of Titans' which of course is a
duel of nerves and physical
. So naturally | had a
hell of a time in convincing
them. (meaning my parents) to
et me go to the stadium. They
gave me the n but of
course with my cousin and
uncle, We took a scooter and
began our journey.
| woke up from my day
dream by a sharp nudge from
ﬂturﬂt. The atmosphere out-
the stadium was no less
noisy than inside. The black

HE night after my

mother died, | sat up in

her room motionless.
The storm which had been
multering quietly all evening,
now declared its official
openings, as 1l were, with one
incandescent violent-coloured
stroke of lighting, silhouetting
the whole town, its mound of
clustered roofs against a lvid

The following spring, the
year 1992 when | was sixteen
unele John asked me o come
over @ his house for a few days.
| had been there when | was
eight. 1 can still remember the
road and river that wound in-
extricably along the valley,
crossing and re-crossing in an
antique dance of their own.
Those who knew the road
slowed their vehicles to a crawl
and shambled over them with
respect; the unwary from the
cities hit them at speed and

their heads on their car
roofs at the first bound. Outside
the narrow ribbon of level fields
that fringed the road, and the
pastures rosc stecply into rough
slopes of grass and heather,
broken at the crests by a few

R R
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ticket sellers crowding on the
spectators urging them to buy
the tickets at a sky-high value
of Tk 40 instead of the legal
rate at Tk 16. Any way, after
buying three gallery tickets, we
went near the entrance to the

Abahani . There we were
thoroughly cheeked for arms
and fireworks. Then when we

were ¢ up the stairs to-
nrd:mp]m‘urmd
by an over powering stench of
pure urine. To be precise | was

ports is No less Destructive than War!

—. by Rabeth Khan

walking on s of floating
urine. A of fresh air blew
over my face and | was certain
that | was finally in the sta-
dium.

The picture of the gallery
scene was different from the
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field. On the field the players
were a bundle of nerves while
different categories of insanity
were exhibited in the gallery.
Some of the spectators disposed
all of their clothes the
underpants and danced wildly.

Some of them were smoki

'‘ganja’ and taking ‘phensidyl’
frrespective of the health haz-
ards they were creating to other
lellow . A short whis-
tie signalied the beginning of
the second-halfl with the result
tied at 0-0. After half-way
through the second-half,
Abahani scored a goal much o
the reliefl and excitement of the
supporters. And when Abahani
struck the second time five
minutes from time, we the
Abahani fans were delighted.

But that was the moment when
disaster struck.

Within a few minutes, the
entire atmosphere into
a battlefield. In the field rival
players traded “hes, kicks

a variety ol marshall arts
actions. While in the gallery
supporters exchanged insults,
showered stones and showed
obscene gestures. Even some
started breaking a jon of
the plkgctn gather more
stones. Mohammedan
supporters weren't lagging far
behind; they tried to beat up
the Abahani players but of
course they were by
the riot police. When all these
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Lasehd
tng out

we succeeded In go-
the stadtum and went
straight to the fountain of
Baitul Mukarram. There we
to our hearts

On the way, | drank an jce-
cool glass of ‘LassC but unfor-
tunately | caught a bad cold the
next moming when | reached
home 1 felt lucky to be In one

and decided that we have
to stop the extinction of enter-
tainment from the world for
real. Even sports is no less de-
structive than war

OCCULT PHENOMENA

outcrops of rock. Cows minced
along the contours with slow
delicate movements heads
down, as deliberately as though
they possessed the whole of
thme.

That night | hardly slept.
Every lime | drifted into sleep, |
was assailed by such terrible
dreams that | shot upright in
bed trembling like a leal,
pushing the dark away with my
hands. | began to think about
my mother. What has happened
to her soul? Did she really go to
some other world where we can
go only after death. Were we
humans surrounded all the
time, unknowingly by the spir:
its of people who had died and
were stil wandering this earth
with things that they wish to
express, to pass on or to tell us?

| began to think about uncle
John. Soon he would come and
take me with him to his house.
lfe asked if he would bring
something that 1 want. Who in

by Md Kabiruddin

this world really knows what he
wanls most of all? And who rc-
ally receives it? What do | wish
for most in this world? | want
my mother back apd that hap-
piness | know | shall not have.
While | lay there on my bed,
my cyes drooping at last into
sleep, the moon rose, and
the windows the silvery
light cast a shimmering halve
aver everything around me.
Pools of sunlight splashed on
the floor, and every objects in
the room looked as though they
had been dipped in T.
Just as | was on the edge of
sleep a sound jerked me back
into wakefulness. As though
pulled by a stung I sat up in
bed and peered into the dark-
ness. Sitting bolt upnight my
eyes focussed on the curtain at
the foot of the bed. As | gazed at
it, to my horror, it began to
move. Slowly it fell back and
there in an unearthly light

"W-wha i-is {f?" ] stammered.

