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As | open my photo album.
two pictures, one old. one
new, appcar before my cycs.
The background of the old one
shows a simple. large and
guict courtyard. A grape trellis
is visible, as are pots of flow-
ers. It seems peacelul. The
new one's background shows
some fine factory buildings and
towering chimneys, all neat
and imposing.

The old photo was taken
when | was very small. The lit-
-tle courtyard was in fact my
home.

My home was in a small
town in the Yangtze Valley.
Rega the scenery. it was
typical of the area south ol the
river. ‘A impid stream mean-
dered quietly from far away
through the centre of the
town, washing away all the
dust and then silently flowing
on. Flanking the stream were
neal, small courtyards around
which grew flowers. tufts of
grass and high trees, a par-
adise for birds and singing ci-
cadas. The | ce of flow-
ers. the chirping of birds and

the clear water added
mum to this quiet little
town.

My home, situated in a
corner of the town. was par-
ticularly tranquil. In our court-

., grapes climbed the Lrel-
. under which stood rows of
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potted plants and flowers. The
sweet smell of the flowers and
the refreshing grapes made
one intoxicated; emerald

apes and pink roses de-
ighted one's eyes. In the
eveni sometimes. | would
sit close to my father and lis-
ten to-his fascinating stories.
How we enjoyed ourselves! |
took all this for granted and
had never considered what it
would mean to me and to all
the people living in the little
town if it should one day dis-
appcar.

The new photo was taken
when | was a boy. The factory
building seen in it was erecled
right on the spot of my old

Several years ago. when |
was no longer a naughty boy
but a youth beginning to un-
derstand the world, the roar
from the huge machines of the
modern industry broke the si-
lence of our.small town. As tall
factory buildings and a forest of
chimneys appeared. our little
town. which was so small that
it was not even marked on a
map drawn on a scale of ten
thousand to one, became well
known for its huge iron and
steel works.

| observed all those changes
with curiosity. When we moved
into our new living quaricrs,
we [elt feluctant to leave our

little courtyard. Bul as soon as
I saw the new buildings | was
delighted. In comparison with
those courtyards in the small
town, the rows ol apartment
buildings looked more impos-
ing. | went to the balcony and
looked out at the old town
which had changed beyond
recognition. The low houscs
had been pulled down and ncw
factories were being erected
one after another. Instead of
tall trees were towering chim-
neys which made one dizzy to
look at. The kitchen smoke of
the town appeared fine and
weak compared with the
belching dark smoke from fac-
tory chimneys. The chirping of
the birds was drowned by the
roar of the machinery. The
slow flow of the stream could
never match the boiling
molten steel. Those changes
excited and inspired me.

The machines roared,
chimneys emitted smoke, and
the factorics turned out their

" products. But thcy also pro-

duced wasic, which brought
worry and uncasiness to the
people ltving around. Flowers
and grass were polluted, the
stream water was no longer
clear. The [ragrance ol blos-
soms was diluted by smoke:
birds' chirping was drowned
by noise. Every houschold was
enveloped in dust an smoke.

THE BIG CATCH

IMMY was a mugger. You

could call it his profess-
| fon. A black boy ratsed in
the ive neighbourhood
of by an alcholic father
who was often violent. he had
lcarnt one thing: wasn't

everything — it was only
thing.

And never been
wmught the value of hard-carned
moncy as he grew up in a
stireet habituated mostly by
hardened criminals. he
learned to make a living the
easy way .

He was just 19 years old

and a master in his
trade. As he sal on his
haunches a wall on the

dark New York niﬁut. wait
for a victim hopelully

with cash to come his way. He
stroked the glistening blade of
his knife against his |l ather

by Sagheer Bin Faiz

glove. The job often required
patience. though the patience
was usually rewarding. Jimmy
heard fooetfalls round the
corner and stood up. ready for
action. Just as the passerby
rounded the corner, he
grabbed him by the collar of
his shirt and slammed him
against the wall, brandishing
the weapon.

