leave everything and work in the cinema since you're
such a good actor. Your tather had two wives, and,
vou are, after all, his son, Towas like the curse of Gad
had come down. If vou only saw the woman's
wrathful appearance....”

Atter stopping a bic and jerking his arms and legs
like a robot, Altaf continued, *1 know what you'll
say. You too have a wife ar home. You'll say, Altaf,
this wasn't right. Perhaps, but some of it was
necessary. Day after day, that ape was getting oo
prctcnrinus. You're neck ch‘p in bribery, ver when
the tlk turns to corruption vou bare vour teeth and
curse everyone and their families. Whyz Why so high
and mighty? You're wallowing in fraud and deceir,
sleeping in a bed of money, none of us have cver
stood in vour wav. Why this arrogance with us? So
fine, the world works like this, go ahead, live that way,
but why do you come to lord it over us? I'm a bloody
merchane, | trade in love using my money, [ ply 2
pleasure yacht, and he comes to teach me the heights
of love? How much do vou know of women? How
many women have you seen? How many have you
mixed with? As for your experience, there's only this
married life of yours, and that, from top to bottom,
is a house of cards. So [ stuck a finger in his eye and
showed him that much, thae it's all 2 house of cards.
It that's not true, chink of this, the woman didn't
even question once it what T said was true, she juse
heard something suspicious trom one man and then
jumped up and started flailing in cvery direction,
Yes, what soul mates they are! Goddamn baseard!”

With weariness in his voice, Shobuj says, “Aliaf,
I'm nor quite getting whae vou're saying, What
exactly is it abour him that offends vou? So he takes
bribes and denies it. That makes him ahypocrite, But
that's typical. As tor bringing up his wife in any
conversation, that too i nota terrible sin, You mighe
say he's a bitvualgar. Which of the nvo are you hostile
0"

Alaf replies, “Married lite, the relations of man
and wife, he's roo arrogant about these things.
Mavbe vou've notced that because of this he is
distracted all the ome.”

“I don't know...."” Shobuj says in a pained tone.
“Unlike you I haven't thoughr abour this very much.
[ haven'vwanted to, cither.”

“All righe, let it go.” Aleaf savs, “We seem to he
dozing off. There's no sense in getting ted up in
these useless matters, Let's po somewhere and do
something tun. All my lite, every day, [ want to stay in
an excited stare. Whao wants to live without thrill and
adventure!”

“You need therapy,”

“That's precisely why [ want to be around
women!”

“You alwavs come back to the same old thing,”

“T'here's only this one circuit. Lite equals excire-
ment, it means reselessness.”

“That's a formulal A formula from pulp fiction,”

“You still don't know me, buddy, Do you know
what I doz You have noidea. Your head would spin! |
deliberately monkey with women, and after satisfy-
ing mysclf [ leave them with 1 dung beetle in their
heads. Underseand-o2"

*So give mean example.”

“Just vesterday, [Hucked our with a tasey dish in my
hands. She spent the whole nighe with me! Greae girl,
Smart, even though she was a bivof asnob. So what.
I did everything with her. Blah blah blah, Da you
know what I did all through the night? 1 rattled off
the assers of this other eirl she knows, Praised her
body, mind, and soul. Assets, only assers. Know what
I'm saying? All nighe | wased eloguent about tus
other girl. [t was all a pack of lics. There can be no
such girl, I've never seen a woman with that shapely a
body. But she burned with eovy, thar's whae hap-
pened. Up in flames! That's exactly whae T want, |
woasted myself in front of afire like char What did
vouunderstand, buddy?”

Fovery Dy, One Handherehie!

Without replying, Shobuj sits with his shoulders
in asulk. With the midday sun beating upon the still
pasture, the breeze whirls around. The nest of the
babui swings at the top of the palmyra palm. A flock
of green pigeons dares out in a rush, scattering the
vreen boughs of the bamboo, and they fly off inone
direction. Mingled with the smell of crop fields in
the air, a sense of desolation rises from the carth,
stretching to the horizon. The cowherd's fure
sounds out 4 mournful tune, Beyond narure's
restlessness, everyvthing else pales into insigniti-
cance.

Suddenly Aleat yvells oue, “T-1-T- -1

Shaobujis startled our ot his reverie,

Altaf jumps to his feet and shakes his body.
“Enough. Everything feels like mud. Let's scram.”

“How come you bolted upright like an explo-
sion?™

T exist, don't vou understand?” He cracks up in
wild laughter.

Shobuj also rises. Walking alongside, he asks, “Any
news about the job prospect for me?"”

“Iell happen, il happen.”

“Has anything moved yer?”

“Why're vou getting so worked up? When ['ve
given my word, it will happen. F'sure, P sure.”

“Believe me,” Shobuj says, his voice breaking, =1
can't go on like this. Now Dhaka, now Ichapura, |
can't stand it any more, What I'm carning there is
pitiful in today's market. [ can'tmake ends meet.”

“I'm telling you! Why are you getting so worried?
No matter how, I'm going to make sure you return to
Dhaka. T'll ger you a place in some government
college. Now stop your whining,”

“T know that if you want you can pull it off. Your
network s huge, you have a zillion contaces. ['ve
given my word to Rekha, no matter how 'm going to
getajobin Dhaka. We'll be together all the time.”

