key boards
quence of the song but Shubho
ignored and played along. We

thinking it was

Purple. Shubho played
sic riffs and Hamid started “slap
" in addition to dance. It
was evident that Hamid loved
the song very much.

We could not hear Miaz

]

Hamid wandered around the
stage for a minute looking for
an additional guitar although
he knew quite well there was no
extra anything. Finally he
dropped the guitar on the floor
and :mum]hﬂ out without
even g at the audience.
The went on.

Before the third piece, the

proved
that the audience could hear
Miaz.

This time they were playing a
*Man on the Silver Mountain®

by Sharier Khan

by Rainbow. From the begin-
ning of the piece, Dulu forgot
about the audience and the
band and started composing a
piece no one had heard before.
May be that was his very first
composition. Any way, his com-
position interfered quite a bit
with the performing of “silver
mountain.® Miaz forgot several
lines of the song and with a

tuneless voice started reciting
SOMe 0 lines like;
I'm the man, I'm the man
with a brain you never sheen
its a deal, its a heal

my cold's off by phen:d}lm

» Nobody except Shubho liked
his lyrics. Meanwhile, with

heavy beats pouring on the
bass drum, the ‘stoned’ drum-
mer was facing some difficulties
which we could visibly see. With
every beat, the bass drum was
migrating towards the black
hole of the stage. He continued

beating, legs extending until his
leg stretched completely. “Help,

Help.” he shouted. We saw, two
phasing point crews get on
the stage in a manner as f we
the audience did not exist. They
pushed back the bass drum to-
wards the drummer.

Now the problem was thap,
were not careful. They
pushed the drum a

little bit more than necessary.
The stoned drummer, being

pushed with the bass drum,
lost control and slipped off his
stool. We saw his legs going to-
wards the sky and the sound of
drums stopped. Seconds later
he got up and quickly tried to
grab the lost rhythm. But his
sudden strike on the snare
drum brought out a terrific
sound effect-"blam!™ The drum
stick went through the drum
and the bass pedal slipped off
from the place.

He started playing the bass
drum with the stick and con-
tinued playing the torn snare
drum. It was right then that

when Miaz started coughing ke
an eighty year old man with
consumption. And Shubho de-
cided to play a little piece on the
keyboard. The audience,
laughing. was regretting why
they had not brought along
surme accessories like eggs and
rotten vegetables for the con-
cert. | could not look at the
friends to whom | had sold 18
tickets forcibly

At this point, Shubho walked

to the keyboard (the mf was
uture

. going on) and asked the

- to- be Dulu to give
up and told him that it was not
a right time to create a new
composition but it is the right
time for Dulu to play “Silver
Mountain® with the others.

But Dulu could not be both-
ered. He. for the first time had
had the chance to play a Roland
key board, and for the firsi time
he was comfortable creating an
original piece. The argument
between the guitarist and the
key boardist soon started re-
flecting eon the “Silver
Mountain.” As we could only
hear Miaz coughing and the
drummer "“making noise.” The
feud stopped when Dulu, being
descent, gave up for a minute
and let the ‘stoned’ Bangladeshi
Jimi Hendrix play a few wrong
notes. Satisfied, Shubho,
started his guitar riffs again
and dancing was returning o
the edge of the stage to show-
ofl. Unfortunately however, as
he was jumping, a wooden slab
bounced from the floor and hit
his face. *Urt Maal! (Oh
Mother!™) Meanwhile the drum
set, for the second time was
moving towards the black hole
of the stage. This time, the
drummer being smart, did not
call anybody but stood up and
walked along the moving drum.
He was playing it too.

Inevitably, we saw the drum
sct to slip into the black hole of
the stage. The drummer fol-
lowed his instrument soon,
though it seemed, unwillingly.
The audience roared. What a
stunt! What courage! The
drummer might break his legs.
The audience cried,” One morel

e 3 To Be Continued

Y father gave me an ast-
onished look as | asked
him this question; as il ]
had asked him something that
sounded impossible. 1 knew
loved Mummy

deep inside.

My grandmother
grandpa. my three uncles,
aunts and my cousins, all of us
together built up a big family. |
feit especially for each one of
them, but except for my
youngest uncle. He did the
thing that my ts niever did
— he used to beat me for no
satisfactory cause. The only
one available to protect me from
harshness was my grand-
mother. She was the one who
fed me and looked after. She

QLif@a

by Trishna.

was old but still amazingly la-
borious. She supported me and
helped me forget the presence of
my parents. | saw my father
once a day, when he came back
from work late at night and that
too if 1 stayed awake till then.
Our relationship was not like
the usual father and son’'s but
different, and strange.

