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E'VE got more Emli-

ticlans than volers,
VY
st

ts. and more bands
than fans in Bangladesh

While 1 don't claim to
know much about administra-
tion, and refuse to meddle
with academic anarchy. con-

sider it my duty as a dedi-
cated listener music, and
also as a dedicated

“Matobbor”, to bore you read-
ers about a subject which is
not quite as boring as it's
adulator here. (But then,
what is?)
ﬂzlilty is inversely
to quantity,

rule which has been eternal

-

ude. has given rise to a
problem in the Bangladeshi

muﬂcmt ,which is.............
Actually I was iult
to find a littin ok i
to this article. It's not
about the overall rock situa-
tion. but | thought a more
general introduction might
attract more readers. (if any
at all are attracted). I'm get-
unrng t:klhehpolnt, but let me
st take this opportunity to
say hello to my family and
friends. Hi jerks! Back to the
Emc who knows about
the Coca -Cola Award is famil-
iar with Renegades. That's

this because t the second
prize Inh?ﬂﬂ

for the last five seconds, cou- acoustic with the

Eied with our natural inepti- Shod

nungber. "Prithibir

Arondo.
The band was founded M
1992, with the [irst album

Politics at Our Cost
by Sadia Sharmin

OOKING at the present political situation it appes-
rs highly desirable that one ‘should come for-

wand to throw some
oured politicians'

light on our coumtry's much
presumed

about the

Ashamed am I

Ask

‘Do I bear — ?
inte what

Ac cat iz thy mind

A within

The lap of timas.

ing to get

For her.'

And I smils.

m that they like me,
don’t like me rmin myself

Anymors.

On and on.........
(If omnly you comid umderstandil)

A Lost Friend
by Asrarul Islam Chowdhury

here are the shining days?
WWhm have they gone?
Where is my sea shore?
Where are her waves?
Where are t now?
. Get rid of the clouds .
For they have taken them away.

The tortoise and I, we were good friends
We used to play a lot
But now the tortoise is it sea -
And ! think, she won't coffie back to me
For | hear she is in a |
Full of other tortoises
Playing and singing her heart out
The tortoise is so happy
That she has forgotten me.

'| opinions

"“Mayabi Raate” released in
‘93, The second album,

‘nameless as yet, is su

to came out in late '986.

Renegades is in reality a
de, red to
of bands, one of the
distinguishing marks being
it's independent creativity,
Renegades members says,
“We only perform our own
on . What's the use
of coming to a concert if you
have to pay to see the songs
of some other group? You can
always rent tapes and watch
whatever it is you want to
watch on TV, or plug in en
MTV or Channel V., We've
formed a band because we
have talent, and you don't

need that to perform some-

Renegades is in Reality a Renegade

by Kazi Khiled Arafat

one else’'s readymade melody.
And lincc.u we're from
Bangladesh, our songs are
in Bangla. That's where we're
different from bands Ilike
Jolly Rogers, Death Row,
Masteria. and Phantom Lord".

Even though Renegades is
Just another up-and-coming

star to Pe ﬂ-.c self-conscious
paranoia that only foreign

groups can write good

which is common amon
Bangladeshi rockers isn'’
there. That's because they

have good reasons for their
renegade confidence

n, bassist
Y a Golden Scrg:rl:n:
itar, His favourite is Steve

arris of Iron Maiden. even
though he himseif plays sen-
timental rock. aam. the

How Far is Dhaka?

o,
TR

lead guitarist, has a Pea
and a lot of ldmirlunn'fturr

nally s drummer. Habib

doesn’t let it him from
an &
o el e
as Jon . his boss. as

pf- mrhytll{m - and his
ys

musical m‘:‘:ut Knof-
fler. Shohid, with his Tama
set, is the skinfasher, and has
the greatest respect for Pilu

of naissance, Ru:m
e o

has it's own
and Yakub is
this talented bunch.

Re is also a con-
testant this 8 Coca
Cola Award, with “Prokritir
Chowa”, a new wave number
from their second album,
Let's hear it for them and
wish'em the best.

tal) in their village home,
they were all eager to get
back to the metropolis and
their work. The buses were
overloaded. but that was
nothing unusual. There were

some young men, who
worked in offices, a
dressed young lady who had
come to visit her ailing
mother and was now yearn-
back to her baby
son, left with her mother-in-
law in the city.

