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There are times when one doesn’t want to look at news headline anymore; there are times
when one doesn’t desire keeping up with what’s happening all around. 
These are the times when one looks away from the politics of ‘dhawa-palta dhawa’ (chase and
counter-chase), of vengeance, of extremities, of violence and intolerance.

      

These are times when one indulges in a “willing suspension of disbelief” and rises above the
theater of reality, which is marred by grim crises like Grameen, World Bank, the West, Liquidity,
Investment, Infrastructure, Labor issues, et al.

  

My mother hated watching dramas on television when she was alive. She had a quick defence:
“I am tired of looking at poverty. Why on earth shall we watch television if we end up looking at
what we experience in real life?” Good point.

  

Why should we be watching ourselves on screen and that, too, at challenging times? No
wonder Gabriel Garcia Marquez used magic realism to steer Latin Americans away from bad
dreams, and literature eventually became the saviour of the nation.

  

Who or what is going to save us now? 
At a point when the scenario has become murky, the long holiday beginning from 15 and lasting
till 21 August has become a welcome break for many. Amongst the third world economies, it is
possibly only in South Asia that an entire nation goes on a holiday for six days.

  

In Nepal, every house turns into a temple, every other day a festival, every breath a meditation
or a revolt. Similarly, with multiple holidays coming up, one after the other, we are beginning to
look like Nepal. 
What really concerns me is the outcome of the holidays. For example, 15 August, when the
nation is bound to mourn, a few hyperactive, ambitious, petty politicians suddenly go on an
annual competition of painting the walls, hanging messages like: Kado Bangali Kado (Cry,
Bangali, Cry).
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Excuse me! Do they have any idea that our grief has nothing to do with the posters or their
messages? Do these people have any idea that these messages simply draw flack and prompt
no grief?

  

I overheard a conversation of the drivers the other day, which was taking place in an iftar
setting. One vehicle puller was clearly a BNP follower and the other an AL one. The AL follower
was unhappy about 15 August falling in the month of Ramadan: “Eybar ar kangali bhoj hoylo
na”; meaning there wasn’t going to be feasting this time around. The BNP follower was worse
and did not miss making his point: “Haha. This time, we’ll still be cutting our cake at night.”

  

I could not check my tears. Our national leaders had been reduced to a brawl between the
drivers. How do we blame them for their angles when they have watched us stooping to
immeasurable depths of distaste just to satiate our own greed and naked ambition?

  

If we hadn’t put up posters on our own walls portraying sentiments that need no endorsement
and stems anyway from within, then our neighbourhoods wouldn’t have looked so black and
grim. How can a colour evoke grief?

  

And if the stress was on colours, the colour that the Father of our Nation probably would have
wanted would be green as his dream of a Sonar Bangla certainly could not have consisted of
any dash of black. As for the leader of the opposition, one would seriously wonder at the cheap
taste of a cheap “chamcha” who possibly came up with this idea of the birthday being cooked
on a day of national mourning.

  

One would also wonder about why this date would ever be used as a tool of vengeance and
why a leader of a national height, who had been a prime minister and also a president’s wife,
fall prey to such blatantly outrageous advice? All said and done, 15 August will be a day etched
in tears for many of us who are not “fortunate” enough to be politically affiliated with any political
front.

  

Then comes 16 August, Laylatul Qadr, the night of power. The country again goes into another
holiday. And then comes Friday, the third holiday in a queue where we lose out on all
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communications with the rest of the world. And Saturday and Sunday just happen to be
weekend, which takes care of five full days of rest for all of us.

  

And then come the Eid holidays stretching up to the 21st, whereas in reality our factory workers
and many others will not be finishing their holidays before the 23 August, which is how the
whole nation slides into another weekend, virtually disconnected from the rest of the world for
almost 11 days.

  

So, what are we doing to keep the tradition alive during the Eid holidays?  “Eid? Shemai? Eidi?
Clothes? Relatives? And then napping in the afternoon? It’s tyrannical to impose Eid on us!”
That’s the standard response one could expect from a teenager.

  

For those who have crossed the teens would probably hang out with their own friends, on their
own terms. What more may we expect of a situation when we are routinely burdened with
tragedies and hatred?

  

Unfortunately, the tradition of celebration is lost in translation today. Back in the days, a dish of
shemai meant homemade excellence; a cash gift meant a happy rush towards touching the feet
of the elders in respect, and innocent greed; new clothes meant relishing them for at least a
week before we wore any of them; relatives meant renewing ties. Ironically traditions have
turned into a meaningless exercise of repetitious rituals.

  

Occasions of grief have turned out to be a political tool for many political shortcutters; traditions
have turned into an apparent tyranny. And holidays are far from healing for most of us.

The writer is managing director of Mohammadi Group
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