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Advised by a few friends of mine I went to see Bangabandhu as soon as he was released from the Agortola Conspiracy Case. We had a long talk. He asked me to start working on a policy paper for East Pakistan, and draw up a comprehensive statement of proposals. At that time my principal residence was in Karachi, but made frequent visits to Dhaka. We had an informal discussion group here consisting of Dr. Kamal Hussain, Prof. Rehman Sobhan, myself, and a few others. But the one who was always with us in every session was Mr. Tajuddin. He was involved in all major discussions and deliberations. Even when we would be with Bangabandhu thrashing out the minute details of the 6-point program Mr. Tajuddin never failed to participate. Occasionally we would be joined by Syed (Syed Nazrul Islam), Kamruzzaman, Mansur Ali, and Moshtaq. But the only permanent figure was Mr. Tajuddin.


Mr. Tajuddin was extremely skilful in analyzing a subject in every little detail, and looking at all of its ramifications. He had an excellent grasp of issues and ideas, and a rare gift of making them crystal clear to others. Which is why we would never have a real serious discussion until Mr. Tajuddin was there. It was mostly through those meetings that I came to know him personally. Until that time he was just a name I had heard of, never met him. It was through these meetings that I realized the scope of this man’s abilities, and how dedicated he was to his work. He was the model of professional efficiency. If he was holding a position on some issue that was contrary to ours, he would cite texts and references to give a convincing argument in support of his position.


During the Non-Cooperation Movement of ’71 my house became the hub of the Awami League leaders preparing pamphlets and daily directives for the citizens, particularly the ones related to economic affairs. At that time I was living in a house on Road No. 8 in Dhanmondi Residential Area, rented from Mr. Musa. Mr. Tajuddin would be there between 8 and 9 every morning. Dr. Kamal Hussain and Barrister Amirul Islam would soon follow. Meanwhile Prof. Rehman Sobhan and I would have prepared a discussion paper based on the current economic indicators of the State. Following the discussion Mr. Tajuddin would write up the proceedings, coordinate the various points, then, together, prepare a final communiqué for press release. Dispatching the communiqué to the press was the responsibility of Barrister Amirul Islam.


It was through these close contacts I was able to get a good idea of the kind of person Mr. Tajuddin was. He was a formidable workhorse. His patience was unbelievable. A tolerant man, and an approachable person. Day after day we would be talking, arguing, agreeing on something, disagreeing on others. He was a great listener. If he disagreed with someone he would not just brush him off, rather say: “Let me hear you out first, then I’ll tell you why I cannot agree with you.” It was during these times we could see the depth of his knowledge. His handwriting was a thing of beauty(like an expert calligrapher. It was a joy for me to watch the articulate manner in which he would present an argument. His system was to first write down the points on a piece of paper, then deal with them in a precise surgical manner. This surely was an extraordinary gift of his. The meeting over, decisions taken, everyone gone home, and here was Mr. Tajuddin toiling away writing everything down in clear legible scripts, in coherent chronological order for everyone to have a clear idea at a glance. I would say anyone who knew him personally wouldn’t hesitate to acknowledge these exceptional qualities of Mr. Tajuddin, no matter what other impressions he/she may have about the man. I was one of his greatest admirers.


After the independence of Bangladesh Mr. Tajuddin became the Minister of Finance and Planning, and I became the Deputy Chair of the Planning Commission. We used to meet every day, and over time became very close to each other. He used to treat me like a younger brother, with great warmth, courtesy and respect. We seemed to be always discussing something. In official matters, I think he was the most efficient, and by far the sharpest man I have ever seen. Perhaps in the political arena also he was the one with the best brain, and the one with the sharpest wit and judgment. His analytical skills were exemplary. On a purely human level, undoubtedly, he was a man of high caliber. I cannot over-emphasize the tremendous respect I had for this man. I don’t know anyone who could get straight into the heart of a problem as well as he could, and explain it to others with as much clarity. There were a lot of occasions when we had to work with other ministers in the cabinet on matters of strategy. But Mr. Tajuddin’s analysis, his masterful handling of points and counterpoints, his instincts, were by far the best.


