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T was two thirty, and it was
the third time in less than
twenty-four hours that I
found myself running in a
railway station in India. The
first time was in Agra, then in
Delhi, and now in Aligarh.
"This is becoming quite a habit
of ours", | cried out to Sami, my
friend and present "runnin
mate”. He did not loo
enthusiastic enough to share
the joke, and hurried me to run
faster.
The train back to Delhi was-

su to leave at that exact
 time, and failing to get on it
would mean wai or about

three hours to catch the next
one. We did not even have
en time to buy the tickets.
It was a local train and seemed
fully loaded. Sami's cousin
Abed (whom we had come to
visit in Aligarh that mornin

from Delhi) conducted a quic

search. but could not find a seat

mpty. Sami and I realized that

would have to remain stand- -

ing throughout our journey to
rw‘;lgi::]h was mgppnacd to

take nearly three hours.
The only space where we
could stand was beside the

L

l IFE — a fantastic four-

letter word which means,
according to the dictio-
nary, "state of living." But,
when describing life, what we
actually mean is the 'STATE' of
living and exactly 'How' one is
living. If we were to come into
this world just to live, then
what's our exact reason for
living, or at least coming in this
world? And, who sent us?
According to the religion,
Islam, Allah sent us. Accordi
to Christianity God sent us, an
so on. Leave aside religion. Lets
come to the present world: the
reality. We are born; we have
parents; we have brothers and
or sisters. We acquire
knowledge: education. We
marry; we have children; we be-
come a successful engineer, doc-
tor or a businessman; we be-
come old and finally we die.
What Have we done? "A taste of
life" — is that how the saying
goes? No, we have come in this
ﬂgcn;‘tl world tuﬁll'.l?]lldd e fate, to
t against s. How do
you this to be ble? Is
this t life is about?
There's more. What is the use
and cause of fate if we had de-
nied life after all? Why do some

people do things and oth-
ers do bad? WHAT is the use of
doing bad or being bad? What is

the use of being or doing Good?
"Honest e suffer most" — is
this the latest saying? No com-
ments.

Half of the people in this
world eat to live and half of
them live to eat. | have just
made an error. You know why?

- situation either. .
Phere were people all around

doors of a carriage. The space
was a fairly large one. not that
it was of any comfort to us be-
cause passengers were crowding
there also and there was hardl
any room for us even to stand.
After a few minutes we realized
that we really did not need to
run so frantically to reach the
train. It was fulfjr,.T living up to
the reputation of local trains
and showed no signs of leaving
the station.

It started about fifteen or
twenty minutes later than due
time but quickly gained speed.
Sami looked extremely grim.
He was not vc?r enthusiastic
about standing for three hours
in a crowded carriage of a local
train, specially not after travel-
ing several times in the last few
days in much better express
trains including the famous Ra-
dhani Express. | tried to cheer

m up, saying that it would be

a different ence for us; but
I must admit that I was not very
. about  the whele

us: men. women and children.
The doors of the carriage were
open, and the cool winter wind,

Hall of the people in this world
are eating because they are liv-
ing, whereas the other half are
living because they're eating.
Why is that?? Is this life?

y has the word "hatred,”
"fear”, "pain”, "war," "enemy"”,
been added up in the dictio-
nary? Scientists don't quite
give a damn to the fabulous
world below the seas, while
they're frying to reach the heav-
enly bodies, why the hell go so
far when the sea-bed is right
within our reach? ;

Why did UN support Kuwait
while in war with Iraq and why
didn't they do anything about
the dying Muslims in Bosnia?

) This is life. Every-
thing was fine 1942 for Ger-
many, Italy and Japan in the
second World War. T made
the whole political era turn
over by 1943? How did Hitler
die? Was Napoleon actually
murdered? How could "they” as-
sassinate Nabab Sirajudullah,
Sheikh Mujibur Rahman, Ziaur
Rahman, Abraham Lincoln and
Rabin and not Mussolini, Mir
Jafar and others who deserved
to be? This is life.