I could stay cheerful only
when | was accompanied by my
friends. They took me to an-
other world. School, education,

were things of least
im but it {s not that |
totally ignored them. Bunking
school was something we never
failed to do. My friends were my
company to parks, lakes and
fields, where we used to go and
chat about ourselves and fiirt
with girls.. All of my friends had
girl-irlends and they encour-
aged me to get one, no not one,
but some for mysell. | thought |
was too young but they changed
my idea by saying, 'hey, you're

fourteen. You're a teenager so
enjoy these years'. They were
right, [ thought, and thus began
my game with girls. | picked
them, made them fall madly in
love and | was assured of the
fact, 1 simply dropped them like
a hot kettle. It seemed easy and
it felt good to see them cry. |
could convince mysell that |
was not the only one who cried.

But | was too immatured to un-
derstand what | was doing.

Once after bunking school,
we were walking alongside the
road, Everyone was quiet, until
one of my friends broke the si-
lence. He was bored of doing the
same thing everyday. so he
craved’ for something exci
and new; something that any
us had never done earlier. We
stretched ourselves on the
green grass and . until
someone came up with the
brightest idea. So we called the
lad nearby, with packets of dif-
ferent brands on a wooden tray.
We did not know which one to
choose so we just decided on
the most common one. We all
paid some money which we
used to get anyhow from home,
and a friend lit my first
cigarette, The virtues in me
were dying.

To be continued.

The World's Meanest
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"Woman

by Gulshana Yasmin Hoque

nesscs and homes. :

When the wretched woman
died, her crippled son, Ned,
spent, spent and spént. He
bought his mistress £50,000
chastity belt and installed 12

pretty young secretaries and a
masseuse in a suite at the
Waldorf-Astoria Hotel at a rent
of £600 a week. He spent
£150,000 refurnishing the room
and further £2,000,000 on jew-

ellery, he even had a ruby-
studded chamber-pot.

He had private railway
coaches built and his steam
yacht fitted at a cost
£2,000,000. He a carried
wads of $10,000 bills to the
value of a of a million
pounds. His weird sense of hu-
mour showed itsell when he
despaiched two battered card-
board boxes tied up with string,
by rail. He phoned the rail com-
pany and told them the boxes
contained two million dollars in
cash and jewels. After a frantic
search the boxes were found on
the back of an open lorry
parked outside a cafe. The
driver was inside, unaware of
the treasure he was carryi

When Ned Green d in
1936 aged 67, it took 200
lawyers, 386 witnesses and
4,000,000 words of evidence o
sort out the estate over twenty -
nine months. His sister Sylvia
spent the last three years of her
life dividing her share up with
one of the most complicated
wills of all time.

by Tamanna Zaman Khan

One day at night alone in the street

I was walking and walking just like an ascetic
I had no aspiration neither any wish
Multitude of stars can never flourish.

It was twinkling but can never help anyone

A sluggish little girl can never be charmed,

By it at all.

She is in search of love and affection.

I askell the nature, ! asked the universe
Why all systems are reversed?

Why do you discriminate me?

Can't you see me in your own eyes?

A love is all I ask of you. my heart bleeded
And [ wonder if | ever did any wrong.
Spontaneously | had a song
Sorry, sorry, sorry to all
Forgive me if at random | made any wrong
Please restore my love

' Which was my only resort.

Fleeing

will never remain

happiness
Everlasting love always gains.
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Timothy was on holiday in
Ireland and staying at a small
country fnn.

One evening in the bar he
was amazed by the following
conversation:

That's a beautiful hat you've
got there' said an old man to a

young fellow who was standing
next to him at the bar. “‘Where

did you buy {t?
‘At O'Grady's,’ replied the

'Why, | go there myselll
commented the old man. You
must be from around these
parts, then?

‘Aye. From Murphy Street.’

‘Gracious!’ exclaimed the old
man. ‘1 live there, tool’

‘Quite amazing,’ commented
Timothy to the barman ‘that
those two folk over there live in
the same street and have only
just met.’ |

A village scene by Shadman
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Yet each man kills the thing

he loves, _

By each let this bhe heard,

some do it with a bitter look,

some with a flattering word.

The coward does it with a kiss,

The brave man with a sword.
— Wilde

S this world a ruthless wo-
rid? Has all the people of
this world gone crazy?
Where does civilization stand?
Has the people of the whole
world turmed 1o be all cowards?
Where has the brave man gone?
Where does the word ‘save’
stand in this world? Where has
all the promises gone? These
are the vital questions of this
world at present.
| am talking about Bosnia-
Herzegovina., Every single
in this world has right
to exist. They have the right to

protect their ﬂﬂl. ir
sovereignty and religion.
The people of Bosnia-

Herzegovina have the equal
rights too. But what do we see
there? Ethnic cleanst People
are dying litke the way
mosquitos does when insecti-
cide is sprayed. But that is not
civilization: s it?