As I said before, my first meeting with Mr. Tajuddin occurred in 1969. In 1971 I did not stay long in Mujibnagar. I was abroad most of the time along with Profs. Anisur Rahman and Rehman Sobhan, lobbying for the cause of the War. We had maintained a constant link of communication with the Bangladesh Government.


My real work with Mr. Tajuddin began after the Liberation. Our contact then was regular, on daily basis, related to work for our country. He wanted, above all, to build a nation on the foundation of our long struggle for independence, and on the spirit of sacrifices made by the Bengali people during the War. But he was not the only one with the nation-building mandate; there were others who had views and attitudes that were not always in agreement with his. So the working relationship among the leaders at the top was not too harmonious. He had a few friends, true, but a lot of enemies too. The opposition happened to be more powerful, so his efforts were not always rewarded with success.


Mr. Tajuddin would sometimes spill his frustration to me about not being able to do what he wanted for his country, about all the roadblocks thrown at him at every step. There were some individuals who would oppose anything he did, no matter what, he’d complain bitterly. His relationship with Khondokar Mushtaq was particularly acrimonious and adversarial. Mr. Tajuddin was, by nature, a very open and outspoken person, and loathe to surreptitious and dishonest behaviour. Perhaps a politician is supposed to be a bit secretive, have a bit of tongue-in-cheek manner. But that was not in his character. His approach was totally honest, straight and direct. No hiding behind empty words. No deliberate attempt at obfuscation. Perhaps that is why it was natural for him to attract so much opposition.


Maybe an example or two will help illustrate what I am trying to say. Let’s say we were in a meeting, and there was a proposal on the table that we presented as a team. Often he would be the only person there with a complete understanding of everything we wanted to say in the proposal. He would then argue for or against the proposal, then invite meaningful discussions on it. But others were too slow to keep up with him, and/or had no clue what was going on. This would irritate him a bit, so sometimes he couldn’t help blurting out: “You guys do not really understand anything, nor are you making an honest effort to understand.” This was not very diplomatic. Because of his outspoken personality he never knew how to sugarcoat a statement just to avoid rubbing somebody the wrong way, though he was always very polite and civil with everybody.


Personally, as a nonpolitical person myself, I would rather prefer the straightforward no-nonsense approach of Mr. Tajuddin, which was very effective in getting things done. He was not like the usual politician who would hide behind a mask of fake civility, otherwise known as political correctness, just to save his own skin. Diplomacy, rather than trust, was the standard currency in their circle. Mr. Tajuddin would have nothing to do with that(he was just a natural straight-talker. No ifs and buts, no beating around the bushes(plain, simple professionalism at all times.


With a heavy heart he would say sometimes: “Bangabandhu never expressed an interest in finding out how we carried out the operations during the War. Never took me at a corner, looked me in the eye to ask in an earnest manner: tell me Tajuddin, what really happened in ’71? I want to hear every little detail of it. If the tale cannot be finished in one day, take as many days as you need. But tell me all, how you went there, how you pulled off everything.” Perhaps it was a touchy subject for both of them. Perhaps there were hurt feelings all around.


