferation
of official-controlled govern-
ment and semi-government
agencies — including an at-
tempt to decentralize judicial
system in the 1980s, struc-
ture, functions and environ-
ment of district administra-
tion — highlighting the role
of deputy commissioner in
particular, decentralisation of
planning and development
administration, and the criti-
cisms that were and are gen-
erally levelled against the
traditional field administra-
tion in Bangladesh. In con-
clusion, the author notes cer-
tain valued comments in the
light of his understanding
and interpretation of the is-
sues he covered in the study.
The strength of the study

lies in Chapter four through
Chapter 10 where the histor-

ical, , structural and fun-
ctional aspects of Bangla-
desh's public administration

and local participatory poli-
tice are presented. The
author has taken great care
to document carefully the
cha which have taken
place during the nation’s
sometimes turbulent history.
While more often the assess-
ment and interpretation of
developments are based on
the author's own insightful
knowledge, extensive use has
been made as well of official
documents, reports and
other published materials.
One finds descriptions of the
decentralisation process and
politics and their genesdis and

t. motives of the
regime leaders. ineffective
implementation of reforms,
and other insights into Bang-
ladesh's politics. administra-
tion, judicial system, and so

Continued on page 12




