MYSTERY AT MANDRAKE MANSION

Shivers down your spine!
This week we begin a
serialised story ubout a
mansion with a differ-
ence

“You know whalt,” | said,
"that idea of yours was terrific,
A picnic will be great funl”

| was specaking lto my

fricnds, Chris Calvert, and
Jean and Diane, the Wykoll

%

Chris and | were in the
same school and | was spend-
ing the summer with her in
her home-town, Marlow. She
had invited me over and my
parcnts had not put forward
oy
small town of Marlow enjoying
myscll tremendously. A few
days aftcr our arrival Chris’

foot five, had

r and green in
to her own cgcr;wn

{
Ee

:
:

we got to know onc
we got on like a house
. Chris' [athcr was (and
detective and she too,
help of the twins, had
he law scveral times.

long they had told me
all the mystcrics they had
solved. Listening to them | se-
cretly began to wish that
somcthing would crop up
while | was there.

So there | was, lying in the
sun with the other three,
drinking lemonade and mak-

plans for the ic the
next day. We had to
explore the grounds of
Mandrake Mansion., now an
emply place, but onec which
had once helped many
cscapc o the North

the Civil War.

"How far 1is 1t

Marlow?" | inquired.
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"What? Oh, Mandrake. Well
let's sce — abeut forty miles.”
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“Sure.,” answcred Diane.
"What a pity the mansion is
rivale properly or we could
we explored too. I'd love
to have a look at those hidcy-
holes they used for the
Underground Raflway.”
| agreed with her. “Yes, that
would have been [un.”

Jean gol up and turned 1o
her twin., "Come on DI we'd
better get moving: the gro-
cerics arc waitling to be bought
and | sUll haven't wrillen (o
Mum and dad. 'Byc you lwo,
Sce, you lomorrow,”

Groaning, Dianc gol to her
feet. “lleck, | haven't writicn
either, and there won't be any
time tomorrow,” and lurning
to us, she added, "Bye, scc
.'!“'-m ncxt day Chris and |
got up carly and hclped Mrs.
Jameson, Lhe Calvert's housc-
keeper, 1o prepare our picnic
lunch. Mrs. Jameson had been
with the Calverts since Chris
was Lthirteen when her parenis
had divorced.

Al ten we picked up Dianc
and Jean and starled for
Mandrakc Mansion in Chris’
yellow Toyota. Chris was driv-
ing as shc was Lhe only onc
among us who was old cnough
to have a license. Aller an
hours’ challing and laughing
we reached Mandrake, Chris
paskcd the car under some
walnuls and we gol outl and
stretchoed our legs.

"Wow, 1l surc is dark in
here,” remarked Chris. “1'd
heard that the grounds were
more ke a wood now, bul |
didn't think 1t would be this
densc.”

It was as Chris had said —
dark and densc. All arfund us
were walnut trees which woere
blotting out the sun. Here and
there, there were patches of
grass, and in bclween some-
times, a Nlower or (wo pocpord
oul al us. And it was quict — sn
quict thal the sflence scemed
to be scrcaming al us.

“Let's have an oarly lunch,” |
suggesicd. Then we won'l
have o nhnul coming
back o Ihe car; and we can't
carry the picnic-box if we wanl
to cnjoy ourscives,”

"Good ideal Yes, lket's ent
first — comec on (win, help me
et this oul.”

As the twins carried the box
oul of the ear Chris and |
spread out the rugs. Alicr Lthe
food had Been sct outl we began
o cal.

*Where shall we stan?”

Apathy and Us

What began bad
as a

begins 10 drain you of
energy even though
strenuous work you're

do in this condition
around you blankly

you do would be better off un
done. You're too sick to even
wonder what has happened all
of a sudden e 2

These are sy mploms

a condition called apathy.
When you used 1o see anyone
whose fave word was boring.
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by Judith G.DeCosta

bungrily devours journals to

oiite. Buesume aho werke

almost round the clock her so-

wonders why she did that....

because | to much time

with 1o many k¢ through

my work. that's satisfac-
ex Lhon.

