The Ci

TEP out into this city we

live in. See the mi
of men, women and chil-
dren struggling through life.
We have highrises, slums,
hotels, street vendors,
rickshaws, cars (old and new),
buses and trucks and people
here. We are forced to
live together yet apart not see-
ing each other, in as much
unity as it is possible to create
in such a diverse city. During
‘the day the city streets are
bustling with activity and late
into the night the city comes
to a standstill and the streets
turn into sleeping grounds for
Dhaka's many homeless : beg-

gars, destitute, kers, the
dreamless men women.
a thousand more

ries all our basic needs
met. We have homes to live in
and schools to go to, to gain a
decent education. By the same
chance of fate the poor were
born into their lives.
however, have little but super-
stitions to guide them through
life. The {lliterdte (and
learned as well) believe that
one's life is set by ones karma,
fate, call it what you will but is
said to be predestined. This
lcads to an aimlessnecss ..,
there is no use fighting [ate, is
there?
Yet just a mere hundred
years ago Dhaka was a city of
- grandeur. Like the rest of
Bangladesh. we have a rich cul-
4ure and tradition runs deep.
who came into contact with

city’'s rich heritage were
awed it and they returned
home [illed with stories of

Dhaka city's r. Now our
heritage is barcly alive. It has
been exchanged for moderni-
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"Without art we are left with the dull, dark abyss of facts.”

sation ... steel and concrete.
We cannot live in the t for-
ever nor can we forsake the
past for the sake of the pre-
sent because the future cannot
be forbidden to us. The art,
dance, music, poetry and
handicrafts made in Dhaka
were the pride and joy of the
nation. There was beauty and
clegance in all forms of art
from pottery to saris to silver
jewellery. We still have art and

. e 0
P P i i
£ = 5 L

gt

beauty but the only cause for
what survives s money. The
artisans no longer can take
one them due credit.
land cannot be turned
back to what it was a century
ago. This is an unrealistic wish,
nor can we isolate ourselves
from the rest of the world. We
need to revive our lost heritage
and culture. A culture which
was once the pride of the na-
tion. when a nation loses its
sense of pride and belonging it
also loses direction. This loss
gives way to sadness. We can-
not let our tradition go to ruin.
Once traders came from far
away seccking the won-
ders of Dhaka : the spice,
muslin, handmade pottery, sil-
ver jewellery, etc. Now traders
still come to Dhaka but it is
only because we are a cheap
source of labour! The sadness

has enveloped the majority of

Dhaka — the city with a glorious past.

the city’'s inhabitants. They
have lost their sense of belong-
ing ... there is no joy derived
from shifts spent in a gar-
ments factory. What is there to
be proud of? What heritage is
there to belong to?

True, modernisation has
given the unemployed the
much needed jobs and helped
us regain some semblance of
lost pride. We are not neces-
sarily a "baskct case”. Changes

are inevitable. We cannot stop
progress, neither can we for-
sake our sense for the sake of
it. The people need to know
that what they have is a source
of pride an joy.

It is not possible to pre-

serve any culture in its purest -«

from. Decisions about change,
if there are any, are often done
collectively, but they tend to
be political. But political deci-
sions did not help any culture
get where it is now. It is for
the individuals to decide for
themselves how much of the
old they wish to retain, how
much of the new they find use-
ful in ltfe. This is how cultures
have enriched themselves In
all great ctvilizations. No cul-
ture has flourished in isolation,
ours cannot either. The reason
for our sense of loss is simple.
We have taken advantage of
simple people and their sim-
ple dreams. We have turned

the city of hopes into a fertile
ground for exploitation. It is
now a city of steel hearts,

blank cyes and sadness.

Art gives the human heart a
rcason for happiness, for liv-

ing, for dreaming. There is lit-
tle place for any form of art to
flourish in a city filled with
sadness.

The ple need to
know that the dmade pot-
ter, woven "Jamdani” sarf, im-
promptu singing and poetry-all
these are precious forms of art
and a source of pride for them.

— Star file photo

This is an ancient art which
nced to be encouraged and
preserved. This is the only way
for the common man tosrealize
that it is okay to dream and
that they do belong and they
do have worth. -

It is not for the sake of
tourism or wealth that we
must revive our lost culture,
This will only benefit a handful
of people. We must revive our
heritage to bring about a sense
of belonging and forego the
sense of loss which is envelop-

Ing us.

it is time to see the sadness
which lurks at every street
corner. art is not a cheap
movie at the cinema hall nor is
it a Hindi movie. Art in our cul-
ture gives hope and allows for
one to dare to dream and this
gives us the courage to live,

happily.

lock said coldly

o

URRY up! We don't

have much time. The

owner might turn up
any moment now,” urged the
man with a dark complexion as
he undid his lungl and knotted
it properly. The other man
whose ecyes were fixed rigidly
on the safe lock making his
best effort to unlock the sale,
producing feeble clattering
sounds slightly stooped over
and looked bitterly at his
companion as {f vexed by the
urgency.

