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“Don't let school interfere
vith your education.” Mark
Twain. Education is said to be
the basis of everything a man
or woman does and can do. It
allows one to learn and 80 ex-
press onesell better. School
and WIT are not the only
means education, we are
able to learn from every aspect
of lfe and often learning is left
up to us. Only if we wish to
learn can we do s0. In the case
of Bangladesh school does not

secem to play any significant
part in a youth's life let alone
interfere with it. Half the

schools are filled to the brim
with mediocre teachers and
the colleges are flowing with
violence. It s a wonder that
half of us can either read or
write.

Writing is said to be the
sign of a civilized man. If the
statc of writing in our country
is to be of any significance
then we are the most uncivi-
lized nation to date. Every year
a hundred and onc ncws
magazines, whether weckly,
bi-weekly or annual or even bi-
annual emerge and submerge.

A few of these by sheer dint of
merit or luck last through the
years and carry on giving rcad-
ers decent reading material,
Others, meanwhile. give the
readers what | am forced to
define as ‘rubbish” for lack of
betier definitions.

No doubt English is a for-

¢ign language to us, We take
pride in our mother tongue
and would no doubt go into a
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spasm each time a foreigner or
a Bengali uses it wrongly. So
why then when we have ac-
cepted the fact that English is
a untversally accepted language
don't we learn to speak and
write it properly? It is obvi-
ously not expected from each
and cvery one of us but those
daring souls who take up the
task of ‘reporting’ or wriling in
English should be able to write
it well or stay away from it al-
together. When | come across
some of the articles printed in
of these so-called
"popular” ines | go into
shock ... "Did | really read that
or am | hallueinating due to
scven cups of coffee? A second
look confirms that | am nol
hallucinating but that this dar-
ing soul has written this abso-
lute disaster of an article and
some daring soul of an editor
actually printed it! ! These ar-
ticles are bound to make you
think that:

a) you are a candidate for
the funny farm, or

b) the writer is a funny farm
fugitive. .

c) better yet, he or she s an
avid follower of Mark Twain's

sayings.
The fact is i | continue to
read such stuff in the

magazines each time | open
one then 1 will go crazy. Said
playwright John Osborne.” ...
when writing is going right it
is the most glorious thing in
the world.” Anybody who
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writes will vouch for that.
When writing goes wrong and
one fails to register the basic
grammar rules then one Is
ready to jump off a ledge In
frustration. Il these articles are
anything to go by then a lot of
these ple are sufferin
from acute [rustration. A wo
means exactly what | want it to
mean, nothing more and
nothing less, said some wise
man, if this to be the case then
take for example the following
excerpt from a local (popularly
rcad) news magazine and you
make out that this person is
attempting to do here.

The article is about, are you
ready for this? ... "Video fever
rampant in Chittagong,” and
was published in the 27
March-2 April, 1992 issuec of
the magazine. It starts as fol-
lows:

“Video shows caught on the
life of a sizeable number of
Chittagonians. The animated
viewers kecp glue their eyes
on video shows for hours to-
gether. The society here seem
to have gradually getting se-
duced by the video craze that
play up martial arts or action,
..., Rock music and Rambo type
English Films, ... and then
what not. Even Western Fade
like the “break dance” a form
of street dancing popularised
in New York are popular video
shows of upper crust society
here.” If this is not bad enough
he goes on to tell us about,

“The clubs with their [ront
door-pane garishly cover-up ol
soum and festoons invariably
raw the attention of every-
body. The twinkling lights thal
the front side of the club
urther dazzle the eyes ol
passers-by despite the high
excise taxes, these clubs are
mushrooming™ 1! What {s he
writing? Where did the gram-
mar, punctuations and correct
English go? Did the esteemed
editor ever bother to read and
correct this one? Did he even
notice the mistakes?

