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My Life
- Dr. Abu Mohyuddin

I was born this day (October 21) in 1927 at the village of Captain Bazar of Comilla town Ð district
head quarter of Tippera district. Our village was adjacent to the river Gumpti = all muslim
population but not a single matriculate. Our house was adjacent to the civil court. My father was a
lawyer. Majority of population of the town was Hindu and the economy was in their hands. There
were Þve high schools in the town. The only Government school of the whole district was Comilla
Zila School. I was admitted to the Zila School in class III in the year 1936. That year my brother
Fakruddin was born. Most of the students of our school was muslims and in the top of the class.
There was one Hindu High School where no muslims are there. In our class, the Þrst boy was
Moazzam who stood 4th in Calcutta University in 1944 and was Þrst 1st in Intermediate of Arts in
1940 of Calcutta University.
In the 2nd World War Comilla was the head quarter of Eastern Division of British Army. Our school
and most of the Institution was acquired by the army. Our school moved to a temporary shed near
our village. The civil court was taken by army and it moved to three different part of the district Ð
one at Laksam, one at Chandina and one at Brahmanbaria My father moved to Laksam. We stayed
in our home. Half of our house was acquired by the army and made barrack for soldiers.
In 1944, after passing the matriculation I wanted to go to Presidency College at Calcutta but my
parents preferred to stay with them and admitted to Comilla Victoria College (after their six
daughter I was their Þrst son). Preference of my parents to admit to Arts class but at my will I took
science. My mother wanted me to become a sub register.
After passing Intermediate in science I preferred to go to medicine though at that time engineering
degree was popular in term of earning. Mathematics was not my favorite subject and I applied to
the Calcutta Medical College. At that time, there were two muslim MB doctors in whole of Tippera
district. Dacca Medical College started that year (1946) but I did not apply there. At that time,
Calcutta Medical College was one of the four Government Medical Colleges in whole of India. By
the grace of Allah, I was one of the 120 students admitted each year. Our class started on 1st of
August 1946. On 14th August Muslim League Chief Quaid-E-Azam Jinnah demanded separate
muslim state and delivered a lecture in New Delhi. There was a big meeting at the Calcutta Maidan
that after noon. At the end of the meeting people started shouting Muslim League Zindabad and
throwing stone on busses, trains, and started looting of big store. I reached my Mess at Taltola safe.
Communal riot started that evening. Hundreds of people killed mostly muslims living in Hindu area
and Hindus in muslim area. Inspite of curfew and martial law situation could not be controlled in 3-4
days. In our area muslim population was a bit larger than Hindus. We could not sleep and guarded
our building with strict. There was no Þre arm. Most of the people killed by stabbing with knife.
After 3-4 days I came on to see one of brother in law who lived a mile away. Roads were mostly
empty Ð no transportation and only few hand driven rickshaws in the street. Bus and trum not
started. When I reached his mess I came to know that he managed to leave the city going to the
Shealda Railway Station and left for Commila. After few days I also managed to reach the Station
avoiding Hidu area and came back to Commila. At that time muslims left the Hindu area to muslim



.