"What do you think | am do-
ing? Sucking lolly pop? I am
trying my best to open the sale
and you are here doing nothing
but delaying the process by
talking,” the man busy with the
as he jerked
off the bunch of hair hanging
over his eyes.

"Well, go on. Try your best,
It's no time for a quarrel.” The
dark man said feeling that it
was not the right moment to
anney him.

It was almost midnight. The
streets were secluded and
pcople were already sound
asleep in their bed. And these
two men were trying in vain to
open the sale of a rich man
who had gone off to attend a
marriage ceremony with his
family save the maid servant of
the house, by whose grace and
help these two burglars had
succeeded in entering the

h“"lﬁ: maid servant stood
near the edge of the door
keeping her eyes on the street
to warn her accomplices of the
arrival of the owner who was
due to come before midnight.
She was poorly clad in a dirty
worn-out saree which was do-
nated to her during the last
Eid festival by the lady of the
house. She was gripping the
end of her saree with her light
yellow, stinky teeth for she felt
shy in front of the man busy
with the lock with whom she
was not acquainted. Of course,
she knew the dark man — he
was her lover.

"Well, how far?” the dark

Make a wish,
Make it on a bright, ht star,
Make any old wish : 00
Make sure the star is not far, ﬂﬂ
e
| wish there was love, e
| wish there was glee, s
Iﬂhﬂmum-ﬂmﬂhnﬂ&r -
| may be too big
| may be o small, W
But if | do wish,

Il wish happiness for alll
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Bet You
Didn't Know...

It has been scientifically
calculated that, on the whole,
more die in the first 2
months of the year than at any
other time.
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Muystery at M andradice

.+« Now our heroes face
the problem of climbing
walls. But what awaits on the
other side ? Will they make it
or is there another danger
ahead. Read on to find out

about the rest of Mystery at
Mardrake. . .

| didn't say anything
Slowly | got 1o my feet. mas-
saging my sore neck. What had
| tripped over? It wasn't a
rool, it was too hard for that!
Like metal. metal ?

As quictly as | could |
scrambled back to where | had
fallen with a startled Chris at
my heels.

On my hands and knees |
groped about until my hands
closed around what | had been
looking for — a metal handle.

Chris.,” | whispe
back. "help me Uit this *

Together we lifted the Hd.

Al first 1t did not be -
cause of the rust had
formed due to the long s

of neglect. But Chris I

by Munazah Alam

then lowered ourselves into
it one by one. It was empty ex-
cept for the inch-thick dust
everywhere.

With Chris leading the way
we slowly ciimbed up the cel-
lar steps to the door. But un-
fortunately, we saw that the
lights in the next room were
still on since the glow showed
under the door. We would have
to wait until the occupants of
the kitchen leflt. 1 peeked
through the key-hole but my
view was blocked by a key. At
least we would be able to un-
lock the door If it was locked!

Impatiently we waited ten
minutes. But not a sound came
from the other room within
that lapse of time. Unable to
contain mysell any longer |
gently, depressed the door
handle. And the door
slightly (it hadn’t been locked).
Nothing happened. No
shocked eyes staring, no angry
voice shouting, nothing. In
fact, there wasn't a single soul
in the kitchen! Once | was sure
of that | went and switched off
the kitchen lights, not realiz-
ing until it was too late how
disastrous that action might
have been had someone seen
me through the windowl!
Thank God, no one did!

There were only two other
doors leading away from the
kitchen. One opened outside,
s0 we went through the other
one to find ourselves In a
small, narrow . which

passage
opened. out into a large, dimly-
lit hall.

The hall was empty. At one
end there was an ancient,
marble stair-case leading to
the second floor. Four oak
doors opened from the hall but
at the moment all of them
were closed.

was so still that
we stared all around us, rooted
to the ground. The silence
had an expectant quality about
it, as though something were

about to happen. Something
did. We were rudely shaken
out of our trance by the sound
of approaching voices from the
other side of one of the doors
— but thank God it was the one
farthest from usl!

