Much Dreaded Stress

Here it comes again — that
lovely time of year when all we
ever get to sece are the
classroom and the books. Now
that exams are coming ‘round
we sce a lot of nerves,
furrowed brows, and bitten
nails. What causes all this?
Stress.

say that stress is a
n-t‘fl.:{ necessary life function.
It 1s usually used to describe
things that bother us — grades,
exams, a lost love. But stress,
however, is just our reaclions

fhe ferrible Kifler

*Jack the Ripper
. said the

4}

strange and dreadful myster-
fes. Solving mystericsy is his
hobby. |

"Uncle Shams, have you
read the news ol mur-
der?” | asked.

“Yes | did”, said my uncle.
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by Tahmima Anam

to these thirigs. The aggrava-
tors themselves are called
stressors,

Stress can h:ﬂﬁen to ym;tl

ime — you y can't ge

‘ll?zugh a di; of your life with-
out experiencing it in some
form or another. People usually
sce stress as something nega-
tive, but that all depends on
how you react to it.

Believe it or not, stress can
be a positive feeling. You can
take the energy that stress
creales and use it to your

advantage. There once was a
woman who lifted a 3,000
pound car to save her daughter
who was caught under it. The
stress she underwent caused
physical c es in her which
produced a “larger than life”
reaction.

This is of course, an
extreme case, so don’t go
expecting great feats out of

. your next stressful situation.

But tomorrow when you have
that history exam and you can
fecl your breakfast churning in
your stomach, don’t think
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aboul the fact that you forgol to
study what the soldiers wore
in the second battle in the 100

war. Instead, concentrate
on the things you do know.

Positive stress is most often
secen in sporting events and
competition. You can channel
your stress into getting “psy-
ched” for a game. By geltin
excited and both mentally an
physically preparing yoursclf
for an ecvent you'll fecl like
}rm.ll.‘ll'pcrfnrm better. And you
will. '

B:y Samantha Noosheen Zaman

1 forgot to tell you that | shall
be going Lo London tomorrow
night by train. Why don't you
come with me?"

"] think you shouldn't travel
alone by night.”

"] am not a bit scared and
you know uncle | like mystries

like you do.”

"OK 1 then go, but be care-
ful. I think, 1 will see you again
in a short time, my niece”, said
uncle.

The ncxt evening my Dad
and Mum accompanied me to
the railway station. My seal was
beside a window. Uncle
couldn't come with me be-
cause he had to attend somc
important work.

"Is it not a very cold night,
young lady?”

| turned left and saw an old
man in the seat beside me.”
Did you ask me?”

"Yes." answered the man.

"Yes, it's very cold.”

A middle-aged man and his
son sal in the scat in front of
us. Another middle-aged man
entered our compartment
wearing a black overcoat and
his face was almost covered
with an opera hat. Ilis beard

Here are Lhis week's Quiz
questions: Remember o send
your answers by next week.

1. Who is usually credited
~ with the invention of gun

powder in 12607

Of which country is the
krone the chicf umit of

currcncy”?
3. Who built the great Aggp
Fort?

2.

Which French made
the famous “The
State, 1 is.I"?

Hint: July 13, 19857

Who was Mildred Babe'
- Dhdrikson”
Who was Lhe first gymnast
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to s*ore a purfect 10 in

the () mpics?
Wha! s the other inune for

“The City of Angels’. Hint:
its other name is In

Spanish.

What is the
in the world?

Answers to last week's

Octiober 18th) Quiz Club :

10, oCean

i

M. A Jinnah
1889
Victor Hugo
Louts XIV

Copper
24th October

10. Sweden
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‘at 9-40 pm. Il was

paints her
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ples and two youngmen were
also in our com L
Our train started at 7 pm.

and we hoped to reach London
quile dark
outside — | hardly could sce
anything. Aboul hall an hour
later, the old man beside me
was reading. The middle-aged
man in front of us was sleeping
while his son was reading a
magazine. The unshaved man
was reading a ncwspaper and
the two men were whispering
among themsclves.

| had nothing to do, | took a
magazine from the table in-
front of me. But | couldn't read
with determination. Except for
the noise of train, there was
complete silence around. |
don't know why | became sg
thirsty at that time. 1 got up
from my scat and went to the
door to see if there was at-
tendant . But there was no sign
of anyone. | decided to go the
kitchen room of the train.
When | was walking along the
passage, | heard somcone’s
footstcps bchind me. When |
turned back | saw no one,
although | thought | saw the
hat of a man. Then | felt some-
thing on my neck. When |
turned, | saw, it was a knilc

of London

and the man who was holding
it was wearing an opcra hat. It
was the same man who was
rcading a newspaper. in, our
compartment. | almost fainted.
But | tried not to show my
emotions.
"Good bye, young girl," he
said. :
"Who are you?” | asked him.