There was a new bride
who was going to join her
husband in the city — she
even had a new mattress and

two large suitcases (possibly

‘| her dowry) with her. There
guished

was also a .distin

looking lady and her daugh-

ter who had been attending a

wedding and were now re-
turning home, and there
were a few old men. Little

‘| did these passenger know
what was exactly in store for

them that day. L
These people fought their
way into a bus and many did
not even get a seat. And at
3:30 pm started their "short”
journey to Dhaka. It was a

‘distance normally covered in

two to two-and-half hours
time. Since almost.all the

" | passengers were bound for
| Dhaka, so the bus did not

stop at a great many places

but moved (surprisingly)

towards Dhaka.

It was a crowded atmo-
sphere, the new bride was
continuously talking to her
sisters accompanying her,
the men were ar
everything from the price of
beans to the current political
crisis of the country, like
they say, there were as many
as there were
mouths! The quieter passen-

rs longed for a little peace

alas!

At around 5:10 pm the
Kachpur bridge at Demra was
sighted. What a relief,
thought the passengers. 20
more minutes and they would
be in Gulistan and then on to
their own destinies.

The bridge was over-
crowded but then, that was
hardly surprising as that was
the only entrance into Dhaka
from this side of the city, It

. took only about 20 minutes to

cross this jam-strike bridge
and what a shock the passen-

about ’

~ The buses were restless
the drivers continuously blew
their horns, the exhaust
fumes ejected by them was
enough to choke everyone (o
death. The people stuck in
the middle, could neither

was more horrible still.
There was nothing

lance pulled up next to this
ill-fated bus, it had headed up

15

freely ]
These .ill-fated
wondered where the traffic
police were. It was a terri

secret Kknown perhaps, only
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Dows. by the walley cardons Md Atiquzzaman
“‘ln:’.ul 1 Ll e ~r by |

KOMMH‘lﬁHﬂ BuFEllmmmfm-
e Leaves grow on the luess wtuamﬂc*thmgh
Bul |, being young and joolid, he at the back of his
it At Sid vt agies " ind. that he ia merely try.

: ing to away the future.
W E Yol Apullgythcmmerufhu
mﬂ. and Fay;ftz turned to

[Characters Mona on the floor over
mm-ﬂ:ﬁ?:ly neatly laid bedsheet. f.}t:mui-!l
to facts.! fo ly. he rested his head
on her lap while the legs
O less than a few mo- W€t stretched beyond the
ments were t on Dedsheet. Slow conversation

h h I'llfll ‘ ;hm pud:- mu"'ﬂur‘ mother is presum
ing the han aside, ,
Flygznpluapenth.gm mmmr@trmm
bag. There was a total of five time ... and she's yelling,

‘that scoundrel ... that scou-
ndrel will kill my daughter'.”

‘They'll carry the news to
our home?

thousand six hundred and
fo“t;tg-ﬂ: taka plus a phone-

. half spent. He spoke to
Mona, 'Would you keep it

Yuurluru is now the safest =
She

fondled with the

Running with”ltjhe same
clothes on all g |

‘What about one? Mona's
Mthini eyes were pene-
trating his. They stared at
each other for a long time,
through a short distance
and...after a long while the
silence broke with her
sorry’. The precision in their
mutual judgement and
recognition is able to
any other day-to-day fact.
They apparently have a mir-
ror in between., where t
can see each other, even
eyes closed. .

She gazed dreamily into
the distance as she said,
'fl:l[gw will you man all
those private tutoring!’. -

‘There won't be so many ...
I'm afraid,’ Fayez mused,
‘Rahman’ uncle will say ‘au
revoir' when he would {:.m

e,

7

fivaee og

e

‘Are you crazy! They'll
somehow manage to squeeze

it :
‘It's a Friday tomorrow; or
- else, your father would have
sued my mother as soon as
‘No.... It would be too
dramatic for him. He would

mm thc situation cool-

'‘Boro Apu will be
extremely delighted when
she'll come to ... she

t even nail us out.’

ell, it is your sister...

carbon . Fa comn-
fimtied. miockingy Yot wo-
men folk, seduce us foolish
men all the time to...'

