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Mejada Banu had quite a memorable life.  Mr.Banu was a veteran of the Bangladesh Revolution of 1971.  He has done well since.  He moved to Iraq in 1985 and became involved in the oil business.  After gaining much wealth, he moved back to Bangladesh in 2001, and built a home.  Little children often come to his home in Dhaka, to listen to his stories of his life.  He tells the children stories of his childhood and stories of battles in the Great War for freedom.  One day, a little boy named Bhogal Mondal asked to hear the best story that Mr. Banu could tell.
“You want to hear a good story, well, ill give you the best story I can.

I guess we can start in the year 1971.  I was thirty-six when it all started with the worst cyclone anyone could remember.  Homes were destroyed, people were killed, and families torn apart.”

“Did you lose any family Mr. Banu?” asked Bhogal

“Yes, my mother, my father, and my sister were all killed in the cyclone.  Just me and my older brother survived.  We thought for sure that the government would help us, after all we were Pakistani citizens back then.”

“We were?” asked Bhogal

 “Yes!” replied Mr. Banu. “But not for long.  They refused to help us.  Hundreds were dying, and thousands more were homeless. We desperately needed their help.”

“They didn’t help at all?”

“No, not at all.”  “A bunch of the men around town said that we should revolt, and become our own country.  Before I knew it, we were in a full fledged revolution, and I was caught in the middle!  The Pakistanis would send in hundreds of troops at a time, but our commander was a good one.  Even though we were terribly outnumbered, he almost always found a way to pull out the victory.”

“Did you get them all?”

“Almost every one!  They must not have thought we could fight, because we gained our independence in only nine months.  They finally just gave up and left.  We won!”

“What did you do next Mr. Banu?”

“Well, I tried to make it on my own for a long time, probably about 13 years or so.  I had many different jobs, I built railroads, airports, and I was a construction worker for a while.  I finally realized that I should go somewhere where there were more jobs available.  

“Where did you go?”

“Iraq.  There was a lot of work available for the oil industry, so that is what I did.  I started as a driller, but after 15 years in the oil field, I had moved up to a major executive in the oil company, so I made millions.  

“You made millions? Is that a lot?” asked the young boy

“That is quite a lot of money. When the terrorist from Iraq attacked the united states, I knew that the infidels would attack the terrorist in the middle east, so I decided it was more safe to move back home.  I was 67 when I moved back, and that seems so long ago.”

“How old are you now Mr.Banu?”

“I am now 75 years old, but with all I’ve been through, it feels like I am more like 100!”  I am one of the only people around here who can remember the time when we were under the control of the Pakistanis.  Do you know the life expectancy around this part of the world?”

“No, Mr.Banu, but I think its 100 isn’t it?”

“Not quite that high.  I believe the last time I did any research it was only 53.”
“Then how are you 75 if no one lives past 53?”

“I guess it’s because I lived in Iraq for so long.  I was always healthy, and I had a job.  I did very well in Iraq.  If it weren’t for the war, I probably would still be living there.”

“Well, Mr. Banu, I am glad you decided to come back”

“Thank you, Bhogal.  Now you better get home before your mother wonders where you are.”

“Yes, sir, see you tomorrow!” said the young boy as he ran home.


As Mejada Banu was lying in bed that night, he took a look back on his life.  He remembered the war for independence, and how he fought for his country and his life almost every day for 9 months.  He also remembered the horrible cyclone that started the whole war in the first place.  He remembered how he had tried to rebuild his life in Bangladesh after the war, and how he had no success. He remembered how he had moved up from a simple oil driller in Iraq, and worked for 13 years until he was a very rich man.  Then he remembered the terrorist that took over, and attacked the United States.  He knew the Americans would come, and he didn’t want to be caught in another war.  He remembered coming home, already older than anyone else in the country, but starting over just the same.  He had lived a peaceful life ever since.  He hoped the boy would com back the next day; he wanted to finish his story. 
