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The sun was still a raw ball
of fire In the eastern horizon
when we groped our way out ol
doors. It was a Indian
July day: still hot and humid. A
picture of green hills, misty

mornings and tall pines rose in

w mind. This was go-
iﬂ:i lo my first visil to
Mirik, indeed to any hill sta-
tion, and needless to say, | was
excited. The hot fumes [rom
the awakening car broke my
day dream and | was pulled
into an already crowded car.
So began our four hour journey
from the heart of Bihar to the
outskirts of Bengal.
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untains of Mirik

by Sabah Moyeen

corn and mustard. It would
have been a perfect drive, had
the road in some sirceiches not
resembled the surface of the
moon. Al some places, we
were forced lo unload in order
to let the car pass over Lhe pits
and humps, while we pro-
sed on foot and hilch-
on trucks for a distance
of about 6 kilometlres. Come to
think of it, it was all part of the
fun.

After several hours, we
stopped at Purnea for re-
freshments. Hencelorth, the
Bengali lettering on walls and
hoardings lenl an air of famil- -

Mirik was 5000 fect up into
the hills. The road up was
steep and winding, and it grew
foggicr by the minute. We un-
consciously pulled out
swcalers and shawls, gazing
out of the window spellbound,
as we [lew higher and higher
into the ethereal world  of
clouds and waterfalls. It was
close to sunset, and the white
ghost enveloped us. We had
been foolish enough to venture
into the hills without fog
lights, and we paid for it
through worry and apprehen-
sion. However, in another 45
minules we approached our
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Boating on the lake at Mirik; a hill-station as yet unfrequented by the hordes of tourists that

invade other resorts, Mirik retains a lyrical and pristine charm.

The city of Patna slept as
our way Lhrough ils
the tinkling bells
the numerous temples its

-hallaby. A few early risers were

at wayside tea
flowed

serene

saflron

me in its walers joined

hrﬂﬂkmhdmn\'IIﬂl
prayers. The city was

left behind and various small

townships whizzed past. There

is something so quaint and

similar about these towns: the

dried dung, crowds ol slecpy
schoolchildren, women with
long gaily coloured veils and

clay pitchers, shoppers, cy-
clists, and local people

grouped around a single news-

jarity. Continuing our journey,
we devialed [rom the highway
and went through the village of
Ararhia. The scenery and peo-
ple were both varied; Lhere
were lush spols and dry spots,
there were [ishermen, farm-
ers, peasants, craltsmen,

= * herdsmen. The way up o

Siliguri was a stretch of
straight good road. We would
have picked up speed, but for
the numerous dogs, goals,
cows and shcep roaming the
path at leisure.

Three hours later we found
ourselves in Simultala. The air
had already become clearer
and cooler, but we hardly no-
ticed thal — before us rose a
terrain of dreamy hills, their
vague purple outlines pecping
timidly through the curtain of
flaky clouds. Round the bend, a
vast streich of tea ns ap-
pearcd, a level carpet of densc
green, guarded by tall sentincl
trees, amidst the backdrop ol
the immutable hills.

Time Off

I
;
:

il
;m
lii

¢}

1

!l}
i&
l!!:ligf

L
}!i}
filis

i
!
!

¥
K
§
%
¥
;

:
i
]
:
i

;
i

1
:

;

¥

:
|
1

|
5

i
i
4

il
:
|

!}E.
:
:

EFis
i

lht

itg !
x

correct. "The yolk of an egg
arc white” or "the yolk do an
egg is white 7° Almost cer-
tainly you will be told that ‘the
yolk of an cgg is white' is cor-
rect, whercupon you point out
that the yolk of an egg is ycl-
low.

Another wheeze is to an-
nounce that you can sing un-
derwater. When challenged you
mercly sing the words ‘under
water to a popular tune.

You can be sure of getting a
laugh at your party with this
trick. Take an ordinary object,
such as a book or a newspaper,
and announce to a guest that
you will place #t in full view of
everyone clse, but that you will
hypnotise him so that he will
not be able to see it. Then,
having made a few suitable
passes in front of his face, you

simply place the object on his
head

Iin that position of
course, everyone will be able to
see it but the person

undecrneath. Make sure there
are no mirrors around, though,
or the tables will be turned on

you
You can bet your bottom

dollar you can catch a pal out
with this gag Say te him,
There's only one way of mak-
money . And when he says.