"Me? | am Jack the ripper.
People call me by that name .
Tomorrow the hcading in the
newspaper will be, "fifth mur-
der commitled by Jack the
Ripper”. Now | Ready to die?”

| closed my eyes and heard
a big sound. | thought | was
dead but | wasn't. When |
opcned my eyes | saw the man
on the floor and blood all over.
I couldn't believe my eyes-the
old man was standing [ront of
mc and he had a gun in his
hand aimed at Jack.

"Thank you, Sir,” | said.

"Closc your cyes, Sheila, the
old man said.

"llow did you know my
name 7

"Because | know you, that's
why. Now closc your eycs.”

So, | closed my cycs, when
I opened them again. | couldn't

belicve what | saw, Uncle
Shams was standing in front of
me!

Virgfnia Andrews — ‘Heaven’

An Appreciation

By Sara Rouf

When Virginia Andrews
died in December 1986, she
left a legacy of seven wonderful

“"books and a considerable

amount of unpublished work.

With her stories she has
proved to be one ol the
greatest writers of all times.

Personally., | would not
categorise Miss Andrews
ly as a writer, for she can
g a lot more than that. She
ture with simpie
words ut succeeds
wonderfully to make her work
beautiful and sensual. She is
the author of strange, chilling
tales of passion and peril In
the lives of innocent children,
that have captivated the hearts
of milllons around the world.

Virginia Andrews proves
her masterful skills in her
novels of the Casteel-Tallerton
family. This spellbinding serics
is about children abandoned,
clinging to their dreams,
searching for love and home. It
all starts with 'Heaven' the
captivating story of Heaven
Legis Casteel who had
hungered. svTcred, and had
been deprived but
nevertheless survived o win.

Of all the folks that lived in
the mountain shacks ol West
Virginia, the Casteels were the
lowest — the scum of the hills.

Heaven was the oldest child in
the family. She was the

e et

clothes and dirty face, despite
a father meaner than ten

vipers, despite her weary
stepmother who worked her

Willies (as it
— to live a ltfe of a

She died while giving

Heaven, who lived
guilt. Heaven was
the others who
in the Willies. For her
the little

F*'-ﬂh hopes. Someday
they'd -:ly show the
world they were decent,

— worthy of

Then Heaven's stepmother
ran ofl, and her wicked greedy

f[ather had a schemc¢ — a
vicious scheme that
threcatened to destroy the

precious dreams of Heaven and
the children lorever

Each of the children were
sold away — for five hundred
dollars each. That made the
father happy but ruined the life
of the others, especially
Heaven, who was taken in by
Kitty and Cal Dennison. Kitty
abused her and made her work
hard and treated her real bad.

Cal on the other hand. treated
her oo well. In the end when
Heaven left their home, she
lost her pride and dignity and
all her sweet innocence to Cal
Dennison's seduction.

The only place left for her
tlo go was Boston the
hometown of her beautiful
mother. There she hoped 1o
make all her dreams come
true and build hersell as the

rson she always wanted to
e. There she hoped to
unravel the mystery of her
mother. too.

continues
gel’ the second
one of Virginia
Andrews most passionale,
most powerful series. There
she finds hope lor a better liie,
but still tangled in a web of
mysteries unsolved.

Heaven's story
with 'Dark An
novel in

The story of Heaven's life
s on in the next three
novels in the series — 'Fallen
Hearts . '‘Gates of Paradise’ and
‘Web of Dreams’ all of which
were published posthumously.

The saga of the Casteel-
Tatterton family tells a
passionate, romantic and
tragic story which is truly
extraordinary and captivating

Frankly speaking. | think that
a mere review would not be a
justified approach to any of
Virginia Andrews' books, a
person has to actually read
them to truly understand and

realize the power and magie

she when It comes
to telling a story and
manipulate words. A good way

o start is with 'Heaven' and
you would want to finish off
with the rest of the novels in
this series.