“Your money or your lfe”
he snaried.

lie gave his victim a critical
go-over. The man was in casual
wear, with a rucksack slung
over one shoulder. Jimmy

pulied it off his back.

Before he had time to ask
the man what cise he had, he
heard the all wo familiar sound
of a police siren and saw e
beam of headlights round the

The irony of
the seasons

By Shaila

Anwar

The is over the night
As d falls over the trees.
All lay the ficlds of rice
A sets on the scas
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corner. He ran off into the
darkness along with the ruck-

sack. The police never even
saw him.

Jimmy was in his pigsty of
an apartment., halfl an hour
later. He sat on his bed. look-
ing eagerly at the rucksack. He
reminded himsell not to get
his hopes up to high: after all
how much could that guy carry
around In a rucksack anyway?

He went over to the fridge 1o
get himselfl a can of beer and
then came back to the ruck
sack. He unzipped it and was
forced to draw his breath. His
jaw dropped and so did the
can of beer from his hand. He
couldn’t belleve his eyes. as he
upturncd the rucksack to let
all of i1ta contents fall on the
bed.

Again, he sucked In his
breath what had fallen oul of
the rucksack and now lay on
his bed were 20 Stacks of ten
50 dollar bills?

|ic never bothered 10 won-
der what kind of fool would
carry 10,000 dollars in a ruck-
sack. at night. in New York

city.

His mind was 00 abuss
with s0 many possibilities. so
many open doors. He couldn'i
gct the prospect of a new
apartment, possibly a pent-
house, out of his nlnrHr

would get a sportscar to go
with it

A whoie new wardrobe
to make him look like one ol
thosc posh Wall Street bookers
worlld be nice too. He could
run his own operation In
sumecthing more profitable

than mugging
ite hard

in th:' evening,
switched on the TV out of

¢

The six o'clock news was
on and Jimmy, the |19 year old
received his second

L]

It Mean to Me ?

Smoke and dust made my
ailing father even more cmaci-
ated. Loud noises irritated and
depressed him. He coughed
more and more, and | never
again heard the clear voice in
which he used to tell me sto-
ries. | mysell could not get
used to all these changes. |
wondered, il we did nothing
about this smoke, dust and
noise, what would happen to
me. to the people and our pos-

terity. .
Guazing at the dark smwke in

the sky, | remembered the tale
of a fisherman in The Arabian
Nights that my father had told
me. A strange idea occurred 10
me. Those chimneys looked
just like the magic bottlc
mentioned in the tale could
subdue the monster. | would
make the monster hand over
the fortune it has hidden so as
to benefit the people. Then, |
would®lake a new photo of the
same spot. In the new picture,
the fine factory buildings arc
sct against coloured clouds:
light smoke flows from tower-
ing chimneys. Green trees and
grass add morc beauty to the
factortes. Thick foliage dulls
noise. Lawns absorb the dust.
There is fragrance in the air:
the birds sing in the green
trees. An environment like this
is surely better and more
beautiful than the one | saw as
a small child.

Drug addiction
and our society

— Shejuti Amin Khan

RUG addiction s o1 of
the greatest socinl me-

nace both in developing rcsull children get involved
and dcveloped countries of the with companions who are drug’
world. It is ncedicss to emp-  addicts,
hasisc thal drug abusc can ruin Another problem in our

a person not only physically
and mentally but also onc's

fami . fal
ity T

In our many of the
young boys and girls arc cursed
with this monsirous habit.
Once an innocenl victim who
is unaware of this basic fact,
gels hooked o this hard drug,
it beconws cxtremcly difficult
o knve the habit on his own.

drug

lems

socicly
young puuple see others taking

alter taking this
thing they fecl
themsclves for their bravery
but they don't know, how il
pushes them nearer wo death

to give Lh¢ nueeded atlention
and carc o their children. As a

is somelimes

Lthat,

and just oul ol curiosity

they want to try it themsclves.
For a while
drug they feel that all

aller laking
prob-
can be solved by it and
poisonous
proud of

griaclually.