's that then? as he cer-

tainly will, your swift reply is,
1 thought you wouldn't know

.Mlﬂ.lifhtc.lﬂ'l'ﬂlt
fifty miles under the sea’ in
four words. When he admits
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destination in salely.

The village drew up before
the tourist area. It was right
oul of a fairy lale. Colourful
wooden houses appeared in.
the beam of powerful head-

lights.

A few persistent hag-
glers tricd the patience of
dreary-eyed shop keepers; old
wives rocked children to slecp
by windows and exchanged the
day's gossip across the narrow
strects: idlers perched on
doorsleps and driflted away Lo
the sound of a distant flute
playing. The aroma of food was
still heavy in the air. The
tourist lodge was set apart
from the village. It was hard to
decipher much in the dark,
exccpt the bushy outline of
bordering forests all dressed
in a uniform of silver grey
moonlight.

The youtl hostel was noth-
ing fancy, but nevertheless,
clean, fresh and inviling.

o

However, we preferred to rent
a collage down the slope of the

hill. It was charming. We had'
three bedrooms along with
dressing rooms, .a spacious
dining-cum-drawing room, a
store and a small terrace. Now
for dinner. Many diflerent
restaurants were presenl pro-
viding various types of food.
They were small and unpre-
tentious. But Lhe lood was good
and wholesome. Thal night we
slept soundly wrapped in dou-
ble blankets in the noiseless
air conditioning,

The sunlight worked like
magic on the landscape. A
hundred dilferent shades of
greén appeared. The lake
danced in a confusion of vi-
brant colours. Psychedelic
wooden paddle boats drifted
on its tranquil heart. The for-
est rose majestically high and
dense. Narrow paths winded
into the cluster of small shed-
like shops, restaurants, work-
shops and pharmacies. The
summit of the highest hill now
looked emply, now appearcd
topped with a group uF slalely
chateaus as clouds passed to
and fro. .

We made our way to the vil-
lage market toward alternoon.
It was surprising to find such a
lot of foreign stull available:
tboth brushes, soap, clothing,
sandals — everything appar-
ently smuggled from Nepal.

The shopkecpers were
friendly and the people
warm.They easily take tao
sirangers and vice versa. By
the time the day was over,
most ol the village knew us by
sight and by name. We also vis-
ited the chateaus and a large
Buddhist temple, garishly dec-
orated, painted in red and

gold.

The driver around the
arca was pleasurable and fulfill-
ing. Coming back (o our tourist
spot, we went horse-riding
and boating. My uncle's clabo-
rale camera and his fancy tac-
tics of taking pictures pul
many under the impression
that we were shooting for a
movie.

Rambling through the
woods, one can not help but
remember the poet's words:
The woods are lovely dark and
deep, but | have promises 1o
keep.” There was so much
freedom in the air, you could
not blame your imagination for
wandering away amidst Lhe
trces like a stealthy ell. One
just sits and walches over-

whelmed with joy and a sense
of complete satiety.

How Much does the
Earth Weigh 77?

Owing to the fact that the
carth is suspended in space,
“weighing” it to us would seem
an impossible task. Actually,
when we do speak of the
weight of the earth, we mean
the amount of matter that it
consists of or in other words
it's ‘mass’.

Through intensive research,
scientists have found the earth
mass to be 6,600 trillion tons
or in numerical form,
6,600,000,000,000,000,000,0

00 tons (whew [). It is quite.

natural all of you will be
how scientists find out the
earths mass to be this.

To do this, scientists used
the principle based on the fact
that any two objects attract
each other. This is what the
force of gravity depends on
two objects are at-
by a force depending
on their mass and their dis-
tance apart. The bigger the ob-
jects, the greater the foree
that pulls together. The
farther apart they are, the
smaller the force.

To measure the actual

weight of the earth, the follow-
ing is done: A small weight is
sus from a string. The

exact position of that tis
measured. Now a tonne of lead

is brought near the hanging

weight.
There is an attraction

between the weight and the
lead, and this causes: the
weight to be pulled less than
0.00002mm out/of line, and so
it is

quite obvious that the

earth. They have measured the
power of the one tonne lead's
attraction on the suspended
weight and also the power of
the Earth's attraction on the
weight.

The relative difference

- can be calculated and tells

them the mass of the Earth.