Why don’t they believe in
any Almighty? Do the snow on
the mountain — tops melt at the

right time to destroy the grow-
ing crops of the new season be-
low? A lovely accident. Did the
sun itself choose to be exactly a
hundred and fifty million
kilometres away from the earth
just to give birth to life in this
planet of the whole solar
tem? It is his choice. WHAT
o0 bees have inside their
mouths to produce the world's
sweetest food — honey ? S50 what
does science say? There's no
God? What HAS Science given
us? More importantly, what
Ela}a science TAKEN from us?
e.
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ONARGAON is the oldest
S capital of Bengal. It was

built around one thou-
sand A D. There is a museumn
where objects found in
wreckage ol the old buildings
are kept. The museum is a red
colored building made of red
bricks with a white dome. there
is a beautiful pond with steps
leading up to the mirror clear
waler in front of it.

On the main road of the old
city there are magnificent
houses. These houses were built
by landlords. There is a dance
hall almost in house. The
dance hall is surrounded by
stri pillars and has beauti-
ful mosaic on the floors. The
dome of the house and the ban-
isters of the first floor can be
seen from the dance hall.

The stairs are very dark.

stcmnd long. Each buildi
has at Jeast two corridors.
don't know why all the doors
were very low, | guess that the
people of those days were short.

There are some miniature
drawings on the walls. These
beautiful structures were made
of mortar of limestone and
powdered red brick raised by
solid small burned bricks.

Every now and then my
mind went back to the ancient
days and | was imagining my-
sr% physically present: back ir
history and roami the nar-
row streets and alley of this
town. | imagined seeing horse
drawn chariots, mounted sol-
diers roaming the streets. chil-
dren playing in the corners and
tradesmen chanting sellable

goods carrying on their heads.
The ukE was same with blue
flying fluffy cotton wool clouds

and sun ever shining as that of
this day. ‘

While looking at these build-
ings built hundreds of years
ago. | was thinking that it's a
shame the Government didn't
properly preserve these ancient
structures.
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which otherwise would have
been a great discomfort, pro-
vided uable comfort in the
middle of such a crowd. As they
were all around me, I could not
avoid watching them. And then
a thought suddenly dawned on
me.
In the last few days, 1 have
been to Calcutta, Delhi, Ajmeer,
Jaipur and Agra. | have enjoyed

with much admiration the sub-
way or metro as they call of
Calcutta, marveled at the
exquisite pinkness of Jaipur,
stood dumbfounded with my
jaws agape in front of the eter-
nal beauty of the Tajmahal
(though 1 still think that it is a
great wastage of public money)
and wondered with astonish-
ment how westernized the city
of Delhi has become (including
its girls). But those were only
some inanimate objects, and
many of them were merely of
historical interest, bearing no
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relevance to the India of toc a?r.
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I have, in the last few days,

seen technological achieve: |

ments and historical monu-
ments, but | have not really
seen what makes India what it

OR the last few months or

so, I have really been into

Bangla songs - listening
to anything and everything |
could get my hands on. In the

ss, [ brought a tape from a
riend of mine and while going
to sleep I played it. But after
having heard the first two songs
I had to sit up in my bed and
look at the cassette-cover for
the second time. It read
‘Tajmahal’ with the name of the
band, "Ark".

‘Ark’ is.actually a break-
away section of the once-popu-
lar band Chyme, which was
formed in the year 1991 When
Ashiquzzaman
Tulu and some other's left
Chyme, they put together their
own group Ark. So — evidently,
almost all of the members had
professional background as
musician and that's where, the
present finesse has come from,