Whal are the major powers
doing? United States, Great
Britain and France. Not even a
single major decision has been
taken by them to the flow
of death in Bosnia to the
rlrunul of ongoing conflict.

aving maximum respect to-
wards United States, | would
very much ltke to state that
they are really playing their
part as a silent spectator. They
are making big dialogues inflat-
ing big hopes showing great
concern but they haven't done
anything in reality. Their motive
in this matter is also not dear.
They said that it is the internal
m of the country itself so

they are helpless. But even if
they think so, then what about
Iraq-Kuwait conflict? That is
also an internal problem. They
might contradict that statement
by saying that Saudi Arebis in-
vited them to step Iraq. But
what about the recent bombing
in Iraq. Then what was the rea-
son behind this? The assasina-

!tinnatt:mplul'ﬂu.:hlﬁvmifﬂ
is so, then it seems that they

are more concern about an ai-
tempt than a death, isn'l it so?
Muslims are being slaugh-
tered, hanged and beaten to
death in Bosnia-Herzegovina.
The honour and dignity of

by Tasin Ahmed

women has been fully de-
stroyed. How would they react if
the same thing happens in their
country?
Even the United Nations has
also fafled to give any solution,
are in peace
talks, talking hours and

hours but still can’t get any
positive result. Whats the

R
- .

problem behind this? The

Amnesty International; Unicef;
OIC and any more organiza-

s: what
during his presidential cam-
paign speech said that he would
take strong actions againsl

The silent attitude of the
Muslim countries are even more
pathetic. They are acting as a
doll in this situation. They are
neither making any strong de-
cisions to stop the conflict, nor
even pressing ‘United Nations'
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| hope lh:. world's super
powers will come up with an
te idea to sobve this f-

appropria
tal and complieated problem.

The time has come for them to
act by the power of a sword.
We hope and dream for the very
moment—
There's a long, long eil a —
winding,

Into the land of my dreams,
Where the nightingales are

singing

And the white moon beama.
There's a long long night of
wailing.

Until my dreamas all come true.
Till the day when I'll be going

Living with Friends and Enemies

letting life pass them by.
there are those who seize each

I'm talking about here,
about life... and what up
a life? The friends and enemies,
the lovers and partners the
winners and losers. Real people
with real pride and honour-
these things make up a life. |
once fought with a friend over
something totally insignificant
but my pride got in the way of
making amends, He wrote for
me the following lines and my
pride went out the window:

Don't walk before me
For | may not follow
' Don't walk behind me

For | may not lead

Just walk beside me

And be my friend.

Some people go through life
leading and others being led.
And some neither lead nor fol-
low. They simply march to their
own beat and don't need to do
¢ither. Some are destined (o
come logether and walk side by
side, If seven, such 'I-march-to-
my-own-beat' types happen to
come together and connect than

by Naheed Kamal

being 'friends’ is easy ... now

they are in tune and others
can’'t keep up easily. Some
might still try to lead the way or
follow, and some joyfull soul
may even dare to try and harm
them. But this is about friend-
ship, loyalty and connecting. If
seven head strong people decide
to join forces and walk, march,
dance or stand together they
can create a pretfty strong
chain, and sometimes the chain
can even have ‘studs’ of steel!

“ In our society men bond,
men and women interact, and
girls hang eut until a man

comes on the scene. But what

happens when a girl comes on
the scene of seven males bond-
ing? For a couple of long weeks
| partly bonded and hung out
with seven such people (And |
still feel like ‘myself).

| searched long and hard,
and found, along with other

: | :
things | believe something rare

... a [riend for life who is moody
and mean; a teddy bear who is
a stud, a frog.. (oops a toad)
who can dance, a glant with a
heart of gold, a brother to reg-
gae with, an 'all-round’ friend
partner-in-crime (espe-
eially in the middle of the
pight) -
To them | have made a
promise that | must keep. There
,are millions of ways to say .
thanks and express onesell. |
express myself best with words.
So | say Thank you' to a certain
extraordinary group-to seven
EEE-mazing people (as a certain
stud would put it) for all the fun
and laughter, drives and wasted
“TRESOR", dancing and

jealousy, pool parties and d’:ﬁ
off roof tops, photographs

rumours, dressi up and
in and

ga
fights, flares, feuds ad flying
high and more and more and
you sad, some mlgt be
shocked and outraged by your
appearance, and others might
lie, cheat and spread mind

blowing rumours. So what?
Just remember friends may
come and go but enemies ac-
cumulate. So some friends
should always stand by each
other. If its of any consolation
this friend will always be there