You can also react negatively
in a similar situation. You can
worry about all the mistakes
you might make, and wonder
about dropping, missing, or
not catching the ball. These
feelings, though natural, will
definitely not help your per-
formance.

Although stress.can be a
real pain, remember thatl your
life would be pretty boring
without its share of emotion-
ally charged moments. Try to
imagine your life without any
challenges, or without any
thing new or exciting. So the
next time an exam, soccer
game or swim . meet comes
around, concentrate on your
advantages, get yoursell psy-
ched up, and you'll do just fine.

One of my friends very often
makes trips to Europe and
America. He does it so oftén
that it is hard to understand
whether he is going to or re-
turning from abroad.

Jhandu-Da is a businessman.
This time, he has arrived to
the port of Venice in Italy.
After answering properly the
questionnaire of the custom-
house, he has mentioned that
he was carrying a can of vac-
uum — packed sweet with
him.

There uscd to be so many
labels of different colours and
kinds of various hotels on his
bags and baggages that even
the most ignorant customs-of-
ficer could realise that the
owner of this luggage did not
care to live in a home, rather
he had spent most of his life in
different hotels. But this cus-
tom-officer started reading the
labels very minutely like a
first-grade student. Even his
features were very ugly. He was
as thin as a grasshopper with
two broken cheeks.

He asked, "What is inside
this can?”

: "Sweels’,

: "Open it.”

: "How is it possible. | wanl
to take it to London. It will be
all spoilt if | open it.”

The custom-oflicer gave
him such a scornful look that
it was more eflcctive than any
cmperor's  order announced
by bidding five hundreds
drums. |

Desperately, Jhandu-Da told
him with mournful eyes,
“Brother, | am taking this can
to my friend's daughter in
London. It will be a disaster if |
open t.”

This time the customs-offi-
cer looked at him in such a
way Lhat | could hear a thou-
sand drums bidding.

That turned the huge-bod-
fed Jhandu-Da to a small art
and he said, beggingly, “Then
pleasc, past il to London. I'N
get 1t cleared there.”

But surprisingly, he would
not do that either. We all tricd
to make that bull understand
that Jhandu-Da's proposal was
quite reasonable as well as lc-

gal. Bul thc customs-officer

acted as if he did not under-
stand any ol the languages ol

the world.

By then, Jhandu-Da was [u-
rious. lle murmured to him-
scll, "Okay, I'll open it. Bul you
arc nol going anywhcre with-
oul swallowing it.” Then, iIn
English, he said, "But you will
have o laste It.”

The devil immediately,
took out the can-opener [rom
his counter. Jhandu-Da, taking
the can-opener in his hand,
said again, "I'm saying it again,
you'll have o taste the sweels

yoursell.”
The custom-offlicer gave

him a crooked smile like Lhe
smile one gives with chapped
Hps in winter dryness. Jhandu-
Da opened the can.

Whai else could be there? It
was Rasgolla. Without waiting
for a fork, he picked up the
Rasgollas with his fingers and
first distributed them among
the Bengalis. Then to all the
Indians, then to everybody,
that is, French, Germans,
Italtans and Spanish.

The whole custom-house
was cnjoying Rasgolla then.
There were Rasgollas all over.
Everybody of Lthe custom-house
including the polices, the

ards and the clerks, was

them.

llolding his big belly against
the counter, Jhandu-Da, with
juicy Rasgolla in his hand, of-
fered the custom-officer,
"come on, try one,” he sald in

# custom-officer, turning
his neck slightly towards the
back, made a serfous expres-
ston. But Jhandu-Da persisted.
He, leaving forward a little,
said, “You can see thal every-
one is having it. Taste it, what
the siall =7"

The custom-officer moved
his neck even backward. He
was a rude and stone-hearted
man. He did nol even say

‘sorry’ lor once,

All of a sudden, Jhandu-Da
pushdlun-dfbmrdm
the counter and Lhe
custom-officer by the collar
with his left hand and
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Long long ago, there lived a
simpleton whose name was
Shaikh Chilli. Because of his
stupid but innocent actions, he
was popular among his friends.
They enjoyed his company.

One day, the village zamin-
dar (landlord) sent for him.
This landlord was well-known
for his dishonesty. He asked
Shaikh Chilli to count all the

houses in the village. He.

promised to pay him at the
rate of twenty paisas per
house.