To add to the thrill of a
reader the reporter contin
ues,” ... the clubs still choice
the customers carefully. The
middle class people arc scem-
ingly more craze for video
shows.” Point taken. The
writer is obviously upsct over
the video [ever that has got
hold of Chittagong. Perhaps his
kids are running wild due to
the bad influence these movies
have on everyone. He com-
plains that families watch
videos together “in the cosines
of their homes. They are not
lcast embarrassed il visitors
drop in.” Obviously the poor
reporter was insulted when he
went to visit someone who was
busy watching a movie. Bul
please explain to me why one
should be embarrassed il
guests drop in while watching
a movie? | could go on relating
the article to you word for
word and have you cracking up
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with laughter. Will it make a
difference?

The point is, unlike the
not-so-educated types who
paint slogans on walls, this was
written by a reporter for publi-
cation in a magazine rcad
many. Il he can get away wil
writing such nonsense then
why should anyone bother to
improve their language? It is
funny when we read it but the
joke's on us because it is our
society printing them. after all
it's what we've. done that
makes us what we are.

Gertrude Sicin lold Earnest
Hemingway, “you should only
read what is truly good or what
is frankly bad ° What we have
here is certainly not “truly
good” nor is it “frankly bad.” It
is tastcless and silly.

Why do | complain? Do we
need proper English? The an-
swers are simple. | complain
because i anything is worth
doing we cither do it well or
not at all. If we are unable to
spcak or write any language
properly and still have the au-
dacity Lo use {t to write an ar-
ticlke for publication then it is a
shamc. It is a pity that we must
ridicule a fellow writer but in
the words of Oscar Wilde, "the
truth is rarely pure and never
simple.” Am 1 justified to
ridicule and complain? Per-
haps | have taken libertics |
am not entitled to. | leave it up
to you to review those few
lines 1 have picked and then
you be the judge.

Cinderella in the 20th Century !

by Mahruba Sameen Hussain

"Cinderclla I”

| turned. Standing in front
of me was a fat litue girl of my
age | thought | had seen her
somewhere. Of course !
Drizella from a fairy tale. From
a fairy tale? Was [ going nuts or
what 7 Unbelievable but true. |
had somehow become Cin-
derella

"Cinderella I’

It was a tall thin girl, Anas-
tasia Cinderella’'s other sister.
Oh God ! How have | landed
myselfl in so much trouble ? |
had always been a normal girl
from the 20th century and |
had ended up being Cin-
derella? Positively weird. Most
urmaesual, '

Finally. the mother came.
They started giving me orders.
Dust the room, wash the
dishes, make the beds, cook,

bring firewood .... EEEK | | was
terrified. How was | supposed
to do all that?

| was given heaps of clothes
to wash: fortunately | knew
how to do thal. But what about
cooking .... As | was looking

around the kitchen, wondering ~

whalt to do, there was a flash of
smoke and a fairy godmother
appeared (she had to be — she
had wings). Strangcly, she re-
sembled my Aunt Judith.

She gave me a locket with
"C” engraved on it and told me
to wear it. She also told me to
get some flour, one cup of
milk, sugar and two eggs. Was
she going to teach me how to
bake? | wondered. She told me
to mix them all up and leave it
there . She also asked me to

close my L'_;(ca and repeat what
she sald. She muttered some

{umhlcd up words in a weird
anguage [ a cross between
Latin and Cantonese] most of
which 1 could not compre-
hend.

1 slowly opened my eyes
and Lo, Behold ! In front of me
there were dishes of - soup,
rice, vegetables and meat —
complete meal !

Man, was [ lucky | But I
couldn’t escape each time.
Something had to be done.
With a little luck, | managed to
scrape through the other per-
ils of the day.

In the afternoon, a stately-
looking gentleman came and
delivered an even more
statcly-looking invitation card.