Within a few months of Independence it became clear that there was a tension building up between the two leaders. Maybe someone was working on Bangabandhu to pour insinuating falsehoods in his ear against Mr. Tajuddin. But I never had the slightest doubt about the unflinching loyalty and unconditional devotion he had toward Bangabandhu. There was no crack in that whatsoever. I never thought it was possible for Mr. Tajuddin to wish anything less than the best for his dear friend. I never had any reason to suspect that he wanted any harm to come to Bangabandhu. If he did say something to somebody about Bangabandhu it had to be only in his best interests. but it got twisted to mean something entirely different and promptly reported to Bangabandhu. As I followed the course of events during that time my educated guess is that it was mostly the work of Shaikh Moni that was largely responsible for souring the relationship between the two. I do not have any real evidence to prove it, because I had no direct contact with Shaikh Moni. I cannot even be certain that Shaikh Moni ever said anything against anybody, but it was my gut feeling (and I know I could be wrong about that) that in matters of filling the ears of Bangabandhu with outrageous innuendos about innocent people, he played a greater role than Mushtaq. Of course there could be other people too, even a cabinet minister. Whatever it was, starting near the beginning of ’73 the tension grew to a point when Mr. Tajuddin began to feel pretty frustrated that nobody seemed to be paying any attention to what he was saying. Bangabandhu appeared to be getting more and more disinclined to listen to him. The demoralizing effect of these tensions and misunderstandings was quite palpable, but the real tragedy was in the disastrous path it led the whole country in the end.


I remember the day of triumphant return of Bangabandhu to a wildly jubilant crowd of millions in his native land, January 10, 1972. It was impossible for me to steal a moment with him alone. So I went to see him on the 12th at his house in Dhanmondi Road No.18 where Begum Mujib had lived through the entire period of the War. After the usual pleasantries he said: “Please come at 10 in the morning tomorrow. We have important things to talk about.”


The following day, at 10 a.m., I found, among a few ministers, Mr. Tajuddin and Mr. Nazrul at Bangabandhu’s house. There were others as well, of course. Bangabandhu was busy in his bedroom dishing out government appointments in various positions to various people. As soon as he noticed me he said: “Take a seat, Professor. As of today you are the Deputy Chairman of the Planning Commission. You’ll prepare a list of your members, draw up a detailed program for the Commission, and present to me at the Secretariat the day after tomorrow.”


Just like that!


He had decided on the structure of the Planning Commission in a matter of a few words. A short time later I distinctly remember him calling for Matiul Islam. Then he looked at Mr. Tajuddin and said:


“Tajuddin, Matiul Islam is going to be the Secretary in your Ministry. He is a very capable man. I know him well. He will be good for you.”


Mr. Tajuddin looked aghast at the unbelievable haste and arbitrariness of the whole process. He could hardly close his jaws. No prior discussions, no opinions, nothing. Straight appointment. No consultation needed! At that time Mr. Tajuddin didn’t even know who this man was.


My own relationship with Mr. Tajuddin was very friendly. We would talk freely. I always felt that he never really got over that initial shock. There was something else, too. Bangabandhu used to keep a direct line of communication with Matiul Islam(which was not easy for a senior minister like Mr. Tajuddin to take calmly. I knew he was very unhappy about it, had been fuming inside, but never let it off publicly. His love and respect for Bangabandhu was too much to let him do that. But that was also the reason why he felt the hurt so much. However, he never blamed Matiul Islam for this, nor did he ever make any allegations against him. His complaint was against Bangabandhu, not him. Mr. Tajuddin believed that it wasn’t right for the Prime Minister to encourage the Secretary to go over the top of the Minister, so to speak, to reach the ears of the PM.


Let me give an example of how exceptional a man Mr. Tajuddin was. On many occasions we would find ourselves in disagreement with opinions expressed by Mr. Islam. He was essentially a believer in the private sector, while we were working for a socialistic model, so there was a fundamental difference. But Mr. Tajuddin never closed the door for open discussions, never stopped giving him honest hearing, never got mad, annoyed or irritated at him. He would always encourage him to express his opinions, no matter how different they might be to his own. Mr. Islam, on his part, was a very honest man, a very decent human being. He was not the kind to speak ill of a person behind his back, not the kind to hold back his views and ideas out of fear. These qualities eventually endeared him in the eyes of Mr. Tajuddin.