Poor Shaikh Chilli worked
hard for many hours, walking
through the streets and lancs.
By evening he had given the
total number of houses to the
zamindar and received pay-
ment.

Later, some of Shaikh
Chilli's [riends came to know
of it. They came to him.

A [riend said, “You fool, you
should have talked to us before
agreeing to work for the
zamindar. Don't you know he is
very dishonest?”

"I am sure he has cheated
you,” another friend said, shak-
ing his head sadly.

*"Oh, no. This time he

Tale from '‘Laughing Together’

Shaikh Chilli

didn't.” Shaikh Chilli
confidently.

"Didn’t cheat? How do you
know?" Yet another [riend

"| know because this time |
cheated him!" Shaikh Chilli
replied, looking very plecased
with himself. Surprised, his

replied

]
e

friends asked, "What do you
mean?”
"I mean | cleverly gave him
a smaller number,” came the
Emud reply. "In fact, | gave
im hall the number ol houses
which | had actually counted!”

— Asian Cultural Centre
fJor UNESCO (ACCU)

"The Rasgolla'

by Sayed Mujtaba Ali

smashed a Ras an his nose
with his right hand. With that,
in a husky voice, he said,
"won't you have {t, moncy?
Your fore-father fourteen gen-
cration will have it. What do
you think ol yoursell? | told
you sevcral times nol to open
the can. It will all be spoill. You
didn’t listen to me.” -

By that time, the whole
custom-house was in a terriblc
chaos. There were screaming
and shoulting all over the place,
and why shouldn’t there be? It
was an abselute illegal dcced.
Every now and then, pcople
get imprisoned for doing such
things.

Five of us were trying |
pull Jhandu-Da down from (lw
counder, but he was continu
ously raising his voice 1o thc

top, "won't you have it? Oh my
dear, you'll have to. "The cus-
tom-officer was trying to call
the police in a faint voice. Bul
where were they? All the ser-
vants including police, guards,
orderlies and clerks had com-
pletely disappeared. What a
surprisc! Was it magic?

By then, we, somchow,
managed to pull Jhandu-Da
down from the counter. When
the customs officer attempied
to wipe the smashed Rasgolla
off from his nose, he cried,
"No, nol Don't wipe it. Keep it.

It will be your evidence in the

eourt,”

Somcone tried to give

. Jhandu-Da some good advice

by saying that he should lcave
the place before the police ar-
rived. "No!” he said, "see Lhal

-
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man is calling someone. Let his
boss come.”

Within three minutes the
higher-official was there, push-
ing his way through the
crowds. Jhandu-Da came be-
forc him and satd, "Signore.
before you procecd for your in
vestigation, pleasc, lLaste one ol
these delicious sweets™ And
saying so Jhandu-Da pul one In
his own month and distributed
some more among all of us.

The Capu pult onc in his
mouth and slood there si
lently, with his ecyes closed for
a fcw moments. Then he put
forward his hand for another

onc and then for anolher,

But the can was completely
emply by then. The customs
officer tried to lodge his com
plaint to his boss. The Capo
said, "well, its quite okay thal
you have opened the cagn
Otherwise, we couldn’'t have
cnjoyed L." Turming towards
us, he said, "why are you stand-
ing here? Come on, bring =

sonw morec.” As we slipped out
from there. we heard him say,
"I must say, you're a first-class
idiot. You're opcned the can.
but didn't taste such dclicious
sweels, Impossiblel”

| sang in joy,

"Oh dear juicy balls, how

could you be so sweel?
Forgetting their casts and
races, the whole Italy has

fallcn at your feet.”

Translated by
Sanjana Rahman

THink!?

Elaborat¢ on the lollowing
ideas and mail your picce, ad-
dressing it to the editor, The
Rising Star’. The best work
will be printed on the young
peoples page. So give it atry .
(1) The weather was hot and

(2)

swoltering, lwas.

As | entered the kitchen
| found it was in total
disarray. It struck, that
some body had broken
in

Ile had hurt his knee,
but was adamant to play
in order to make his side
win

The clock struck twelve
when | had hardly an-
swered the first question
of my history exam.

(3]

(4)

and send it to us, and you will be a member

of the Rising Star Club. Send in your writings illustrations,
and cartoons. It is an ideal opportunity to express yourself

through the print media.
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