Some young boys and girls take

So woe musl save our socicly

drugs for the fun of it or oul of and young people who arc the
frustration. In sonw cases it futurce of country. We want
has been found that, working a drug free socicly, say "No lo
parcnis are nol in a position drugs.
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We are o anoun: e
that many of you have sent in
correct answers for November
20th's Quiz Club. And the hucky

winner aflter our lo is Md
!.n-.-hl-gud-rol‘;rnmh.
Congratulations! You will be

receiving your prize very soon. @ 4.
The answers (o November
20th's Quiz-Club are : &b

1. 30th , 1948

z Mmr#'ﬂ

3 An outlaw who lived iIn
Sherwood forest e 6

4 Philippines

5. Mamoon Abdul Gayoom

a Robert

7 Ar'nmhu

A Leo Tolstoy

! Lal Roy

10. Baishakh. 1268 Q.7

Beng
VICTORY DAY QUIZ
Q1 Who were the five

leaders of the Student
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the speech in which he
declared. “The struggle
this time s for our
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freedom. the struggle
this time is for owr
independence”™?

On which night did the

the
of

When was
independence
declared?
When was the Peoples
Republic of sh

hrl'lll{
Who the Mukt

Bahini during the War of
Liberation as
commander-in-chiefl?

Who were his chiel of
stall and deputy chiel ol
stall?

three of
during the w.m
Liberation?
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ILLUSIONS . . .

By Naheed Kamal

Sometimes | fecl like a
tourist on carth, | walk down
the street and suddenly s like
a moving posi-card all around
me: "People on earth live in
box-shaped houses 10 keep oul
the 'rain’ and 'sun’' and 'snow’,
with holes cul in the sides to
sce out. They move around in
smaller boxes of dilferent
colours, with whecls on them.

They nced this box-culture be-
causc cach person thinks he or
she is locked in a box called a
‘body’; thcy have cyes lo sce
and cars lo listen with, they
spcak bul nobody lisicns and
they do bul nobody sccs, be-
cause their ‘souls’ are turned
out. Odd little green planct”.

This carth of ours is [ull of
ups and downs, left and right,

full circles and squarcs.
There's much for us yet to
know and lcarn, the good with
the bad, the ugly and the beau-
tiful. There arc precious mo-
menits lo trcasure and bad
lmes o try and forgel. Yet in-
spitc of all our human aspccts
wr arc aulomated; we have all
but forgoticn how to "Hve ke,
We think oo much and o
deep for cverything and in the
process we forget lo cxperi-
cnee, o fecl

The best way lo pay for
lovely moment is simply lo
enjoy it. Even when we dream
our Lthoughts arc restrained.

The wind howled through
| the dark empty streets. | had
placed a bet with my friends
that 1 would be able to visit the
old Frederick Manor which
was s haunted by the
ghost of its last owner, Sir
Frederick V. As | had no belief
whatsoever on ghosts or any-
thing related to them. my
| adamant attitude took
me through an ordeal which |

| thought would be a piece of

cake. However, the day before
| had planned to spend the
night at the manor, | gathered
all the information [ could
about the manor and of course,

Sir Frederick V. | learned that
J approximately a hundred and
filty years ago, this manor, a
veritable then, was in-
herited by Sir Frederick V
after his father had committed
sujcide due to reasons un-
known to everyone, Sir
Frederick's family was a noble
and rich one. They never h:i

ot

problems common to
people. They were a class
completely to themselves.
Therefore the news of a sui-
cide in such a family was a
shock to everyone, especially
to Sir Frederick. He spent the
nexl forty-five years alone in
that mansion until onc calm
evening a tremendous shout
for help was heard from inside
the manor. As peoplc went to
investigate they found Sir
Frederick's body lying dead on
the floor of his room.