Because of the bitter experience Mr. Tajuddin had with the way the US tried to derail his war efforts he was very suspicious of American motives, at least at the beginning. After all, it was the US 7th Fleet threatening us from the Bay while we were engaged in a life and death battle with the invaders. They tried to sabotage our operations by planting a mole in the headquarters, a traitor called Khondokar Moshtaq. Wouldn’t it be too natural for Mr. Tajuddin to have a chip on his shoulders against the Americans? So he had vowed not to accept any help from them. However, he was also a very pragmatic man, so despite his personal abhorrence of the US he was willing to soften his public opposition in the interest of the struggling economy of his fledging country, which he was entrusted with the task of shepherding out of trouble. In his mind the country always came first, so he didn’t hesitate to put his own feelings aside, and do what was best for his country. This is where Tajuddin was different from the rest. He was in a league of his own.


Let me recall an interesting episode. It was before we got our World Bank membership. Near the end of January 1972 Mr. Robert McNamara, the President of World Bank went for a visit to India. Word came from there that he would follow it up by a visit to Dhaka in February. Mr. Tajuddin happened to be in New Delhi at the same time, as a state guest. Since they both were in the same place at the same time it was natural for us to expect that they would bump into each other some time.


But the expected meeting didn’t materialize, as I came to know later from some of my Indian sources. McNamara tried to set up a meeting, but Mr. Tajuddin balked, citing other business. There was a Light and Sound Show in Delhi where Mrs. Indira Gandhi had invited some special guests. The seating arrangements for the guests were made in such a way that Mr. Tajuddin and Mr. McNamara would have to be in adjacent seats, with the hope that sheer politeness would force them to break the ice and acknowledge each other. But Mr. Tajuddin apparently did not even look at him, let alone talk.


At the Dhaka end I was on a sort of limbo. I wasn’t hearing anything from the Finance Minister. Yet we received an official message from the World Bank that Mr. McNamara was going to be in Dhaka. Then, why was our Minister keeping quiet about it, especially since he himself was in Delhi. Bank was sending news, while Mr. Tajuddin wasn’t saying anything, what’s going on, I wondered! After all, it was my responsibility to make all arrangements for the President’s visit. Frankly, I was getting a bit worried. Mr. Tajuddin returned from Delhi the day before the scheduled arrival of Mr. McNamara. At noon the three of us(Bangabandhu, Mr. Tajuddin, and myself gathered to thrash out the details of who would go to receive the President, who would be the people he would meet officially, where he would have his meals, etc. I had known Mr. McNamara personally, so he had expressed an interest in a private lunch with me. So, along with this personal item, I presented the draft of a detailed program for Mr. McNamara’s visit. I opened the discussion with the following proposition: “Let Bangabandhu go to receive Mr. McNamara.” Bangabandhu looked at Mr. Tajuddin and asked: “What do you say, Tajuddin?”


“There is no question of your going to the airport, Mujib Bhai,” he said quite emphatically.


I protested: “But this is what is done in many other places. Why are you objecting then?”


“What happens in other places is not going to happen here. The Chief of Protocol will go instead,” was his unequivocal response. But I wasn’t going to give in without a fight.


“In Pakistan it used to be the Minister in charge, or the Deputy Chair of the Planning Commission. And here, you are going to send the Chief of Protocol?”


He relented a bit.


“Since you are insisting, let it be the Governor of Bangladesh Bank. But not you. Definitely not.”


Bangabandhu was listening. Finally he said: “All right, do what Tajuddin says.”


My relationship with Mr. Tajuddin was professionally strong and personally warm. So I took the liberty of joking with him: “Okay, I am not going to the airport. But you would allow me to have lunch with him, or you won’t?” To this his reply was quite forthright. “No, you will not have lunch with him. Why will McNamara take you for a private lunch? Why can’t there be a party for all?”


So McNamara arrived the following day. At the first meeting there were four of us: Bangabandhu, Mr. Tajuddin, Mr. McNamara, and myself. At a subsequent meeting to go over the details, Bangabandhu had to excuse himself. Mr. McNamara asked us to name the areas where Bangladesh would need assistance.