"Don't be alarmed, son .... |
am your mother and | have
come to warm you ... don’t go
with your uncle tomorrow came
the notse. It was a wenderful
voice, commanding and yet

strangely beautiful, but it was .

not human. It sounded like the
wind and the waves, yet it had
an echo of the tomb. It camc

[rom all places al once, a voice |
could almost feel as well as
hear,

*“Mother ... mother ... is it re-
ally you?" 1 shouted. But she
gradually began to fade. The
curtain dropped back into place
and all was silent again. Was it
really my mother's spirit or just
a figment of my imagination? Of
course in these day, there are
lots of sceptics who consider all
accounts of occuit phenomena

Al last in a mood of hopeless
grief, impatience and despair |
fell asleep.

Next morming my uncle came
lo take me. But then a terrible
thought crossed my mind. What
il the last night’'s incident was
real. Perhaps my mother knew
that something terrible was go-
ing to and came to wam
me. So, in the end | lelt an im-
perative compulsion lo post-
pone the journey. Uncle John
was a bit upset at my refusal to
go. | knew something was going
to happen ... something awful.

Next day during breaklast

He gave me the newspaper
that he was reading. With a
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Name— Jeffrey Meek (Popularly known as Jonathan Raven)

Age-34 yrs
Marital status— Single

Did you know that:

He ls six feet two inches tall.
Before

used to work im the
He graduated from
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his television career, he
‘of California.

His debut was in a drama called "Search
for Tomorrow” and the reason was to earn

some pocket money.

He worked fifteen hours daily in the initial

stages of his career.

Te act in Raven he had to learn

chop and

kick actions of Marshall arts from Marshall arts expert Billy

Blanks.
He loves to go
me mbers of
Every stunt
Jefirey himself.

to concerts with the crew
Raven, whenever he is free.
and actions of Raven has been performed by

stood a dark figure.
was walking down Lhe sea
I shore alone and thinking
of my past and my
resent, saw a lonely sea-gull
Flytng away, it scemed as lonely
as me. | used to come here ve
often but never felt this

ncever see Prema . She was
looking so beautiful the last

time when we mgt, to say good

bye. Maybe pretty girls have a
proud heart like her. She broke

my heart, she could not forgive
a small mistake, but | still love
her. Will 1 ever have the chance
lo say sorry, just for once, even
though 1 know, it is too late,
she will not come back to me.

Seven years back this was
the place where we met for the
first time. We were both filteen,
so young and so free. | remem-
ber the day very well. She was
looking like a fairy from a lovely
golden star. My [riends intro-
duced her to me, her name was
Prema.

The moment | saw her, |
knew she was for me. We met at
the beach for the first ime, we
walked hand in hand and
thought as | walked with her,
does she know my true fechings?
| have never experienced
anything as serene as this
evening with my Prema.

The sun was about to set
and the sea seemed to be taking
the sun in her arms. Every-
thing was too perfect to be true.

Next day 1| woke up very
early, in the morning because
the night before | could not
sleep very well, maybe | was in
love. 'l went for a walk by the
sca and was wondering how
beautiful life. could be. Suddenly
| saw Premd walking towards
me. My heart ski a beat
what was she doing here? Could

| she, also not sleep last night ?

As she walked towards me | saw
she was looking even more
beautiful, she was wearing an
ocean blue dress and seemed
she was just fading with the
occan that lay in front of me
with open arms.
"Good-morning " 1 said,

what are you doing here so

carly.
What are you doing here 7

Maybe now 1 know that 1 will

My First Love

by Shahed Latif

she asked still smiling.