Ms A's hife consisis of a

ife. eh? You'd think a media
person could do Dbelier.

Dinnc askced Chris through a
mouthful of chicken sandwich.

“Here of course: and we'll
work our way through towards
the mansion.”

Helping myscll lo some
cheese | asked,” is there any-
onc living in the mansion al
the moment?”

"Nonc that | know of. Dad
told me ft's emply when |
asked him.”

When we finished we pul
everylhing back into the ear
and becgan 1o walk around.

looking around us as we did.
We had gone someway into the

wond and not onc of us had
spoken since we had leflt the
car. It was as dark as cver and
it scemed as though the si-
lenee was forbidding us to
ircspass Into forcign lerrilory.
Jean tried to make conver-
salton. "Say, Chris,” she began,
"don’t you think this would be
the perfecl place to start
hunting for a ncw myslery?
We..."She didn’t get any further
for just at the moment a blood-
curdling scrcam rang through
the woods! And then silence.

To be continued...

The day 1 got my accop-
tance letter from a US univer-
sily | was suprised o fecl a

I strange sort of numbncss. Aller

all those months of hoping and
praying to go lo the land of
‘Happy Days’, Mac Danalds and
Twinkics Cup Cakes but most
of all to freedom, whatcver
that meant, why wasn't | just
bursting with joy? The thought
of being ‘independent’ just
didn’'t scem so wonderful
anymorc. whal would it it be
like, how would 1 fit in.what if
...« Were questions that kept
me awake at night,

[But as the day of my Might
date drew ncarcr, the

L
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The first thing which
struck me as diflflcrent when |
arrived at leathrow Airport in
lLondon was the structurc of
the houscs lining both sides ol
the roads. They were all of old
English style and Lthey all had
slanting poofs unlikc the mod-
crn  houses back home.
Another thing which struck
me as diffcrent was the barc
and lcalless appearance of the
trees Mning the strecis. | had
cxpecied to sce thick snow but
of coursc the only thing which

tcd mc was green grass.

The joy of being ablc to
walk from place 1o p‘I.nu: of al-

ways being drives by a chaflfcur
was (re s, wt usually
caught a doublc decker bus
from Esher Gardens, the
apariment complex In which
we lived, cvery morning
Another thing which never oc-
curred at home and which |
loved was that breath came
out in whitc pulls. ltke sicam
from a keitle, when the
weather was chilly, al that
time at home I'd be swealing
in the tropical heat and Lhe
change was indeed very wel-

one is being murdered or
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2. GOOD NEWS :

We have speed posl,
whal not in
the name of courier service.
(Street Kids'

My First Impression
of London

by Shyla Sobhan (Class VIII)

comc.

Whoever said the British arc
mcan Lo Asians must most del-
initely be insane for they're not
only sweet but also extremely
hospitable. | discovered this
when | was travelling to
London on my first Dritish
Alrways Flight. Even as |
walked on thc streets
of Lnnd'l::Pil?I chanced to

into people, | was taken
aback when | saw how apolo-
getic they were. The whole
population wasn't exactly smil-

_—

ing, but then on the elhcr
hand, pcople didn’t Lum up
their noscs at us cither.

Much to my surprise the
London prices weren'l asiro
nomical and we were sucouss
ful in doing an adcqualc
amount ol shopping. When |
say Lhat the prices were rea-
sonablc | am of coursc refer-
ring to Lhe prices in starcs
such as marks and Spcnccr,
Elys, Doots, Miss Scllridge and
so on. Harrods delinitcly docs
not cnter the list since its as-
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by A. M. Amin

adrcnaline began o lNow
through my veins again. IU's
rcally ning, | thought. My
dream was rcally going lo
come true. A life Tull of new
and exciling nppnrlunllﬁ:n
scemed to He ahead of me and
| just couldn’t wait to begin L.
But perhaps my revived
enthusjasm was duc lo the fact
that both my parcnts were
accompanying mec for the
purpose of 'scttling me in' and
my brother was already in the
states going Lo umiversily
there. The feeling of insccurily
therefore, had not hit me —

