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news couldn’t.”

There are some meals I remember for
other reasons: for their simplicity, for
how good they tasted and for the experi-
ence shared with my friends and family
during those meals.

“What goes on the table has never
mattered as much to our lives as what
goes on around the table—the scene of
families, friends, lovers coming together,
or breaking apart; conversation across
the simplest or grandest board. This,
ultimately, is who we are.” I can attest
to that statement. I will not forget that
one particular meal I had in Barishal. As
we sat across a cramped table in a small
bhaat er hotel and ordered plate over plate
of fluffy, rounded, steaming hot mounds

of rice, shorisha ilish floating in yellow
mustard oil, dishes of bitter gourd fry,
and runny dal, the table first turned
completely silent before exploding in
raucous joy. “How good is this ilish? It is
so oily and fragrant. I could die for this
ilish. In fact, if that had been my last
meal, I would die a happy person. And
we all know how elusive happiness is,
especially in this time and age.”

There was laughter and some more
conversation. One person talked about
their college years coming to an end and
how much they feared for the future, an-
other talked about their ideal last meal
in elaborate detail—a roshogolla, soft and

spongy, sweet but not overpoweringly so.

This prompted the schoolteacher sitting
next to our table to suggest us to try
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Shoshi er mishti inside another alleyway
in the city. We were quick to take on the
offer, just in case we died on our way
back to Dhaka. The river was rough, after
all, the launches cramped and over-
crowded. And launch accidents, at least
until a few years ago, were a common
occurrence.

So off we went to Shoshi mishti. It was
hidden in another discreet corner of the
city, but somehow the establishment
was so old and so famous, despite its
humble setting, that pretty much every
rickshaw-puller knew the location. Still,
they insisted that if it was sweets we were
looking for, we should go to the new-
er, more modern chain stores that had
opened up in the commercial area of
the town. But upon our insistence, they
ended up taking us to Shoshi.

Good thing they did, because we
ended up eating nearly three plates of
Roshogolla and some mishti doi (sweet
yogurt) each.

As I recall these adventures, I cannot
help but take a quick detour to the haors
of Sunamganj, where I feasted on fresh
bowal fish from the haor in a tomato gra-
vy garnished with crisp coriander leaves
and tonnes of green chili, then some
duck in a spicy gravy and plenty of aloo
bhorta (boiled potatoes that are crushed
and spiced with crushed red chilli and
mustard oil).

However, this is by no means the end
to my memorable meals on journeys.
How can I forget eating freshly cooked
duck meat in a blend of Bangladeshi
spices, reduced to a thick, gravy consis-
tency at the bus stop at Chapainawab-
ganj, or the Kalai er ruti (a flatbread
made with crushed pulses) much like
the corn tortilla that was used to scoop
up the duck curry or the begun bhor-
ta (grilled aubergine that is pounded
lightly and mixed with pungent mustard
oil, freshly sliced onions and dried red
chilies)?

Food is like a keyhole, a famous hai-
kuesque meditation, something I live by:
“We have happy days, remember good
dinners.”
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