Bortika, Issue 3, 2008

24

area and the Hindus too to the Hindu area. All ofÞce and Institution was closed for weeks and
when the situation became better it opened. But daily stabbing and death did not stop. Medical
College class started after a month and a half.
My parents decided not to send me back and admitted to Comilla Victoria College in B.Sc. class.
After attending few weeks, I went back to Calcutta against the will of my parent. I joined the class in
December 1946. At that time I lived in Park Circus a muslim dominated area in my sisterÕs house
and attending the College going by trum through muslim area and a past walking avoiding Hindu
area. That was the time I started wearing pants to avoid my Islamic faith identity. Before that I
attended school and even medical college wearing pajamas.
In August 1947, India was divided. Bengal, a predominated muslim population tall to Pakistan but
not the whole part. West Bengal including Calcutta tall to India. We had an option to move to East
Bengal. I opted to go to and joined the Dacca Medical College in second year class. I got all the
privilege including the general scholarship that I got at the Intermediate examination including two
years of free tuition. Most of the time Dhaka Medical College I lived at Gandaria in my sisterÕs house
and went to college by riding bicycle. The later part in hostel. At that time our College was the
center of political activity protesting the denial of our share by West Pakistan. We took part walking
sometime in bare foot in main street several miles in such activities.
After graduating in 1952 as the Þrst batch of Dhaka Medical College we were offered to serve
either in the army or civil at the West Pakistan as conscript for three years. They gave one month
leave each year and travel expense of family. I opted for civil in 1953 and reported to Quetta the
capital of Baluchistan. The city is Þve thousand Þve hundred feet above the sea level. Head Quarter
of Army and Air force training center.
Cold climate with heavy snowfall in the winter. Central heating was only in our hospital and
secretariat building. We used coal burning stove in rooms. I was posted at Chaman a border town
of Afghanistan. After working there for about three months I was transferred to the civil hospital,
Quetta only big hospital of the province. Local people knew no other language than Postu at
Chaman. There were translators in the hospital explaining their complaints in Urdu to me for
treatment. Our medical superintendent was a British Surgeon. I was posted as pathologist of the
hospital after the previous foreign pathologist resigned and left the country. I was sent to Lahore
Medical College for training in clinical pathology and returned and worked as pathologist in that
hospital the rest of my life there. I was also teaching part time at the local Medical School.
In 1960 American A.I.D. opened Basic Medical Science Center at Jinnah Hospital, Karachi. All the
staffs were American with few Pakistanis. I entered that Institution in 1961 in Microbiology. Two
years course with research. My research was ÒDiagnosis of Basillary Dysentery with
HemagglutinationÓ. My professor with my permission printed the thesis in the American Medical
Journal. The degree given by Karachi University, M.Phil.
Quetta was a cosmopolitan city. There were good numbers of Bengali families mostly working in
Geological Survey where its head quarter was. Half of the city was cantonment where major Army
and Air force training center of Pakistan were located. Lot of Bengali ofÞcer with family and
bachelor were there. Our social activities including playing cards were with those. Some of them
became generals at Bangladesh Army. Summer was pleasant and well to do families of other part of
country spent the time.
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I used to live at a hospital quarter with some of my Bengali friends in 1954. In December of that
year at 2 oÕclock one night where we were sleeping and big sound and tremor woke us. We were
terriÞed and we managed to go out of our room in the dark. It was a great earth quake above six
Richter scale, epicenter was a few miles away from the city. There were few casualties in the city
but more deaths in Suburban. Since the great earth quake of 1935 at Quetta when most of the city
was destroyed and thousands people died; all buildings of the city were built earthquake proof. Tent
was built near our quarter and we spent the night in that cold. Rarely we entered the room keeping
the door open after shock continued for several days.
After several weeks I went to Comilla on one month leave with the intension of getting married.
Within that short time my parents failed to Þnd a girl for me. Most of the parents of girls reluctant
to send their daughter so far away and I had to return empty handed. Next year I went home got
married in January 15, 1956 and returned with my mate.
After three years contact I decided to stay because of good practice, Þnancially well off and
popularity among the people. They continued the free travel home and leave. My children were
born and elderly three got good education in English School.
My younger brother Fakhruddin graduated from Dhaka Medical College Þnishing internship at Jinnah
Medical College, Karachi left for USA in1960. He sent me a car through one of my Geologist friend
who went to USA on training. At that time a visitor could bring a car on return. My bachelor friend
did not need a car and brought for me I was the only doctor possessing a car.
In 1965 war started between India and Pakistan and I volunteered to join the Army I got training
locally where I learnt to shoot. In 1970 I went to perform Haj for the Þrst time. The Government
gave one month vacation pay to perform and other facilities. In 1971 turmoil started in East Pakistan
demanding separation and independent Bangladesh. Pakistan Army there killed haphazardly civilian
and Bengali Army. According to a British Journal 30 million people were killed by them. Ultimately
the Pakistan Army surrendered to Indian Army and all of them taken to India. Bangladesh became
independent.
We Bengali people in West Pakistan had a tough time. Those in service opted for Bangladesh was
dismissed from service with a minimal maintenance support. I was not but of my job at that time in
spite of central government order. The local government replied that they needed my service. But
later when Baluchistan province was merged with West Pakistan I was out of service in 1972.
Bengalis were not allowed to leave the country.
I started smuggling Bengalis to Afghanistan from Quetta through a reliable Pathan. First of all my
friends and relatives from Karachi in the back of a covered all the way truck, crossing the border
avoiding security guards. After crossing the border they freely drove to Kabul from Kandahar. There