The first thing that shocked
me into reality as | stcpped out
of Logan Airport was the
wcather. Boston in January,
though preity with snow, was
also bitlerly cold and to me,
quite uninviting. | suddenly
longed for the hot, sultry
afltcrnoons of Bangladesh, Lhe
fragrance ol ‘shewly’ in thc

morning, and the hum of
crickets at L.
It wasn't the first time that

I had been to the States. | had
gone on a onc month long trip
with my mother to about 7
Amcrican states when | was
twelve. But my visions of 38
flavoured {cecrcams and
Mickey Mouse scemed to meltl
into nothingness as | felt the
cold wind biting into my ficsh
and thought of the prospect of
going through another 3
winters. But pcrhaps the
greatest shock of all was
secing so many forcigners.
Then 1 rcalized with a scil
deprecaling laugh — I was the
the forvigner, not them |
[Being a rather coddled

tronomical prices causc rcac-
tions varying from laughter o
icars in different pcople.
Another thing which conwes (o
mind when | mention larrods
is the sign on top of the bakcry
shelves. We were admiring the
beautiful icing of the cakes on
display when it came to my
mind that they were good
cnough to be pholographed.

Just at that moment | chanced
to look up and saw in [ront of

me, lixed to the wall, a sign
which rcad, "PHOTOGRAPIY
LIMITED®. What an fronical
coincidenec!

All in all London was quilc
an cxperience. | had lelt home
wondcering what lay in wail for
me and | rclurned with a
wealth of knowledge.
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3. RICH TORTOISE :
Most of you are very fond of

animals. lsn't it 7 And so you

have pets at home. You love it
and care for 1t but have you
ever thought of translerrin

your share of property lo it

Recently, in London a 81 -year
old woman called DOLLY
DUFFIN has left FRED (her pet

The Girl

by Badhan

all around, ctermal beauty

‘Mﬂmlkyuhm:
Below — ncver-ending green

The two blend peacefully on the hortzon
Everything in hll‘l‘l'!l':; everything screne and in quictude
Everything's perfect — maybe a bit o perfect.

A:—Mn‘ln solttude amidst of nowhere looking at the

blue sky
Wanting a share of the

Yy
a small share of the peace and beau

a nature so beautiful and yct so erue

For it knows only how to templ

Unwilling to show its perfection and beauly

How she wishes her Hie could be a sccoe so peacciul
But she knows its just wishiul thinking,

So in vain she goes on staring

Her viston soon blurred with tears
The tears on a scenery so perfect falls like a

blood stain on a white silk dress

The perfection lost, the pleture stained
The girl goes on staring, dreamingol a miracie.

child | did not find it at all
surprising that bath my
parcnils accompanicd me lo
‘school’ for my ‘oricntation
day’. As wc lrudged over the
snowy hill towards the Inter —
Cultural office | was struck by
the majestic churchiike build-
ings that formed the campus
ol this Jesuft College. Bul as
soon as my parents bid me
farcwell after handing me over
to the International Student
Counsclior, | was gripped with
panic. No don't lcave me. |
leaded In sflenee, take nwe
ck home, my cyes implored.
Finding Lthe classroom
where the orientation class
was laking place proved to be

"like going through a crazy

maixc. | was ol coursc lalc.
Unfamiliar though  not
uniriendly faces loeked at me
as | stcalthily walked in the
studenl advisor gave me an en-
couraging smilc and asked me
lo take a scal. While she bab-
bled on about hew wondcrful
the school was | looked around
at my fellow victims. With mor-
tification | rcalized how dumpy
1 looked in my layers of wool-
lens in fromt of those gicls in
their “preppy’ turtle necks and
designer jeans. | had over-
looked the [act that while it
was below 2¢ro degrees
oulside, the healing inside the
rooms made it scem ke
summer. | also realized as |
looked around that | was the
only Asian or to put it bluntly,
the only non whilc.

