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i Gelebrating Eid around the World

Far from home, | find myself clinging dearly to traditions, especially on special occasions like Eid. Over the
| years, |'ve found myself in strange lands during Eid, from global cities to obscure towns, and in every instance,
Suramnizd  |'ve tried to celebrate the occasion, in whatever small way | could.

A morning dedicated to exploring the cobbled streets of Lisbon, going up and
down its many funiculars had left me thirsty on a hot summer’s day. I stum-
bled into a little shop, tucked into a non-descript laneway. Taking my hat off,
| stepped into the cool confines of the shop and caught a glimpse of myself in
the glass door. Hair askew, my face sunburnt, my pack flush against my sweaty
back with the clunky SLR resting against my frayed shorts. Not a pretty sight.
As I approached the till with my drink of choice, I thought I'd overheard a
woman's voice speaking Bangla. My ears perked up and I looked towards the
cashier and realised there were two ladies at the register, both resplendent in
kameezes, traditional outfits [ hadn’t seen in months. [ walked over, and with
a sheepish smile, said, “As-Salaam-Alaikum Apa.” Stunned, they looked me
up and down before tentatively asking me if [ was indeed Bangladeshi. My
affirmation seemed to perplex them further as they quizzed me on what I was
possibly doing in Portugal alone. After copious assurances that [ was indeed
safe and travelling on my own of my own accord, they reluctantly rang up my
purchases. I complimented them on their outfits to which they beamed and
said, “Apu, Eid er notun jama. Amra shokale namaj porei kaj e chole aschi.” 1 was
stunned. I had thought Eid was the next day. As much as [ love travelling, [ do

Bodrum, Turkey

[ was roused from the depths of
slumber by the loud, rasping call to
morning prayer. Its familiarity, the
tune, the words were comforting and
[ drifted back, only to wake up with
a jerk. Now fully conscious, I remem-
bered I hadn’t heard the strains of the
Azaan, the Muslim call to prayer, in
years. More alarmingly, I recalled exact-
ly where I was. Leaping from the flimsy
mattress that served as my bed on the
balcony of the local hostel, I leaned over
the edge to look upon Bodrum’s main drag.

A small Turkish port on the Aegan Sea,
we’'d reached Bodrum the night before by ferry
from Greece. We walked past clubs to reach our
hostel, which was also home to its own nightclub. e
One which was blaring thumping house music, the vibra-

\

tions ‘ﬂﬂd drunken songs of revellers keeping us up for most of miss my Eid celebrations. Crestfallen, I walked away with a somewhat subdued
the night. “Eid Mubarak.”
So it was with great surprise that I woke up to the sound of the Azaan, from a [ suddenly had a craving for something familiar. If not the comforts of
mosque that was directly u‘ppﬂsite me. A mosque that I had failed to notice amidst friends and family, then something similar to the heady mix of spices we in-
laser lights dancing across its facade. dulge ourselves in on Eid. That afternoon, as I walked back down from
As the day wore on, I caught glimpses of tanned beauties heading to and from the lofty heights of Castelo de Sdo Jorge, a historic castle
the beach, resplendent in not much more than their flimsy bikinis and gauzy atop a hill in old Lisbon, T spied a Goan restaurant.
sarongs. They walked past devout worshippers in skull caps hastily walking into the Something compelled me to enter the virtu-
mosdque, neither party forgetting their manners, nodding their heads at each other ally empty dining hall. It was 4pm and the
in greeting. waiters were making the most of the lull
The street below erupted in a flurry of activity with the setting sun. Small tables in service by chatting at the entrance,
sprung up on the street, each soon groaning with the weight of fruit platters, dates smoking. I ordered a Chicken Xacuti, a R e
and elaborate Turkish mezes. Locals gathered around the tables to break their fast. Portuguese influenced Goan dish that A% & = o+
The nightclub too was engaged in a roaring trade as tourists flocked to the outdoor had a rich mix of Kashmiri chillies, el TR Wl A
bar for a sundowner—a festive mood and a beautiful melange of cultures and rituals. poppy seeds and coconut. Large
In a couple of hours, the din below was overlaid by loud bangs, and suddenly chunks of potatoes and chicken on s
groups of youths rushed the street banging drums. The much-awaited Eid moon, the bone, pierced through the thick &= i
the sliver of silver crescent that would Sigﬂ]fy the end of Rﬂmﬂdﬂn, had been Slght“ gravy. It would be the closest thing to I - ¥
ed. Tomorrow was Eid—or Bayram—as the locals refer to the holiday. As fireworks an Fid feast for me. s L
went off sporadically, the jubilation on the streets was palpable. I couldn’t help but Al
make my way down to the celebrations underway. Continued to page 15
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