So, the "Ark' line-up stood
thus, keyboards and vocals -
Ashiquzzaman Tulu. (band
leader), lead guitarist Ridwan
Chowdhury (Pancham), Bassist
Ahmed Shohiar (Shishir)] and
main vocals Hasan and
Shamim. With this line up ‘ark’
brought out their first album
under the label of Sargam-titled
"Muktijuddhas”) meaning inde-

ndence war), Considering the

act, it was their debut album
‘Muktijuddhas’ is a brilliant set
of even better compositions. the
a]bulm cnnta;rés pretty deli-
cately arran compositions
such}ras Sheﬁms Akasﬁ?e chhils
chaad” and "Reshmi sochhanai”
"Oshomoye mehman” is a weird
and funny number in which the
main theme is the untimely ar-
rival of an (unwelcome) est.
But the best thing about the al-
bum is that it is dedicated to the
mcmm;y of the martyrs of "71 |
really felt this was a nice ges-
ture on their 1gxan

It took the band five long
years to bring out their second
album -titled." Tajmahal" In
the meantime, ex-LRB drummer
Joy, joined the band only to be
replaced shortly after by
Rezwan. And this line up still
exists today.

Anyway Ark took their own
sweet time -five years to be pre-
cise. to record this album. It is

eered mixed and recorded
at garden Studios by Em-
ran Ahmed and Chara. There
are twelve tracks in the tape-of
which half a dozen are decid-
edly simply marvelous. The al-
bum ki{:Es off with 'pt:lﬂ:}l mon’
which is a light, catchy tune
with a ti” influence. The
second song is "Akaki" (got the
spelling t?) which was tele-
casted a few weeks back on (to
the best of my recollection)
"Shuvechha." It's a unusual
tune in ds to the backing
vocals and background music.
The name of the song which
means” alone " in B a. offers
enough hints as to what the
theme of thc song might be. The
third song in side-A is.'Sweety".
The first thing that | feel, it is

imperative to mention, is it's

very first melody that is played

~ were getting on and o

is — its people. Well, 1 have seen
Indian people. but they were
city dwellers — people who vis-
ited the é:msh shopping com-
plexes and drove cars. Yes, I cer-
tainly saw those people. But cer-
tainly they do not represent the
general population of the na-
tion. And here, in an over-
crowded carriage of a local
train, I finally could see the face
of true India.

The people around me were
clearly from poor or lower mid-
dle «class background.
(Otherwise they would not have
been traveling in a local train).
There was this bespectacled
man with a child. He looked
like a schoolteacher in some
rural school. There were those
two men who were always chat-
tering end laughing. The two
women who sat just beside me
on the floor looked extremely
tired. One of them was speaking
to the other in a harsh, com-
manding tone. Some old men-
were also sitting on the floor
near me. Some of the men were
smoking cheap cigarettes.

I heard children crying.
Their clothes and manners
clearly revealed their rustic
identity. I tried to listen to the
conversations all around me,
but could not comprehend
much. It was partly due to my
almost hundred percent igno-
rance in Hindi.

I realized that unless we were
forced to board this train, I
would have missed this wonder-
ful opportunity of having a
glimpse of rural India. The
train was stopping at almost
every station on the way. People
without
anyone showing any sign of
having a ticket. Once, a man

even got on the carriage with
his bicycle creating, I must say,
much trouble for his fellow pas-
sengers, including myself.

What fools we are, [ thought.
We visit a country, spend a load
of money, see some historical
monuments or some natural
scenarios, and think that we
have "seen" that country. when
actually we see nothing. It is the

ple we need to see, and it is
the people we always overlook.

Watching the passengers in
the train, I realized how alike
the people of India and
Bangladesh are. Delhi or Cal-
cutta is not India, as Dhaka is
not Bangladesh. The heart of
both the countries lie in the vil-
lage. The people around me in
that carriage looked just like
village dwellers in Bangladesh.
except thit they were speaking
in Hindi. A4 sndareloacd hat
despite the political or language
barriers, we of the subcontinent
were all same — minus the
glamour of Dhaka or Delhi, we
were all poor.

before the vocals enter. It is un-
doubtedly a marvelous compo-
sition - containing a series
heart-rendering cries Vocalist
Hasan is a very young and a tal-
ented musician with a God-
gifted voice-the best I've heard

HE auditorium was im

mersed in pin-drop sile-

nce. Then, as my name
was called out, the whole
auditorium burst out in
applause. With a flushed face |
wheeled upto the stage amid the
iumultuous applause to receive
the trophy. 1 was so happy that I
hardly cared to try to stop the
tears from welling uF in m
eyes. My lingers felt num
under the weight of the trophy
and 1 could hardly hear
anythinﬁ. As | proudly held up
my trophy. my mind swept back
in time to a film I had seen a
year ago — a film that had a pro-
found and rejuvenating influ-
ence on my life.