“Fearest not, son, there will be an arrangement.”

Shobuj clutches Alraf's hands, looking helpless
and troubled. “Then you're promising, righe?”

“Why “re vou breaking down like this? You're a
totlidiot. I've told you before, I'm telling vou now. It
will happen.”

Shobuj looks as though roday the feeble response
he's become used to is no longer reassuring, In his
own eyes, he appears pathetic. Stabbed by doub,
Shobuj becomes absent-minded. As they walk, he
stumbles repeatedly.

Starting up the car, Altaf zooms towards the it

“You're of no use, Shobuj, none at all.” Looking
straight ahead, Alaf begins to say, “It wouldn't be
bad if we dropped in on Rokhsana. You haven't yet
figured out anything about women. You are another
Jabbar. If vou'd introduced her to me, vou'd have
seen how your sunken-checked beauty would dash
into the love boat belonging to Altaf the hustler. You
couldn'teven imagine. Some swine say that it's an art
to pull, Art, my foor, [t's a mere trick. If vou know
the trick, you can pull oft the scam. One thing leads
o the other, You just have to know what button to
push. [t you push right, then dingl And who doesn't
like ding dong!™

“Youdon't know what a good girl Rokhsana is.”

“Seatle i, stifle i, OF all the words that begin with
v, such as goat, gobbet, gobbledypook, or golliwog,
the cheapest and trashiest 1s 'vood.” You shaks are
miive to the core. You must believe that @ woman
emerges from the womb wearing u sari. ey shals,
we - meaning we the male species - we are the ones
who've wrapped them in saris for our own ends.
Understand, hoy?"”

“Adeaf, vou babble endless nonsense.”

“When all is said and done, you are atrer all the
Teach-er”

“No - matter how much vou deny i vou're
completely changing, You weren't like this hefore.
For three vears I've been watching how you're

.
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becoming bull-headed and nne-dimensional. God
only knows where vou'll land in the ¢nd. How much
morer Now ca

myour,..."”

“Calm myself2 That's nocwricten in my destiny.”

“Don't you feel worn our? You've made piles of
maoney. Whatare you racing atrer?”

“Amirage, understand, dear he w,amirage.”

Suddenly he screeches to a stop. He parks the car
on the side of the road.

“Now whae?"

Lighting a cigareree, Aleaf wakes a deep drag, “In

good tme, you'll see” He's bubbling over in
exCirement,

A rickshiw is coming up trom behind carrying a
voung woman of about twenty, twenty-two, Altaf
swivels his neck o wike a look, 2 smile on his lips, a
blaze in his eyes. By accident he drops some ash
from his cigareete on Shobuj. He says, “lna word, a
knockour, What do you think?™

The girl 15 truly gorgeous, But she isa't paving
attention ro anyvehing, and certainly nor Alraf, She
seems drowned in melancholy. Burdened. Shobuj
thinks her mind is somewhere else, like the hospital
or the prison,

Altat opens the door and pers out, He beckons o
the woman, and invites her to leave the rickshaw and
accept a ricde with him, Shobuj noteces the woman
has turned blue in fear. Leaning over she says
something, and the rickshaw scoors off.

Altat returns o the car,

“What's happening, Alaf? Have you gone
crazy?”

“Now 1f someone mukes me crazy, is thar my
faulez”

“It's notwhat you think.”

“All girls are the same, understand kid, thev're all
the same.”

“You've gone utterly mad!”

Whistling Under the bam, under the boo, under
the bamboo tree, Alrat chases the rickshaw, his face
flushed with anger and intransigence, “This girl's the
plaving type. She won't give in so easily, understand,
kid? She'll play around forabir, that's all!™

Shobuj pleads, “This is not right. Alaf, stop
chasing the rickshaw. You're going too far.”

Overtaking the rickshaw, Shobuj stops the car
again. Onee more, he beckons o the girl. When the
rickshaw is about to rush past him, he orders, “Hey,
rickshaw, stop. Stop right now!”

[t doesn't work, The woman's face has now
become even darker. She sits in the rickshaw like a
block of wood, her eyes shur. Furrowing his
eyehrows, Alet lights a cigarerte, While trving o
suppress something inside, his face is turning hard
from the shame of defear,

“Drop me off here, Alaar I'm fecling awtul. It
mikes no sense to chase a girl in the nuddle of the
day withourany sense of shame. You can see the viel
isn't responding to vou at all, bue sall vou're hound-
ing her. You're being repulsive.”

“Pertessor, 'm definirely going to cet her o my
our”

“I'm telling you, vou just can't.”

“T'here's no chaice. have to”

“There's no sense creating a fuss, stickine to the
airl like glue, Your assumption about her is baseless.
Now stop chasing her. You've shown enough
bravado for the day,”

“Girlie, yvou may think you're a player, but ['m no
less. Lam the king of plavers. I'm getting vou into this
car. U'nder the bam, under the boo, under the
bamboo ree”

Now in front ot her, now ather back, Alat keeps
the mame going, bur he makes no progress. Shobu;
rcalizes that Al is losing control. He's gettng
desperace. Fleis driving with his reeth clenched. At

shaw overtake him, Flis
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face has changed inwo a frighrening coldness, his
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