Without batting an eye Mr. Tajuddin started this way: “I doubt if you will be able to give us what we need.”


“Mr. Minister, please tell us what you need. It will be up to us to see if we can provide it,” said Mr. McNamara quite cheerfully.


Mr. Tajuddin began to give the list of his needs. “Mr. McNamara, I need cattle and ropes. We lost all our cows during the War. They ran wild, got killed or just died. Pakistan forced a war on us. The farmers fled for their lives, so their cows got lost. Now the war is over, the farmer is back, but not the cows. So how are they going to plough their land? So our primary need are the cows.”


We could see the slowly reddening face of Mr. McNamara. But Mr. Tajuddin wasn’t finished. He continued: “And yes, we also need ropes because the Pakistanis damaged all our ropes. We’ll need the ropes to tie up the cows once we have them. So the need for the cattle and the ropes is the most urgent at the moment, or else we can’t farm our lands.”


I still remember trying to look away(here, there, anywhere, out the window; then somehow, I found my voice loud enough to mumble: “In addition to these we have other needs also.” We patched up the rest of the day’s proceedings in a hurry.


Later I challenged Mr. Tajuddin: “Why did you have to talk like that?”


“Why, can there be farming without the cows?” he shot back. Then he went on a tirade: “This man was the Secretary of Defense of the United States of America, and America wanted to destroy our war efforts. America tried to sabotage our struggle. Finally they sent the 7th Fleet to finish us off.”


I tried to put a counter argument: “The 7th Fleet was sent by the US Government, not by Mr. McNamara.”


Anyway, Mr. McNamara might have felt the shock quite badly at the time, but the final outcome of the whole matter turned out to be very positive.


Today I am recalling these episodes 27 years after the War. I do not know if in his position I would have felt the same way about the Americans, having seen them cooperating in every possible way with our enemies while we were engaged in a life and death struggle. The truth of the matter is that Mr. Tajuddin was a fiercely patriotic man. He knew that we were too small to do anything to a powerful country. We do not have that ability. But we do have our honour, we can’t and won’t accept anyone’s pity, which is the message he wanted to convey, nothing more nothing less. Later, I have seen him in a totally different mood at the World Bank meetings where I was one of the participants. His attitude there was much less belligerent, and much more friendly(but for the same reason, good of his country.


He had a unique gift of explaining things in just a few words, in a clear coherent fashion. His manner of speaking was quite unlike any professional politician I saw. His sharp intelligence and his ability to present things in a clear and succinct manner, is what attracted others’ attention toward him, which in turn, made things easy for the presentation of Bangladeshi cases.


It was not just Mr. McNamara, but every foreign dignitary who ever came in contact with Mr. Tajuddin couldn’t leave but with a sense of admiration and deep respect for this man. No one ever had any doubt about his abilities. And yes, one other thing he had(he knew how to admit a mistake if and when he did it. He had the uncanny ability to understand his mistakes immediately.


There was a popular image about him in some circles as a pro-Indian fellow. It was far from the truth. He was, in fact, a completely non-aligned person. The first six months after the end of the war, yes, I have seen him in a pretty pugnacious mood against the US because of their hostilities, but after that he became a pragmatic politician. He no longer held the view that he could support India, support Russia, but not the Americans. His attitude was this: during a war we may get help from somebody, may not get from some others, anything can happen in the course of the war, but that doesn’t tie us to a lifelong obligation of loyalty to any of them. No, that is not going to happen. Frankly, I do not believe Mr. Tajuddin was aligned to India in any way. He wasn’t the one to bend his knees to anyone. He didn’t have that kind of weak personality. If he had any strong feelings about any particular country, that was Bangladesh, his own country. He was, above all, a pro-Bangladeshi. In all the years I had the privilege of working with him I never saw him compromising on anything just because it was India. I worked with him for three years, never heard him say: alright, let it go, India is our friend. Nor did he ever believe that we had to be soft in our negotiations just because it was India. Never.