Contributed by Farshed
Mahmud

RISING STARS

My desk is beside a win-
dow, and often birds come and
sit on the window sill as |
study. One of spends 6
months in the \villages of

h, and the other 8
months in the . He is a
chatterbox, and ‘tells me ev-
erything he sees. One year, he
returned to the city after only
one month away.

"What happened?” | asked.

He then told me this story.
In the village that he had gone
to, a certain {armer was richer
than everyone clse. As a result,
everyone was jcalous of him
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The Happy Village: A Fable

By Sumaira Azim

and hated him. But they were
all vain and would not help one
another. The man would '
not let the rich farmer cross
the river in his boat; the rich
farmer would not sell his rice
to his fellow villagers: the
shop-keepgr would cheat his
cusiomers, and so on. Soon,

the was a very unhappy
place. people were mean,
and starving.

"l did not want to sing for
them,” the bird finished,” so |
left”.

The next year he came back

too.
"Oh on,” | exclaimed, "not
another mean village.”
"Quite the contrary”, stated

the robin. He had e back to
had falien off the branch

of the tree he was sitting on
with astonishment. The village
had changed. What had hap-

ed was this: the people had

n into such a bad state that
they had been forced to help
one another. Slowly, they had
realized that it is much nicer
being kind than mean and
much more profitable too. The

e —————

ferryman, the rich farmer, the
shopkeeper and all the others

. were all best friends now. The

village was flourishing and
happy. "So,” the robin ended,

"l have decided that I will stay
there forever. | am old now,
and cannot take all this flying
around. | just came to say
farewell.”

| petted him for the last
time and he flew off. However
happy that village was, | am
sure it is much happier with

him singing there.

ONE OF THE CROWD

Zaki Omar

O be caught up in the

excitement of other

people is an unbelievable
experience. | was in the
middle of an ecstatic crowd
once. It all happened on
December 4 last year when a
few of my friends and I, bored
with twe months of .
decided to go and see what
was in the ‘city. A
hartal had been called till 2:00
pm and would be followed by
ublic meetings. .
d Living in the outskirts | had
been out of touch with
the heart of the city where the
movement t Ershad was

y

asked me if I would like to
accompany him to the Press
Chub ‘where all the action goes
on' as he said, | accepted,
more out of boredom than
interest.

No cars could be taken
because of the hartal: so we

had to take five rickshaws. |
had never really enjoyed a
rickshaw ride before because
of the it that a mad bus
driver might be heading

straight for me. But [ had
nothing to wo about that

day, despite the fiye-mile
dis tancié &m It aivd
the Press Chub. There were no
swift-moving lines of rick-
mﬁ;& headed towards the
vity. i above people,
hundreds of people, carrying
banners,, shouting slogans,
moving with one accord in the
same tion.

I had never seen such a
multitude of people before as |
did that day. There must have
been a couple of hundred
thousand people there. Not all

supporting the same parties.

‘But all su the fall of an
autocratic t. To tell
you the truth, if Ershad had
seen what these people

in my new dress. The party
was scheduled at 7:30. Quick,
have to get my hair done. |
glanced at my English and
Maths assignments staring me
in the face. Should 1 skip the
fancy hairdo 7 Nah...the
homework can wait.

I want outside to find the
garage empty. My father had
taken the blue car and the
other one had gone for repairs.
Aaa | T threw one of my
usual tantrums and started off
on foot.

As | was accustomed to hav-
ing a chauffeur take me around
anywhere | desired, [ did not
know the streets well. 1 kept
cursing my fate for not having
a car when | most needed it |
ended up in an alley. There
were a number of shacks knit-
ted closely together, with

about twenty people living in

each. A baby was crying some-
where. Elsewhere | heard a
man shouting and a woman
hollering relen as il she
was being beaten. re was a
foul smell comi from the
pile of refuse. Itedﬂ mtgl:i
this place. | wanted to go

to my air-conditioned bedroom
where | could lie on my soft

Golden Lion Tamarin

These liny mon
forest ol Brazil's sou

once flourished in the coastal
Rio de Janeiro stale. Bul by

the 1960s deforestation and caplure-for-sale had
winnowed the population to fewer than 900. To
prevent exiinction, US and European zoos launched a

breeding program in 1972. In the past eight years, 90

of the 550 zoo-bred

primales have been released at a

large wildlife reserve In Rio de Janeiro state, where
most are doing well—and reproducing with wild golden
lion lamarins.
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SHIULI WAS
HER NAME

bed.