Waiting for you, I knew you
would come here, Prema |
couldn't help falling in love. |
realized what | have just said
and | was about to say sorry
when she laughed.
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you,” | was so happy that for a
sccond | felt that the world
would stop here and our love
would never die. But thal was
seven years ago. | sometimes
ask mysell, why can’t a girl
trust a man? | did have other
fricnds, a lot of girl [mends 1o be

il
i3

“Lets wadk, " she said calmly
"the morning is lovely do not
you think.” | could not answer
her; we walked without saying a
word for half an hour sud-
denly lo break the uneasy si-
lence | said what do you It
do most? Prema looked at me
and said "to fall in love with

precise, but Prema was my girl.
She was my world. Why could

she not understand Lhe differ-
ence 7

I didn’t to explain her

I b‘:Lwd i you love;

sel her [ree, if she loves she will
come back.” She never came

back, my first love.

Pollution

by Tamzida Karim

Save the Earth,
Save the Oeone,

"Fraternal Pranks"j

by Mushfiqur Rahman

Adnan up the

distorterd volce.

“Why what is it7" asked Adnan.
“I'l describe it to you when you come. But for God's
please do come,” begged he.

sa ke

Adnan shrugged his shoulders as he hang up the phone.
He took out his car from the garage and drove to

receiver of his phone. It
was from his friend Tarig

"Hello, Adnan, listen pal, could you

pmmm?PEMIHlm-."T-ﬁlﬁdMI

come over to my

" Mont Blanc : Heaven

on Earth |

T was around 7 am when
we got on the bus, on our
way to Mont Blanc. Mont
sBlanc is the biggest mountain
in France, just an hour's drive
from Geneva, Switzerland

us all interested giving us tid-
bits of information larly.

Slowly we app a long
valley. There was a dull grey
stream beside the road.
As we went on for another half
'n' hour we crossed the French
border. The bright orb was
shining above our heads. Even
though the sun was shining
strongly we were feeling cold,
partly because there was a lot of
snow around us, and we were
pl:*“up the hilly areas. -

guide told us that we
were necarly there. Then she
asked us which 4 stops we
wanted to visit on Mont Blanc.
It took us a while lo decide, but
at the end we decided on stops
A&C.

In another ten minutes we
reached Mont Blanc. As we
slowly lifted our heads to look
at the mountain we could see it
towering over our heads.

We s got on a queue for
the cable cars. After 2 minutes
a huge cable car slid down in
front of us. In a diagnol line the
cable car contractor punched a
hole in to our tickets, and made
sure we went in properly.

As we went up we saw many
abandoned houses and trees.
We also saw a couple of profes-
sional mountaineers. As we
went further up, the trees
started to disappear and only
small meadows of grass were
visible. Then about 2600 meters

by Tadib Mugqtada

. higher the meadows began to

disappear, and glimpses of
snow were visible. After a while
around 3000 meters only snow
was visible.

| remember clearly one mo-
ment when we were sin
through a huge clnur.lns
then suddenly without any
warnings 50% of the ladies in
the cable car started screaming
their heads off. Now looking
back | think that if that huge
cloud would have stayed my ear
drums would have surely
popped.

Somechow | expected that ev-
erybody had a camera, so as

soon as a person spotted a huge
glacter, everybody was being
pushed to get a couple of
shots of the beautiful scenery.
Finally we reached mid-point
L'Aiguille du Midi. We stopped
there for a minute just to get in
a queue for another cable car
which goes up another 3000
meters.

There were mo-
ments when we thought that we
were going to crash right into
thick chunks of fce, but we
luckily escaped.

As soon as we reached the
top, we started exploring the
place. After a little exploring we
saw a sign that said caletaria.
We slowly walked towards the
cafetaria. After we went in we
ordered some hot chocolate.
Alter that we tool a cable car

back down to the bottom

the mountain. We stopped in
Chamonix (a small town right
besides Mont Blanc). This small
town was beautiful, it was just
like a picture with beautiful
sceneries. The only scenery |

was looking for right then was
the Restaurant. We spotted it in
a few minutes, and then went
inside.

After lunch the guide took us
in front of some train tracks.
She told us that we have to take
a train up the mountain to see
one of the most beautiful
glacters in the world. The train
came in a few minutes. We all
jumped inside the train. A cou-
ple of minutes later the train
made a long whistle and then
went up. The train went round
and round up the mountain. It
was very scary looking down
but at last it reached its desti-
nation. | looked down at Lhe

t cave. It was totally
blue inside with sculptures of a
plano a drawing room, there
was green carpet on the floor,
altogether it looked magnifi-
cent.

After some more exploring
we took the train back down Lhe
winding mountain again. When
we reached the bottom we
picked up some souvenirs. It
was getting dark so the guide

told us it was time to go. Then
_w:tnukﬂ:htubmk__ home.
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