The instant we realized our
imminent danger we re-
treated, quick as lightning. to
the shadows [rom which we

had emerged. Neither of us e

managed to see etther of the
two men: doing that would
have given us away. Nor could
we hear what they said as both
men tlalked in low tones.
did not pause In the hall but
moved on, disappearing
through another doorway. The
murmur of their voices died
away and once more, silence
reigned

Our search of the first floor
proved [ruitless. The four oak
doors opened into passages
and ropms, none of which
concealed anything suspicious,
and which prov:’cd upl with
further access into the house.
Fortunately, we weren't dis-
turbed by anyone during our
investigation, which wasn't

very satisfactory anyway.

A little low In spirits, we
ascended to the second floor,
not by the stair-case in the
hall, but another one in a
corridor. But here too, we
were as unfortunate as ever.

Our luck changed for the
betier while we were on the
third floor. Chris and | were
walking down a corridor on
this last floor when the sound
of an angry feminine voice
greeted our ears! | jumped vio-
lently, sure that it was Chris
and me who were being ad-
dressed! But then, another
voice — [Diane's voilce — an-
swered back! We could net
catch anything of the conversa-
tion that followed for we were
not close enough to the speak-
ers. But we had found them —
finally |

To be continued
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Here is a new and exciting series story. Two burglers
are about to open a safe while the inmates of the

house are away . . . a lone man walks
on the streets .. Where is the connection
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will

happen ... Who will be ... 'On the Receiving End" ?
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man inquired impatiently. He
rubbed his two hands in ex-
pectation. His cyes were [lick-
ering in the semi-darkness —
darkness mingled with the

dim light of the torch — of the
room, looking at the safe
greedily.

"Easfer said than done. Be
patient, will you ?°

“You don't understand. If we
get caught we are dead meat.”

"OK OK. Don't worry. I'm
almost at the end” the lock
expert said raising his head.

He was a better lnnk.jﬁ
man than his co
the maid servant was !hnﬂn?
at him through the comer o
her eyes now and then, forget-
ting her vigilance of the street.

Not very far away, there was

for the doctor's house. His
daughter, a three year old
child, was terribly ill. His wife
had requested him to go in
scarch of a doctor; she told
him that there was one at the
sccond street where many
wealthy families dwell.

‘At _first, he stubbornly re-
sisted saying he wouldn't go
out in search of a doctor at
such an hour but the pitiful
walil of his daughter melted his
stubbornness and persuaded
him to go.

Drops of perspiration had
accumulated on his forehead
in desperation and faflure and

red down his moist face
ke an avalanche gaining mo-
mentum every second. He
wiped off the sweat with the

wished he lived in one of
them. For sometime he

about his afling da and
became deeply in a
fantasy world where he was

his ailing daughter displeased
him for a moment. He heaved a
sigh of sadness. He stood in-

front of a gate of a bungalow
and studied the inscriptions
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another man walking on the tmknfhhﬂng:rmﬁuﬁ enough to see them.
streets searching desperately  at the luxurious bungalows To be conunued
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was running. Running bre-
I athlessly rough some
long dark tunnel. ! could

hear my pursuers’ pounding
f[eet bechind me, What had |
done? | had no time to think
as they nearly caught up with
me. As | turned my head |
could see the barrel of a deadly
Uzi of one of them. | ran on till
| reached the exit of the
tunnel and came to a huge
lass building. There was a
ront door.

Apparently the place was

deserted. | went inside and
into another room. | pressed
some kind of button and the
door was locked. | looked
around the room which was
windowless and doorless apart
form the one | had come
through. There was a bed, two
Victorian chairs, a Louis XIV
writing desk and an IBM com-
puter.

"What a strange assortment
of furniture”, | mused. H
on the wall was a calender
dated 2004. 20041 Was | in the
[uture? Oh dear! | looked at

mysell in the mirror which
hanging on the far cormer of
the wall. Clad in a black leather
acket and trousers, thick
lack boots and gloves, with
my hair tied up in a ponytail
not to mention the “extra
large” rings danglilﬁ‘frnm my
cars | was looking a crim-
inal from one of the TV shows.

Suddenly a loud banging
noise on the door roused me
from my thoughts. "My pur-
suers! | thought fearfully.
There was no escape. | was

..........
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Lion - O by Zasim Gani

by Zasim Gani

ION-S is the Lord of
L the Thundercats and

his weapon f{s the
Sword of Omens. Through his
sword he can call the other
thundercats when he is in
trouble. Thunder was the
home planet of the thunder-
cats and Lion-o's.

But ever since its destruc-

alithe who intend in destroy-
ing the thundercats.

Yet thro justice and
honesty the ndercats have
always beaten their enemies.
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