After the mysterious death
of Sir Frederick V there were
constant stories from people
about sightings of Sir
Frederick himsell roaming
around his manor. It was from
then onwards that Frederick
Manor carried the reputation
of being haunted and not a sin-
ge soul dared to move into the
mansion, though there were a
few certain brave ones ltke me

of the Rising
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path and came up to the

r. The wind suddenly came
up and the door wly
creaked open. As | entered the

manor, | found myself in a

large dark hall. Thick cobwebs
covered every corner of the
hall. As my eyes adjusted to the
darkness, | looked around with
great eagerness. The [first
thing my eyes fell on was the
spiral staircase leading to the
first floor. The adept wood-
work on it fascinated me.
There were just two other
doors on either side of the
staircase. | decided to explore
the ground floor first.

| chose one of the twu
doors and found mysell in what
scemed to be a family roem. It
was partly empty but there
were still some pieces of old
furniture lying around. The was
a fire-place in one corner of
the room and an empty book-
shell in the other. | left this
room and went to the other.
This room was totally empty so
I did not bother to look
around. This room was also
much smaller than the former
room.
| was back in the entrance
hall when | suddenly noticed
riraits of various people.
ung on the wall all around. |
had not noticed these when |
first entered the room. | felt
funny about the fact but tfen |
thought it was probably my
cyes that failed to notice them
although that was quite un-
likely unless | was blind. |

Star Club. Send in your
and cartoons. It is an ideal opportunity to express yourself
through the print media.

Our drcams arc shaticred by

pelly compromiscs. We are
afraid and this fear koeeps our

minds bound up in chalis and
armours of steel.

There's much for us o sec,
yel we never allow ourselves o
be lotally enchanted with any-
thing. What *cver enchants us,
also guidces and prolects.
Passionalcly obsecssed with
anything we love — airplas,
butterflics, cals, dogs, Nowers
or sailboals — an avalunche of
magic is created, it Nallens Lthe
path ahcad of us, lewls rulcs,
rcasons, disscnls and boars us
with it over chasms, fears and
doubts. The choiee 10 be car-
ricd away is our own. The path
opens up lo us and i is for us
lo choose which way Lo go.
Withoul Lhis love and ils powur
we are like boats on a calim
sca, right before the storm

bruaks. We live with the fllu-
sion that the deadly calm will
last forever . . . when the storm
docs break we expericnce lotal
bliss . . . excitcment. Like a
surfcr resling on a board, all at
once somc monsicr cncrgy
wells up, grabs you withoul
asking il you arc rcady, spray
Mics all over, you arc caught on
lo Lhis massive, deep power,
the wind pulling a smile
around you mouth. Chauging a-
mile-a-minute you can forget
that if you arc not Llerribly
skilllul, the ncxt surprisc is
often called a WIPE OUT |

No Going Back

scemed brand new. My heart
jumped to my mouth as | saw

burning logs in the fire-place!
The hair at the back of my

neck stood up as | saw the re-
flection of an old man on the
mirror smiling at me. | im-
mediately turned back and all
my fretful eyes met with was
the empty wall. By now | was
panic-stricken and | did not
hesitale once 1o turn back and
look as | rushed downstairs,
with the steps beneath me
creaking mr making ecerie
sounds. | ran as fast as | could
out of the manor and realized
that what | had done had no
depth and magnitude and only
a foolish person would do such
a thing. As | left the neigh-
bourhood of the manor, still
running, | promised myself
there would be no going back.

WHERE EAGLES
DARE

By Mehrin Ahmed

| want lo go where moun-
tains high,

Lovingly embrace the sky.

The gliticring snow or their

peaks,

Hide bubbling brooks and
mountain creeks;

To scarch for myths and old
folk lore;

To go to sea and not stay
ashore;

Uncover (treasure
Solomon’'s Mine,

Sce! Lthe rubles sparklc and
the diamonds.

shing:

Explore jungles dense and
deep,
This wandcrlust haunts my

l[rom

" .
To fight with lons, tigers,
bears,

Brave my life in slimy

To sail in scas wracked with
galcs,

Hunl
whales.

To bring a new day bright
and fair:

To twotally go where eagles
dare.

sharks, secals and |