Aler about halfl an hour of
what sccemed like a comphi-
cated introduction that
soundcd like Chinesc to me [ ]
sccemed lo have forgolicn
English in my anxicty). we
were informed that we were to
be Llaken on a tour of the cam-
pus. Now | would ncver get
home, | thought miscrably.

Iy the time we reached the
‘sports complex” which looked
like somwthing out of Space
1999, 1 [cht like a cardiac
paticnt and the thought aboul
running around in the ‘gym’-

Close Encounter with the '"Holy Pig'

L

macdc me feel positively (Il |
was also getting a Hitle tired of
the continuous 'Oh Cool’,
‘Awcsome’ and ‘wicked nice’
[rom my New England com-
panfons, | asked our studemt
assistant, a cheery Jewish gird,
when | would be able to
home. To my surprise ‘s
replicd, "Doen’t  worry honey
we re moving lowards the ‘tea’
stop. | alluded this strange
answcer 1o lwo possibilities —
cither | had lost command of
the English language, or she
was one of those cscaped
mcntal asylum patients in the
Amcrican movics they showed
on TV back home.

Keep calm, | thought and
meckly followed the brood
towards Lhe ‘dining hall'. Aflter
mecting some [acully members
and the huge stadium | was
feeling almost  psycholic
lorwards Lhe student advisor.
Everyltime | brought up the
question of going home she
told me that she was taking us
to the ‘tca stop’. Finally | could
bear it no longer and with the
determination of an obsessed
E T, ! burst out, "But | don't

-wanl any tea, | just won't to go

home.” This lime the student
advisor just convulsed into hys-
terical laughicr joined by some
ol the other studenis. | could
barcly contain my anger and
frustration. It was then that
she cxplained, "That's why
were going to the T slop
which is the train siop Lhat
will take you home!™

During the rcst of Lhe
‘oricniation’ day many such
incidents were o occur with
the blunders made not only
from my side | had my own
share of laughs when | was
asked questions like 'Oh do
you avoid ealing pork because
the pig is a holy animal?” and
‘Do you really live in Lrees By

* the time ‘orfentation’ was over

my (ascination for cating out of
slot machines wore ofl and |
had almost convinced my
student advisor that | did not
belong to any ‘tribe’. "Culture
shock,” | realized, could go
both ways!

Here arc this weck's Quiz questions ¢

1. Which city is ealled the ‘Dride of the Sea.’

2. Which occan has Lhe world’'s grealest source of oflshore
ofl?

3. Who wrote The Prophet™?
st clected president of the US.

7. Where is the 'Charles River?
of Alhambra.,
in the first match between Australia

B. Where is the palace
9. Who made a century

and New Zealand in the fith World Cup Cricket?
10. llow many bones arc there in a normal human body.

3

Lucy

Poet, p
1883-1931.

convicted of piracy and

Cassius Marcellu€Clay

Nagar
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JOKES

1) Jack Rabbit : Phow, whal a
hot day it is today !
Mack Rabbit: Yeah, let's
put oll our coats!
2) Susan: When can't you clap
hands?

your
Alice : | don't know.
Susan : When you are a

are the answers to Feb 14th's Quiz Club questions.

First minister of France from 1624 o 1642.
and artist born near Mount Lebanon

William Kidd was born in Scotland in 1845. He was

in London in 1701.

Mauna Loa in Hawail is 13,680 feet high, with a crater 3
miles long and 1 miles wide.

Franklin D. Roosevelt for 12 years and 39 days.

4) Mary : Happy Birthday,
Vicky and here's your

birthday

v : nk you wvery
H.'r-

but | didn’t
: Then you

Fill out this form 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.