My whole class had left on a
sporis tour that dav — leaving
me behind since | could not
participate in any of the activi-
ties from my wheelchair. I re-
member watching the bus until
it disappeared — with tears of
disappointment in my eyes. I
sat brooding and despondent.
When the librarian came in to
the classroom. She invited me
to join a {'uninr class to watch a
film. Little did 1 know that day
that the film I watched through
the bitter tears of resentment
would have such a strong effect
on my life.

As the lights dimmed. a little
boy on crutches appeared on the
screen. He had been a cripple
since birth and led a life much
like my own. Gradually [ be-
came engrossed in the film —
watching him struggle to be ac-
cepted in society with his
handicap. At school, he was
mocked and jeered at by his
classmates. Other students re-
garded him as a pitiablie. help-
less creature. He was left out of
most class activities — and gen-
erally regarded as worthless.

During recess, the boy would
sit silently in class. often cry-
ing. Then one day. he found a
paint brush lying on a desk.
With a few deft strokes, he had a
marvellous landscape on the
cover of his diary. Finding it a
pleasurable passtime, he began
io spend more time painting.
For the first time, he was doing
something without fearing the
mockery of his peers. He de-
voted a lot of time and effort to
painting and soon acquired
great skill and expertise.

"~ Yet no one came to know of
his talent because he was too
scared of the possible criticisms
to show anyone his work. He
lacked the confidence to face
the inevitable barrage of mock-

ery. Hig classipate contint :
EITE P o
s e Mim oMy the ea:

t..‘
He

undemanding courses,
wanted everyone to know that.
in his own way, he was also ca-
pable of hard work and devo-
tion: that he could also succeed

in many years and he has defi-
nitely done a great job as the
main ?nﬁ:l of the band. In
‘sweety’, sings.
shoto mile O poth
bedona shoyna”
with me .

Rejuvenation

by Naina Shehzeen Ahmadl
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if given the scope. But lirst he
would have to overcome his
fear. I watched enthralled as he
struggled with himself, unsure
of his own abilities.

Once they did get to know of
his work, however, few found
any grounds for criticism. His
art work won unstart popular-
ity. His teachers saw the poten-
tial for success in him and be-
gan to help and guide him.
Gradually he began to win peo-
ples respect and admiration
— not pity anymore — through
the strokes of his brush. He had
proved that his disability did
not make him useless — that he
had qualities to be admired de-
spite a handicap.

As the film neared its end.
my mind snapped to back to re-

ality. I admired wholeheartedly
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"I may not be able to do some

of the things that you can: but
that does not mean [ can't do
any of the things that you do."

The fourth song featured in
this album is "guru™- It is a song
that takes Bengali songs to a
new dimension. I cannot think
of any other band who have
ever so successfully fused baul’
songs and western music to-
gether. The song starts off with
a heavy guitar rift - which is
followed a swift storm of a
single note cadenga and finally
a sudden half before the gentle
acoustic passaﬁ:s push through.
It is (presumably) a song about
the gurus who spread spiritual
healing to the people. The lyrics

are very thought provoking and
the whole tune very well ar-
ranged.

e B-side holds some pretty

groovy songs, t0o." Ato sukh”is
one of them. It is basically a
guitar-based song which kicks
off with a grungy descending
chromatic scale as the intro.
The last song of the album is the
title track "Tajmahal. "This is
a song which simply defies de-
scription. The tune could well
be played on the chords CF and
G. But it would be foolish to
judge this extra or diary son
merely by the above mention
fact. Despite the lack of a wide
array of various sharp. 6th, 7th,
9th diminished and other
chords, the song is simply a
master piece.

