A pathetic and very sad
tale ofasacked Journalise
has  been reported by
‘Lahori’ in DAWN, (Sept 8)
where he quotes a letter
from a Lahore daily: “Sir,

OW can a man survive
when he has ngo home, no
shop, no food, no dress, no
icence, no black car — and
it would be vain to talk of
green card — pg immoy-
able Property no movable
Property, mo job, no pen-
sion when  Pakistan
.Came into being Qazi As.
lam was available to the
newspaper ‘world in the
shape of an all-rounder —
Qazi Aslam”,

Jail

These lines brought back
Some sad memories for me
and inspired 10 cite similar ex-
amples of the apathy and call.
ausness meted out towards ar-
tists in Sindh, But before I do
that I have an anecdote

relating to Qazi Aslam.

azi Aslam, ‘a Journalist )
cartoonist friend of ‘Lahori’ is
remembered hy ‘me as an ar-
tist of talent and | quote here
from’an article of mine which

appeared in Viewpoint® 29
* March, 84, “If one may recall

the Kalabagh rule, in the

early years of Ayub’s Martia]

Law an %hibition of pains.
ings bx'&azi Aslam was seen
spread along the Pavement of
the Mal], Starting from Tol.
linton Marker and leading to.
wards the Museum, It re-
mained opened for days and
nights and the artist stayed ag
the site. There wasg no cover-
age or publicity in the control-
led press. :

The artist was sent to jail
for his serjes of works titled as
‘Uncle. Sam’s feast’ on the
charge of displaying unay.
thorised. paintings on roads
and pavements. These were
the Kenned}'ﬂuhnson days
‘and Qazi Aslam had shown
Bashir's came] bringing &
‘Circarama® op its back to
Pakistan, and an elephant,

1

loaded witth American milir-
ary hardware, for the retreat-
ing Indian army from NEFA.
The idea wasto expose Ameri-
can hypocrisy in this region,
Undersmndably. the rulers of
the day were annoyed with
the artist.

Then, one witnessed the

. Nagori

son ran from pillar to post for
recovering money for the sale
of paintings to a cultural in-
stitution of repute. For a year
or 5o he paid frequent visits
from his village in Thartta to
Hyderabad and Jamshoro.
The reason for non-payment
was lack of human feelings.

Welive ina society where
artists are treated like dirt

first ever mobile Painting ex-
hibition in Lahore, Paintings
were displayed on 3 donkey-
cart. Art reached Akbari
Mandi, Mochj Gate, Bharti,
Lohari, Gowalmandi ~ and
many slum areas of Lahore,
The artist/donkey-cart driver
was arrested and sent to Jjail.
Mr Justice Manzoor Qadir had
to deal with an unusual peri-
tion. A petition  against
cruelty to an anima) was filed
on behalf of the hungry
donkey for his master was in
jail and there Was no one to
look after him. Needless 1o
say, the ass won the case,
Cruelty to anima] was looked
into, but the arris was not en-
titled to such relief...” This is
an example of man’s non-
conformist nature, Can a soci-
€ty, such as our s tolerate th-
€se men? That he is sti]] alive
is shocking enough for me.

Certificate

Artist  Gul Muhammad
Khatri was a devoted Sindhi
painter who hajled from
Thatta and Spent most of his
life in"the T.B. Sa itorium in

arachi, wherehe died aftera
prolonged illness, 'in wanr of
Proper attention. His post.
humoug exhibition ‘was . ar.
ranged by a few Youngsters in
Hyderabad, for his family was
in dire need of relief, The ar.
tist had left his paintings as
his inheritance, His teenaged

The boy was asked 1o produce
a succession certificate. The
family discovered that acquir
ing a succession certificate is
muc more costly ' than
amount expected from paint-
ings. I wrote a letter to the
editor on this case of apathy.
No one on Olympus was
moved, instead, a lady, prob-
ably a lecturer.in some col.

moving plight was of Mai

lege in Islamabad wrote to me
a moving letter and enclosed
a hundred rupees cheque to
open an accouny in the name
of Khatri's son and advised
me to appeal for charity. I rb.
turned her the cheque for [
could not trace the late ar.
tist’s family.