‘No., monsieur,’ Mona
interrupted with a frown. 't
was always you who would

seduce:;... | still have a doubt
if she loves her husband as

hing from ...and
the one at Shamoli will be too . .
far from here. So, two re-

Fiasean & Cor v B eart wrl,
tm‘l'l;':::'ll ll.lmc!';"y s

‘What else to do? Maybe. . "

you'll have to a ser- -
vant's job u or some- .
where else,’ Fayez )

iy

Hunh wondered, ma

these are new modes of
humour added to their life.
Have they actually passed a
few hours, or is it:a few years
.h'ledenjil and anxiety

on once
again grasped F . Down
inside, restlessness was
spreading its root. A sudden
strength to revolt surged all
the weakness. He clutched
her shoulders, pulled hef:

much as she loves you.' closer and all her tea-

' 'Hell with your Boro Apu. rdrops . Boundless

I'm not yet able enough to caressing the floor. « -
baala? maintain two wives.' [To be continued)]

gentle

jed to find Him on the Chri-

stian cross but He was not there;

I went to the temple of the

Hindus and to the old Pagodas; but I

could not find a trace of Him any-
where.

“l searched on the mountains and in
the valleys but neither in the heights
nor in the depths was 1 able to find
Him. I went to the Kaa'ba in Mecca,

"

faces of their drivers and

passengers hang down. There
was - nothing, -

course. | but He was not there either.
How far is Gulistan? The “l questioned the scholars and
passengers in that particular | ,hilosophers, but He was beyond their

understandin

was there where He dwelled that I saw
Him; He was nowhere else to be
found.” — Jelaluddin Bumi

rh:g I:maul.-.-lsli.u:-:kc.el:u:mum|'.u'J

puke quietly at the back, now | A moving piece of ' mmﬂmm

was ‘exhausted and did not w'z-umrﬂmm of. But he

‘'know how to survive yet an- has felt what many have felt throughout

other ride on a bus to Mirpur the and he has said what many of us

But who cared for these want uﬁ:f today.

people? People ask to what religion do | be-
long. My answer varies according to how

the question is asked. The sincerest an-
swer that | can put forward is that, be-

the city that day. Their feet long to none which falls under the main-
may be killing them and they siream religions such as [slam,
may now not fel back to Christianity or Hinduism. This reply
el Nundqnhltu u.h’?"
nigh least they were . t one to ac
th’t“mm_.ﬂu choose a Life is much busier for

couldn't afford it? They
walked on, with their heavy

luggages in tag, in search of | g ool iieoe the of us do
buses. :
that. original form. Hence, in following our

The Search _

“l1 then Innﬁd into my heart and it

by James Onirudhya Zaman
»adopted religion, we read these scrip-
, tures blindly withouf any true compre-
~  hension or tion. |
We read it u what another tells us it
means as he or she understands., who in-
all likelihood has acquired the knowl-
edge in a similar manner. Therefore. we
have no true enlightenment and thus no
valuation of our own. ; :
It is perhaps human nature to reject an-
other's interpretation, not because of a
Igcknftgprcdlﬂmmmrmwbe-
cause others us to appreciate it. -
Hence. the rendition never bears the
maT = as was lntﬂ':d;d in the
original. The current position of religion -
in our country is somewhat in the de-
scribed category. .
To use a much used cliche : humankind is
- on the verge of the 21st century. The
{hcnrmtwn l-; ousand de:;iundt;l: quite en-
ralling. However, te apparent
_importance of religion today, the world is
in turmoil. 5.

It is as if Pandora's box has been all
over again. One cannot say who is to be
hlarng for the extinction of . the
onslaught of killer viruses, the catalyst of
natural disasters, the assassinations of
leaders or even the harbinger of famines.
A glance back into the history of life will
refresh our dam memories. The
Quoran and the have writings about
the disasters faced by man : Noah's Flood,
the destruction of Sodom and the famine
in are just a few. The reasons be-
hind the disasters were to God's
vengeance over mortals who were dis-
honest. The occurrences can be
obvious scientific attributes; but who can
say for certain whether or not what has

been said is fact or fantasy. =
'rha
ilpl.rlty.

Ludicrous as it may sound,
‘modern day' tales of war,
struction and disease will be part of the
history of some forthcoming religion.
Could today's tales be a warning of some
larger cata awaiting us?

Perhaps religion should remain at what it
does best, that is, remain a personal
thing which affects only our moral and
ethical judgements and not be the
barometer by which we measure human

ol honest about things both
mrﬂ umn will grant ue
some sort of salva , then i= it not
worth: at least a try? ls it really too much
to ask for?
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