
This Year 

 

This year, Baisakhi will come quietly, unceremoniously. No celebrations of Phohela Baishakh will be 

held this time. 

April is the cruelest month—T. S. Eliot once wrote in an epic poem—breeding lilacs out of the dead 

land, mixing memory and desire, stirring dull roots with spring rain. 

Justin Bieber has postponed his musical tour scheduled in May. 

Little Rahima has never heard of Justin Bieber; she eats rice with lentil for the fourth day and cries for 

fish or meat. The slum she lives in with her mother reeks of urine, rotten fish, sweat and sorrow. 

In Gulshan, a woman lights a scented candle and looks out of the window of her posh apartment.  

An empty road, deserted. A cat sits close to a half-filled waste bin. 

Two green parrots perch on a tree, pecking at the branches. 

A man in a bicycle passes by, half of his face covered by a mask. 

Sagarlata—a sprawling vine sprouts in the empty sea beaches of Cox’s Bazar. 

“It grows where humans don’t tread,” says the surfer in a red wetsuit looking at the red crabs crawling 

on the sandy beach. 

“There is no toilet paper, no hand sanitizer on the shelf” a young woman says to her husband standing 

on the marked areas in the supermarket, 2 metres apart. 

No one talks, no one smiles. The queue gets shorter and shorter until the only man left in the shop is the 

salesman, a lanky young boy of eighteen who misses his girlfriend. 

His girlfriend, Shanti, seventeen years old works in a garment factory in Savar who fears of losing her 

job, failing to pay her rent and returning to the village she once fled form. 

She turns on TV. Hopeless, clueless. 

The Government of India has no plans to extend the 21-Day lockdown. 

In Spain: 800 deaths. 

In Bergamo, coffins await burial lining up in churches; the dead will be buried or cremated without 

ceremony. Without the loved ones saying goodbyes. 

“A generation has died in just over two weeks,” said Antonio Ricciardi, the president of CFB.  

An 8-year-old boy in London turns off the TV. Bored, sad. 

He misses his school, his friends, playing in the park. 

A very old grandmother in Singapore fondly remembers the days of her youth. 

She waits for her daughter and granddaughter to visit her. 

No one comes. 

The day nurse tells her for the fifth time they won’t come. 

A migrant worker returns home. 

Quarantined. Waits for 14 days to embrace his young kids, his wife. 

A patient looks for the doctor in an empty corridor; the male nurse asks him the symptoms. 

Whether he has fever, cold, headache? If he has visited any of the infected countries in the last 14 days. 

He nods; he has other ailments, other sorrows, other woes. Not fever, not cold, no cough. 

Crisis feeds on rumours like vultures on corpses: two antibiotics can save people from the virus, easily 

available in the pharmacies. 

In India, people drink cow urine believing it as a cure for coronavirus. 

Don’t believe the rumours. This too shall pass—he says, she says, they say. 

They turn on TV, they turn off radio. They hope, they pray, they clap, they sing, they weep, they mourn, 

and they acknowledge: 

Yes, Baishakh will come soon but there won’t be any celebrations this time. 

This time, they wait for Spring to come; the plague to go! 
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