Oh dear, it's a ball given by the
Prince, | feared. | find princes
rather silly. Thankfully, it was
an invitation for dinner at Lady
Whalzername's house. Whew | |
was not invited, ~ ;

Now came the worst part. |
had to help my dear sisters lo
get dressed. Heavens, | knew
nothing about their elaborale
gowns, ribbons and stull. What
was | going to do? Thankiully.
they managed to dress them-
selves but expected me to do
their hair.

Yikes — | never
properly tic up my hair back
home and they expected me to
do their hair !

First it was Drizella’. | took
up her hair and tied it up in a
pony tail and .... man, did she
yell | She screamed and almost

destroyed my e¢ars. Luckily,
aflter that Anastasia and her
mother did not want me to do
anything morc (lley | Wait a
minute, il wasn't like this in
the fairy tale).

When they were [inally
gone, | sat in the kitchen wait-
ing for any fairy godmother.
(Don't forget, | knew the
story). Finally she came.

She blindfolded me and
started mumbling more jum-
bled up words. A strange scn-
sation swept over me and | be-
gan to feel drowsy ...1 fell into a
long decp sleep ...

| opened my cyes found that
| was back in my room. When !
| was home. 1 gucss | was
dreaming the whole thing.

Suddenly a shiny object on the
floor caught my cye. It was a
locket ... with the letter "C"
engraved on it ...,

Name — Rob Lowe

Date of Birth - 17/3/64
Marital Status - Married
Interesting info : — His mum is
a poel

He has to wear glasses but
sticks 1o contact lenses in
public.

He loves Pizza |

le's dated numerous beautiful
woman, including princess
Stecphanie of Monaco

Star Profil

Riddles

But a tail | do possess
Just how long you'll hove
to guess

In the clouds, birds pass

me
But without any wings |
can flyl

(M suy)

1 ive on a very NArrow

space

And 1 have a round face
Twice daily my hand say
the i

same

Yet every time fresh news

| bring.
(401D suy)

LIFE IN A LONELY LIGHTHOUSE

| have lived out hall my life.
Well half is what | would call it
as | have no intention of living
after | am eighty years old,
after all "Only the good die
young, all the evil is said to live
for ever.” | have been a loner
all my life, well actually 1 had
to be ... Who wouldn't be living
in a lighthouse for thirty eight
years? Now that | have found
you, I might as well sharc
some words with you about.my
life.

My mother dicd when | was -

only two ycars old. It was then
that my father willingly took
up the post of a “light house
operator” at a light house
somewhere out in the Atlantic,
a lighthouse that | got to in-
herit, and have known as home
and abroad since my child-
hood. My father brought me up
in that massive block of idiotic
architecture. He taught me
how to laugh and how to cry.
He taught me his skills and to
swim like a merman, to evade
the waves and the undercur-
rents; taught me how to play
with the fish and their dancing
styles. He showed me how to
hunt for treasure under the sca
bed and maps telling me how
to find them. 1 loved him above
all things in the worild. Then
one day a violent storm arose;
the sea wrinkled with the tide,
was crashing against our little
light house. My father went to
save the little boat that he used
to fish in. He went down and
never came back. | went to
look for him and discovered
that the tempest had claimed
his life. 1 still lament for him.
May the Almighty have mercy
on his soul. Since then loneli-
ncss has been my only com-
panion, until the day | met you.
Since my childhood, | have
met very few people, Once in a
blue moon a ship's captain
would be kind enough to lend
me some of his precious time
and anchor his vessel close to
my humble abode and come in
for a chat or two while his
sailors refreshed.

On¢ day, another human
came to my house. They called
this person a woman. She was
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gorgcous and 'l felt something
for her .... something that |
cannot describe ... something
that my vocabulary does nol
hold. 1 felt that 1 needed her ..
| wanted her. She was very
kind to me and patiently heard

the story about my life. Then
like the others, she also had to
go. Her visit lasted for about
scven hours.,

My day to day life in the
light house may be boring for
one who loves adventure and
activity, and cspecially for
those who are very choosy
about their diets and
health. 1 know that this is go-
ing to sound gross and disgust-
ing but | cat octopus with sca-
weed, starfish, crabs, lobsters,
shark and soup ala-clectric ecl,
oclopus’ eycs, sca horscs cle
etc ete. A shallow under

und strcam supplics mc
with fresh water, It has proba-
bly been there since the be-
ginning of time but it sure
holds a lot, as the water gushes
out with the same s every
time | turn the tap on.