It would have been entirely
as acoustic tone if not for the
melody. The lead work is excel-
lent and so is the s. Af-
ter the keyboard melody. The

attern of the song suddenly
reaks the stereotype ABCA
song structure. The next
is accﬂanied by a high-scale
keybo line which really ac-
centuates the song, and Tajma-
hal is a great song in terms of
it's lyrics too.
are always | feel am-
biguous. But the implication
that I got was that the lyrics
roughly means." If | were the
t emperor Shahajhan — 1
would've built a shrine like
Tajmahal to commemorate
your love. But so many poor
women have ended up with
their loved ones away from
them, and their lives shattered,
it's an irony. And it would be
better to be like Pamir and offer
shelter to thousands of people
or bind the people of this planet
together in bonds of brother-
hood like the great milky way."
Maybe my translation is not
that good, but actual bengali
words are so beautiful that I
couldn't help being immensely

fascinated.
There are some very obvious
in the lyrics and tunes
of Ark. With time, have come
much ence and wisdom.

The lyrics seems to be more

n
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My mind racing, | slowly
wheeled back to my classroom.
He was right. 1 could not play
dames or run around during re-
cess like the others — but | had
my own aptitudes. Suddenly I
felt that I could do it too — |
could also do something
worthwhile instead of brooding
over my handicap. With a new
inspiration, took up my pern.

Writing had never posed as
any difficulty for me. While my
classmates pondered and
racked their brains over an es-
say, my pen would always flow
freely. Stories, essays, poems el
al came to me easily. Unable to
play. I spent a lot of time read-
ing, and this gave me a rich vo-
cabulary. Yet I had never de-
voted much time to writing. |
guess | had been too distracted
by gunkiug_ﬂf what 1 could not
do. Once [ began’ writing. how-
ever 15001 bégan 1o Worry less
aboul missing sports, 1 had
something ‘useful to dd now in
my leisure hours.

[ was much happier and
cheerful. But | still lacked con-

fidence. | was still afraid of oth-
ers' reactions to my work. I
could not bring m%'s:lf to show
my stories to my friends. I did
not want to be laughed at any-
more. Yet [ could not bear to

regarded as worthless either. It
was then that [ remembered the
boy in the film: remembered

how he had struggled and how
he had been rewarded for his
pains. One day, gathering my
courage | sent one of my stories
to the quarterly school maga-
zine.

When the magazine came
out, I saw groups of student
huddled together in corners
reading something with keen
interest. 1 had never really ex-
pected to see my story printed:
so it came as a shock to find
that it was my story everyone
was avidly reading.

The story became very popu-
lar all over the school. My
friends congratulated me,
telling me how interesting and
well written my story was. Even
my teachers exlpresaed their
agpreciatmn of my literary
abilities. Instead of pity or
scorn, I now saw respect and
admiration in everyone's eyes.
My classmates now included me
in their projects — asking me to
write out the text of the presen-
tation. [ was assigned the role of
script writer in our annual play
— an activity I had never been
able to participate in because of
my disability,

Yet when one of my stories
was selected to be sent to an in-
ternational competition. many
sinirked behind my back. [ felt
very discouraged. Only when I
remembered the boy in the film
did 1 regain some of my confi-
dence. Under such circum-
stances, when I did win the first
prize [rom among thousands of
entries, many people were more
than mildly surprise. I felt | had
jumped the last hurdle to my
acceptance. Now, finally, my
talent was fully appreciated by
everyone, Everyone had to ad-
mit that I had achieved a lot de-
spite my handicap. | had
achieved what I had set out to do
— | had been accepted with my
handicap as a useful and suc-
cessful person.

Even as [ sit here upo
stage today — holding rr?' tro-
phy — in the limelight of peo-
ple's attention — [ am aware of
the great effect of that film on
my life. The film was inspira-
tional: it gave me something to
work for in life. It showed me
how to divert my attention
from what I couldn't do to what
I could. Here [ was revelling in
the glory of my achievements —

n the

“*my rejuvenation — something

made possible by that film —
the film which gave me a new
life.
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