India Air Line waiting to give them free ßight to Calcutta and then to Dhaka.
During this time I took the ECFMG (Educational Council of Foreign Medical Graduates) held yearly
in big cities of the world by USA. You get USA visa if you qualify that examination. I passed it and
kept secret. I could easily cross the border and leave for USA, but intension to see my mother and
her decision I would take for that. Lot of my relatives, friends, and others took shelter in my house
and I arranged to pick them by my agent from different places at night. Once the truck carrying
families from Karachi met an accident and injured people were admitted to our hospital. In that
truck one of my colleagues of Jinnah Hospital was there. His one year son sustained head injury and
became unconscious. I called my surgeon friend who operated and the baby survived. His family
took shelter in my house. The authority came to know and suspected about their border crossing
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through me. I managed to cross the border. He is so obliged and even now speaks about me for
my help. After few days police put tents in front of my house and observed my movement 24
hours. During that time one police ofÞcer came at night and told to get ready with my clothes for
the police station. My family started crying and thought that I would never return. They took me to
the police station where I found two of Bengali doctors who had been working outside Quetta. In
the middle of night they put us in a police van with several armed guards and told us that they
would take us to Karachi. On the way they kept us in a prison and we spent the night with other
prisoner in a room. Next day we reached Karachi and brought to a court where we were ordered
to be sent to the central prison. Part of the prison was vacated and all gazetted Bengali ofÞcer
around the area kept separated from their families. I found there several known faces. We all slept-
walked-prayed and ate together. Family members of local resident were allowed to visit at the gate
for short time.
I had no communication with my family. After several weeks they sent us to camp surrounded by
barbed wire and guards in the suburb of Karachi. One room was given to each family and food
supplied. After a while they sent my family by police escort with bare belongings. Our refrigerator
and TV were looted by the security guards.
After two months stay there in early 1973 we were ßown by International ßight to Dhaka on an
International Accord. Pakistani prisoner in India was returned and we Bangladeshis detained in West
Pakistan to newly Independent Bangladesh. I was posted at the Shurwardy Hospital. During that
period I used to go to the American Embassy secretly to arrange my visa. Doctors at that time
were banned to leave the country due to shortage of that profession. I went to passport ofÞce to
get International Passport taking one of my senior Army ofÞcer nephew to get one as a
businessman. Paying some money I could get it Ð but when I did not do that they told me that they
would need a report of my background of my birth place and from Comilla police station. I
reported to the police station. They started enquiry of my background Ð sent man to Zila school
from which I matriculated and when found that I passed the examination in Þrst division and I did
not study further and became a businessman they suspected and sent man to our house for further
enquiry. One day a police man came to our old house where one my sister lived. When the police
asked about me my brother-in-law told him, oh, doctor shahib, he lives to the next house.
He came to our house and told me it I was a doctor. I told yes. I was passing my time in great
tension and all gone after the disclosure. My youngest sisterÕs husband, a colleague of my Victoria
College, who was a prominent businessman of the town, managed to clear everything in my favor. I
did not ask how. His eldest son Dr. Mainuddin Ahmad is the husband of my daughter Tasneem.
They live in Tallahoma, where my two sons also live.
In the summer of 1974 my brother came Bangladesh from USA and bought a one way ticket for
my journey to USA. I purchased a return ticket to travel to Calcutta. On the day of departure I
came alone to the Airport. Custom checked my luggage and found warm clothes and asked why in
that summer I was carrying such clothes. I told them to give to my Calcutta friend. I got rid of all
tensions after reaching Dum Dum Airport of Calcutta. We stayed there for two days in my friendÕs
house visiting my favorite city. In my childhood I with my parents used to visit the city where my
maternal grandfather, a Calcutta police ofÞcer and my sister lived. We left via London where we
stayed a day with my sister-in-lawÕs family and there to New York. In New York we spent two days
in the house of Dr. Humayun Qureshi Ð father-in-law of my son Shuaib. Shimi their 1st daughter
was less than one year old that time.
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I spent some weeks in Nashville with my brother and then went to Welch, West Virginia, where
got a job in the local hospital arranged by my early friend and Þrst uncle of my wife. After several
months my family joined me from Dhaka. Next year in 1975 I joined the Meharry Medical College,
Nashville as a pathology resident. My brother Dr. Fakhruddin was a faculty member in Psychiatry
department in that hospital.
At that time we were four or Þve muslims in the city. We used to say our jumma prayers in a
Church in Vanderbilt University. Later we purchased a house for 29 thousand dollar and converted
to our prayer room. Our present Mosque is on that place. It was renovated in 1989. Abdullah
Yousuf, a converted Egyptian muslim, a renowned singer and philanthropist was passing through
Nashville and contributed a good sum for that.
I Þnished my residency in 1978. I was awarded an honorary Fellowship by American Medical
Association, FACP (Fellow American College of Pathology).
___________

Oh My! Oh My!                                            Drawing - The Beauty of Night
Professor Dr. Moinuddin Sarkar

Oh my Oh my!
Somebody said if you have dogs

You donÕt have to bark
The king-makers bought the best barking dogs

That money can buy
Oh my Oh my!
Just like getting NIRVANA

It opened my eye
Black brown yellow red all kinds of dogs

Bark in the hut - not shy
Oh my Oh my!
Even though it pleases his eye

King out of scare
Promise to kill all deer

Oh my Oh my!
King-makers ordain the king

All golden deer be killed
You promised in deed!

Oh my Oh my!
To save his butt king runs to hut

Becomes very brave
By killing deerÕs babe

Oh my Oh my! 
Dogs get lots of meat to eat

They bark even more 
Day and night

Oh my Oh my! 
The game is very nice 

To the king-makersÕ eyes
That is how it goes for all times everywhere

Any one can swear.

Bibu Hussain