What he had, though, is gratitude. India gave us shelter, refuge, help, food, during the War, so he was grateful to them. But when it came to negotiating with them on matters of selling our jute to them or buying their fertilizer we would be just as tough with them as with anyone else. Mr. Tajuddin never asked us to go soft on them.


Once we were going to be in India on a trade mission. No sooner we left for India than thee was a headline news in the “Holiday” of Enayetullah Khan that the Planning Commission had gone to India for her blessings and for guidance in the direction of our future planning. It was a blatant lie and a malicious propaganda. Our position was this: we are a free nation, and we will talk like free nations at the negotiation table. There will be no special favours on matters of national interest. For example, on the question of jute we told straight on the face of India that they have to stop growing jute. Their production cost was too high, so why bother producing at all. We will sell jute to you. I really fought with them on this issue. India used to have a very low level of production, the rest they would get from Bangladesh, formerly East Pakistan. But since the beginning of the War when Pakistan suspended their jute export, India started jute-faring in a big way. We wanted them to put a stop to that extra production, and revert to the previous practice of filling the bulk of their need by shopping in Bangladesh. Mr. Tajuddin’s position was: you helped us in our troubles, thank you, we acknowledge our debt, we would be friends, but I am not going to let you have any special advantage at the expense of my country’s interests.


Let me recall yet another incident. Immediately after Independence the American Consul General found himself stranded in Dhaka. Since his country had not recognized us he wasn’t entitled to any diplomatic status. Anyone in Mr. Tajuddin’s place might have said to him: what are you doing here? You leave our territory immediately. But he didn’t do that. Instead he arranged for his security. Later he was granted full diplomatic status. Why am I mentioning this? Because, at that time, there was a strong anti-US sentiment in the country.


Mr. Kargill, the World Bank Vice-President (in charge of the South Asia Desk) once dropped in at Dhaka. World Bank did not have an official representative in Dhaka as yet. I tried to convince Mr. Kargill that he should send someone to Bangladesh who was not from a big country, and could be trusted as being pretty neutral. I mentioned Mr. Youst Falland, my longtime Norwegian friend as a possible pick. He assured me that he would look into it. Following an interview tithe Falland in Norway his appointment as the World Bank Representative in Bangladesh was approved. Mr. Tajuddin had, of course, been kept informed by me all along. Falland came to Dhaka as our official link with the World Bank. It didn’t take long for a rapport to form between Mr. Falland and Mr. Tajuddin. Soon he started fighting for Bangladesh rather than for the interest of World Bank. He became very sympathetic to the cause of Bangladesh. His friendship with Mr. Tajuddin was so strong that even after he left Dhaka he kept corresponding with his friend, and made an effort to meet him whenever possible. Mr. Tajuddin’s public relation skills were perfect. He knew how to handle people. Since he was highly educated, sharp and efficient, it was very easy for him to get along with foreigners. There were not too many in Bangladesh at that time who could match him intellectually or professionally.


As a friend, too, Mr. Tajuddin rose above everyone else. He was very loyal. Such a simple man he was, so polite and gentle; he never tried to impress anybody, no showoffs. He was a true gentleman.


I remember the first time we went to Washington to attend a meeting of the World Bank. That was in September 1973. We were very low in state funds at that time. We had to count on pennies. On top of that there was Mr. Tajuddin’s national aversion to any kind of luxury. After a while he said: “Let’s find a cheap place to eat.” So I took him to a cheap restaurant. I was with him on many of his trips around the world. He was always like that; always choosing simplicity over pomposity.