Now | think that |1 should
resort to describing my house
to you. My room is at the top of
the conical light house, it is
eight hundred and ninety cight
steps from the bottom of the
light house. The rest of the fa-
cilities are situated at three
hundred steps from the
ground. The light house itsclf
s about sixty fathoms high.
That converted to feet would
be three hundred and sixty
feet and that converted to sto-
ries would be thirtysix stories.
There were massive and pow-
erful lights at the tower which
I light up every night. This is
my house and as you may well
be able 1o see was an f{ll-de-
signed pile of architecture very
simple to the one who stays in
it but complex to a "passer by”,
passer by as in anyone whoever
comes and visits me in my
lonely abode in the wilderness.

As for the aspect of amuse-
ment, | am not quite the plea-
sure secking type. My games

their

arc quite simple but daring,
which of course is the term |
would use for treasure hunting
on the surface of what used (o
be a massive island of some
sort and playing with the chil-
dren of the ocean — fish. Until
now, | have discovered many
priceless. treasures ... yes |
probably own twenty times a
king's ransom, | thus intend to
trade it with the next passerby
for some of what they called
the food of a civilized human
being ... which | must admit,
tastes Ok,

Sunrise in this place is a
sight to see and worth re-
membering., For thirty eight
years | have beeh secing the
same thing but never get tired

of it. The air here is fresh, the
temperature {8 cool. The place
is my home and I never intend
to leave it ... aflter all it is my
home sweet home.

Tomorrow: The procrasti-
nator’s laboursaving device.

The parcnts of an 8-year-
old boy who was away al camp
for the 'first time had not
heard from him. :

They finally telephoned the
youngster and were both re-
lieved, bul also disappointed to
discover that he hadn't missed
them at all. “Have any of the
other kids gotten homesick?”
inquired the mother.

"Only those who have dogs,”
replied the little boy.

When a man won't listen to
his conscience, it's usually be-
causc he doesn't want advice
from a total stranger.

If the shoe fits, you're lucky.

Doctors say that if you eat
slowly, you will ecat less.

Anybody raised in a large fam-'

ily will tel] you the same thing.
Procrastination is the art of

kecping up with yesterday.

. _The nicest thing about new
friends is that they haven't

heard your old storics yet.

| Why. why. why. Lisa wen
dored did Sustn always frvent
cxcuses  cvery lime  whe
pointed out the weird lactor”
I in hor love lie? What was he
wlling her thal had her con-
vineed that he wax a hundred
per cent faithful? Why couldn’t
| she just leave them alone and
bury from this rclationship
she'd never Torgive hersell for
nol helping when and where
she could

She had found the perfect
opportunily 1o answer her own
cquestions when, oge Sunday
morning, Susan wits on, cook-
g haneh lor the day

ITow  eome vou re home
today?” She asked in an tnno
cont tone while Susan stood al
the kitehen countor culting up

vigetables
‘Teennse | ve grown tired of
food  and  your
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cooking.” she replicd grinming.

Docs MDck took? OK, I'm
sorry! | forgot you don't like -
me calling him that!” Lisa ox-
clntmed as Susan pointed the
kntfe she was using al Lisas
throat and glwed al heér mur-
deroisly. "Quit it will ya! So.
docs he?”