A girl who seemed about my
age came up to me. Her hair
was matted and her sari
looked lie one of the rage my
bua uses to wipe the kitchen
floor. Besides she had an over-
whelming body odour. My
nose twitched. Yet underneath
all the filth she had a certain
something. She was beautiful

in every way.

Shiuli was her name. My
normal reaction would have
been to shoo her away and run
for a rickshaw. But, somchow,
something kept me back. I
wanted to speak to Shiuli. He

had amazingly expressive eyes.

There seemed to be a lifetime
of pain and misery hidden be-
hind them.

Shiuli told me her nlmzé
Her father had died when s

was young and her mother had
remarried. Until then they
were happy. The step-father
unfortunately was the stereo-
typical dru . He beat her
and haydly ever gave her any-
thing to eat. Unable to bear the
tension at home, Shiuli ran
away. A nice policeman gave
her plastic bags to sell. Apart
from the income she earned
from that, she begged. Another
time she met a not-so-nice po-
lice man who abused her. Any-
way, she ended up in the
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. On a eart eame a

thought of him, | am sure he
would have cried. He would

have n::;reo burning his
is not that bad you but

say,
what if | were to tell you that

.there were garlands of dead

rats hung around the neck?

There was one sight [ will
never forget. At first | could
not understand what it was,
but when [ did | had to laugh.
| female

1in dressed up in a
sari. A lot of make-up had been
applied to make the excess
obvious. There was a sign
around her neck but it was too
far for me to read. Two men
stood on either side of the
mannequin, each holding a
sandal in their hands. Each
man took turns slapping the
cheek facing him. The men
coordinated their actions so
well that one sandal was always
slapping the face. As the cart
neared, | noticed the sign

around the neck: 'FAST LADY'".
This, to me, was the ultimate
humiliation.

Up te this point we had all '
been as one body of
I realised

streaming in different
directions and that the once
massive body was breaking up
into small groups, heading

and some to Gulab Shah Mazar
to hear Khaleda Zia. '
PR o vl g o
: t1 the
leaders understood that the
unity of the people had been
E“F“ﬁ?“?iﬁ??%g
e love e r
politics, huttzeenuse they
wanted the same : the
downfall of Ershad, the
restoration and tion of
the rights of the people of
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The club is pleased to announce that ‘answers are
beginning to arrive. Il you want to be among our next winners
don't hesitate | Pick up a pencil right now and start jotting

down the answers to these questions. Some mi

ght be as plain

as can be, but some might take a little searching through the

encyclopedia or dictionary. And if

you send in the answers by

next Friday, your name might be picked out from all others to

win a copy of
and address | Write now to :

Quiz No 3
What is Banglade

by whom ?
America ?7

windmills.
Which famous composer

for literature?

aviation 7
Whose daughter is singe

©® N Pm » @ P-

telephone ?
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What were the names of

your [avorite book. Don't forget to put your name

Editor. Rising Stars

The Daily Star

28/ 1 Toynbee Circular Road
Dhalkea- 1000

sh's national flower ? .
In which year was Mary, Queen of Scots, beheaded, and

What were the last two states to join the United States of
Name a Spanish literature character who charged at

was deafl ?
What year did Rabindranath Tagore win the Nobel Prize

the two first brothers of

r Ferdousi Rahman 7
What were the first words to the spoken on the

What colours did Biman have before green and red 7

(Answers in .t“ weeks)

Answers to Quiz No.1 (16.8.91)

Sophocles
Louis Kahn
Jeremy Irons
Cyril Radcliffe
Neil Armstrong
Heights

DN WDN -

Refugees
Chloroplasts
0. World War |
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Public address system
United Nations High. Commissioner for

THE LIFE OF A FIRE
) by Munazah Alam

With a sudden

| burst intwo life

And shatier the with a crackling sound.

|1 slice the air like a

No rope nor ties can keep me bound.

Destruction is written on my every flare:
| consume all those on my path.
A burning smell greets the air
As | rear over the landscape in fury and wrath.

With the wind reining an
| dance all the way
and

me on

rising and
forests | slay

Swirling and
Laughing and
Filling Nature's
The

‘ | change my
and

But alas, that is followed by a

every moment

“Hlnrmi.

roar announces my victory:

sky.

crackling flames become smaller and smaller,
muhew.uﬁ.ﬂlh