Once we were returning to our office building in the Secretariat after a Cabinet meeting. My office was one floor immediately below his. The building gates were always manned by Security Guards. The Guard refused to let Mr. Tajuddin in unless he showed his ID card. I was appalled, so rushed to intervene: “What are you doing young man, he is our Economic Minister.” Poor fellow wouldn’t stop apologizing.  But Mr. Tajuddin was perfectly natural, did not take any offense at all. He just smiled sweetly, and went back to what we were talking about. I am mentioning this to emphasize how different he was from other ministers. Any other minister at a comparable rank would let himself be accompanied by a host of assistants including the Private Secretary; but not Mr. Tajuddin. He was an extraordinary man moving like an ordinary man.


I remember the last few days I had been with him, how utterly crushed and brokenhearted he looked. He could hardly hide his deep disappointment: “I can clearly see the downward slide of my country, and right now I am powerless to do anything about it. The country is heading for disaster.” The gloom was palpable. He was being eaten away by despair and helplessness. I would try my best to cheer him up, but he was a deeply hurt man, a defeated man. It was the widening gap between him and Bangabandhu that drove him to a state of near depression.


Mr. Tajuddin would tell me how some of Bangabandhu’s decisions were favouring some elements, that meant excessive power in the hands of a few unsavory characters who could not possibly  deliver anything good for the country. During that period of time everybody knew something was going wrong somewhere without knowing exactly what. But Mr. Tajuddin knew the inside story far more than anyone else, so his sour mood was a clear indicator of the doom and gloom that was awaiting the country. As the Deputy Chair of the Planning Commission I had to attend a lot of Cabinet meetings. In 1972 I saw the real Tajuddin, in all his brilliance, his profound knowledge, and his complete understanding of every issue on the table. He was a Minister with great influence. But things began to fade a bit around 1973. Things weren’t running the way they were supposed to. At the end I myself got disenchanted, and left for abroad in January 1975.


The day Mr. Tajuddin resigned his job he was sitting with me in my downstairs office. I did not notice anything unusual in his manners but as normal as any other day. Even when his Private Secretary Abu Sayeed Choudhury called him upstairs, I had no reason to suspect what was going to happen a moment later. He was only talking in generalities like “I can’t stay here, I’ve to leave,” but nothing specific. Never gave a hint that it was going to happen the same day.


Sometime after Mr. Tajuddin’s resignation I went to see him at his Dhanmondi residence. Among a lot of things we talked about he said this: “You have come to see me, but there are secret service agents covering my house outside. You can rest assured that your name will be on their books.” Later, I remember having told Bangabandhu: “Mr. Tajuddin is a friend of mine, so I go to see him at his house.”


“Why are you telling me this?” said Bangabandhu.


“Because I can’t be sure who will report this to you, so I am telling you in advance.”


Mr. Tajuddin was very worried about his country. I would ask him: “What do you think is going to happen to this country? How can it be saved?”


“What can I say to that? I have given up. Let them take over. Let them do whatever they want to,” is all he had to offer in response.


Near the end he even hinted at the possibility that the Government might put him in jail on some trumped-up charge. I thought he was being a bit melodramatic out of pure frustration. So I would say: “Nonsense, they would not dare doing anything like that.” He would stare(say nothing, other than smile a bit.


Mr. Tajuddin was a truly exceptional man. He left the government, and went straight home. Didn’t grouch or grumble, change sides or parties, switch loyalties, like others do in countries like ours. His loyalty toward his party was unshakable as his love and faithfulness toward Bangabandhu.


As I said before, the greatest tragedy of Bangladesh was the chasm that was created between Mr. Tajuddin and Bangabandhu. I strongly believe that but for this unfortunate falling out between the two leaders the history of Bangladesh would have been quite different today. Those two were a perfect duo for our nation, if they would be always together, working together, planning and making bold decisions together, then without a doubt, Bangladesh would by now be well on its way to becoming the cherished land as dreamed by our people in the liberating spirit of the War of Liberation. But alas! Our unfortunate land had, instead, to witness the most devastating spectacle of the terrible split between the two, which eventually led to the end of all our hopes and aspirations.

(Translation by Dr. Mizan Rahman. April 22, 2008)
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