1 dont know.”

looking down al
S -
I wondcr who coeoks for
him. Susic, hawe ever been
1o his place”

“No. *

How come?

and fix #t
_‘& twﬂl.h-. wWas a

Maky story. Poor Susan was jus!
too starry- to notice “the
weird factor” hersell

‘So don't you suppose, that
if he really cared 1o show you
the place he'd make the eflort
to clean up and then call you
over?

“If you're so interested why
not ask him,” retorted Susan,
suddenly roused o anger. “Why
do you keep on asking me
things like this?7" She was on
the verge of exploding now.
Susan looked at Lisa through
narrowed cyes and added,
‘Why | don't go 10 his housc or

any thing regarding my rela-

she said,
her work

‘Becausc it's a pig sty, he  onship with is none
says. and he's oo much of a  of your business, so dont
gentlemen to entertain me in EVER interfere!”
that mess. Sloppiness is him
and he's too shy, | guess, to let To be continued

It l true that in the Libera-
tion War, the people who sac-
rificed their Hves were most
males. But the ones who sul-

fered and lost peace and hap-
piness were mainly females.
Maybe it was the brave males
who fought and snatched lib-
erty from the enemies, and it
was because ol them that we
arc frce, but did that mean
that this country was now o be
ruled by males? Lets look at
the streets of our country. How
many females do we see? A girl
walking alone would probably
be teased or followed by those
ruling men, and she might as
well have to stand some dirty
comments. Women are now
even the product of import
and export. They are being
bought and sold like man-
made things. Shamelul, but
Arue, that there are many
brothers, sons, husbands and
fathers whose source of wealth
is the use of females. -
Parents are getiing strict
day by day about their daugh-
ters, why? Why fis it that men
can stay outside till latenight,
but the women cant? Why do
the parents allow their sons to
journcy around the cily
throughout the day, while they
cxpect their daughters to be
caged up before dusk? Hove
they' made it impossible and
rather dangerous for women to
move around [reely in this so-
called FREE country? | ask all
those men, 'why have you
caused such a mess and why
can’t you see us in equal eyes?
The ‘war was not only meant
for the males. It was meant for
the whole country and its peo-
le. The freedom was meant
or each person living in
Bangladesh, to live freely and
according to one's wish. Bul
the males now seem to be rul-
ing ovyer the country. What do
the females do now? Fight an-
other liberation war against
those men? |

The Patient in the Warling Room

by Munazah Alam

A' Levels
He enters the crowded Waitling Room.
A nervous smile on his face.

A glance at the grave, unsmiling figures
Extinguishes his smile, slackens his pace.

A swollen face across the room,.
Another with a bloody ear:

Constricts his already shrinking stomach,
Ashens his face, increcases his fear.

Eyes dark towards the formidable door,

Hoping itll open, hoping it'll not.

Will he be the next one to go In?

Just the thought of that makes his stomach knot.
C his he wonders again,
Will it be a :‘::. or only some pills

Or maybe? no he mustn't think of that,
He mustn't forget the outrageous bills.

Finally, at last, the door opens;
A name — yes, his name — is finally called.

What will the final verdict be?
His stomach squirms, his heart is stalled.

Q1. What is the name ol the Croatian who beal Stepan
Edberg at the Wimbledon Tennis championships on
July Ist?

Q2 What does the CAT in CAT scan stand for?

Q3. Which is the longest wall in the world?

Q4. Which is the highest capital city in the world?

@5. Which is the largest island in the world?

Q6. Who created the famous character Rip Van Winkle?

Q7. Who was Fahien?

Q 8. © Who wrote ‘A pas to India’™?

Q9 What is the captal of Liberia?

Q 10. What is the most freguently sung song in the world?

Answers to July 18th Quiz club question :

L. Kiichi Miyazawa.

2. Casplan Sea

3. India

4. Rudyard Kipling

& President John F Kennedy.

6. Austria, 1249

7. Cricket

8  Goll

9. lan Fleming

10. Sultan Azlan Shah

media.
Name:
Father’s Name:
School:
Full Address:

Telephone No.

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