Allan

Then,
horror

one .witnessed the
of painter Ahmed

Parvez’s death, Sain Marna,
the greatest exponent of the
Eik Tara died on the road-
side. No one
body. The

recognised his
most tragic and

Bhagi in Sindh, The artistic
merit of her creation is uni-
que. She was an arrist par ex-.
cellence we all know how she
passed her life and how she
died with her unfulfilled wish
of performing Haj. (Next day
one witnessed on PTV a fortu.
nate contingent being
garlanded for their departure

I
L]

for Mecca),

We spent million of rupees
for years to scale down a stub.
born fellow named Goeff
Hunt — coaches and financial
managers were appointed —
PIA and our Banks are trying
hard to Eroom our *national
assets’ in squash and cricker,
We can boast now of having
the youngest multi.
millionaire " sportsman
gronmed by our proud ‘na.
tional® ins!itutions. enjoying
tax-free wealth. (My request
and scheme submitted for
promotion. of Fine Arts in
Sindh was politely  turned
down. Though it did not vis-
ualise  any encroachment

upon any existing nursery
scheme or the Cols scheme of
our ‘Nariunal'organisation).
Folk singer Allan Fageep s
trying dcsperate]y to get a
house of his own to be left be-
hind for hjs family. A srar
performer who dances and
sings ‘Jeevay Pakistan’® on
VIP occasions, has no place to
live. He says, ‘I am taller than

Alam Channa’. While t 'Eg'ial- 1
ter gets a house and all neces-
sities of life Pprovided to him

by . the government, .- Allan
Fakir remains justa ‘Fakir',
His song ‘Humma Humma®
was written, composed and
sung by him as claimed by
him. He got a few chips andall
credit and millions went into
coffers of PTV. Allan is not
just a folk singer, as he works
under me in my department, [
have come to know that his
linguistic knowledge is far
superior to highly qualified
experts that I know of who
head  such departments,
While this gem of Sindh is not
getting his due share in life,

other fakes are thriving on ex-
ploitation. But alas no indi-

.vidual or single organisation

can be blamed exclusively for
such a callous attitude to-
wards our artists because soci.
ety as a whole is responsible
for it

In a waiting room for vis-
itors to the VCs office in
Jamshoro University a near

(v

blind man of 65 or 70, who
dragged his feet in walking,
dressed in rags, sleeves with
holes showing at the elbows,
his hand placed on a shoulder
of small boy, was led into the
jroom. He approached the sec-

‘retary to the VC who pressed
a button and shouted at the
Peon te turn the blind beggar
out.

One of the visitors in the
office got up immediately and
introduced the man. The
blind beggar was none other
than the founding teacher of
the same university, who had
come to see a new VC, his

ormer junior colleague, to
help him on his 10th annual
visit for his undecided pen.
sion case, The finest teacher
of his subject, a scholar with
more than hundred publica-
tions to his credit, a teacher
who had never charged any
fees for examination duties,
never filled any remunera-
tion bill for correcting answer
books, and throughour re-
mained devoted to his profes.
sion and to genuine research,
was summarily discharged
along with hundreds of cor-
rupt officials. He was not gi-
ven any of his dues, His ap-
peal in the High Court was de-
cided 'in his favour after a
period of 10 years, He came to
collect his pension, hoping for
human treatment from his
former colleague. Needless to
say his hopes were shattered,

He was told by the legal ad-
viser of the university that
they were thinking of filing an
appeal against the decision of

the court and if nothing came
out of it'at least the case’

would linger on for another 10

fessor, sold his room in the
city and left for good losing all
hopes. Hé told this writer that
‘T am already 70 yeéars old.
How long can I expect to live?

He is still alive and lives with
a daughter somewhere in the
north, For his young son who
was a doctor had recently died
in a road accident. Perhaps
for his honest life spent in mi-
sery he will enter paradise
and achieve his ‘Nirvana®,

years. The disheartened prof N
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