by Anjum Hossain

A father is a man who always stays by your side,
He supports vou like the cashion under the fancy
“mhfﬁhﬁhmﬂi“ﬁmnﬁm

He comforts you through fear and encourages you

through |
A father is a teacher who the laws of nature,
As well as the rules of life.

A father is a warm hearted person full of hope.
Someone you can always count on.
He is fair, but firm;
Strong, but sofl.
And above all, a father is one who loves and cares
about you!

your parents to fiil ip toel
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interesting thing?

What can we add? .

14. Do you want more fun

17.

be introduced?
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Full Name: Edward Furle
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Rising Stars Survey

Now let’s see how much you read ‘Rising Stars’. Here's a
survey, rush to get your pen, and let us know guickly. Ask

20. In one word how would you evaluate your page?

Stear Profile

FPlease send In your answers by December 4, '93, to The

Daily Star office. Clearly print your name, schoolicollege,
registration number and age. Thank you for your

1. Are you a reghlar reader of the Rising Stars?
2. What atiracts you most in the page? What is the most

3. What more could be done to make It more attractive?

4. Is the pege more interesting than boring?

5.Do you encourage others to read #?

6.What sort of articles do you warit to read more often?
7. Do you want the Rising Stars page to expand?

8. Have you sent any articles to the Rising Stars so far?
9. Do you encourage others to write for this page?

10. Do you like serials or short stories?

11. Do you want more factual reports?

12. Do you want games to be introduced?

13. Would you like illustrations for each article?

competitions?
15. Does it provide both knowledge and entertainment?
16. Do you want more sports articles?
Would you like interviews of our fainous personalities,
such as writers, singers. aciors etc?
148y, Whe 18 your (avourite Rising Stars wiiter?
19. Would you like gaines and juiszies or feature cartoons to

4

ng. Born : August 2, 1977,
Glendate, California., USA. Star Sing: Leo. EYES: Brown.
Hair: Brown. Marital Status: Singic.

Did you know that :

He had never acted before in his life. :

For he his role as John Connor in Terminator 2, he had

otorcycie, speak Spanish and fix guns.

Bchwarzenegger.
In his spare time he enjoys listening to music, especially
Janet Jackson, watching scary mnﬂu'ud making home

videos.

A Dream And

e ey

Reality

by Mahjabeen Hassan

T was a dark and gloomy
I street. Not a person was

in sight. 1 was feeling a
little scared. | was return
home after teaching two little
kids, both the same age. |
usually teach them from the
afternoon till the evening but
today their Aunt and cousinhs
came and it got late.

-Anyway, | was
frightened because | was
carrying Tk 800/~ my salary of
the month, in my shoulder bag
and thought that robbers may
steal it. Every time 1 looked
back [ felt someone was
foliowing me. My nervousness
got the better of me. 1 quickly
slipped into a old and shattered
tempie. As | looked back 1 found
no one there. | gathered
courage, went out of the temple
and continued iny lonely

Jjourney. As | walked ! reached
for my shoulder bag and saw it

really

had vanished. | walked as fast
as my legs could carry me, back
0 the temple. | began
the floor of the temple. | looked
and looked and suddenly hit
something: it was a half-naked
statue of a goddess. Just then |
stepped into something; 1
looked down and saw my bag
lying there, and a pile of leaves
it. As [ picked it up I
felt strong hands grasping me
~- AAAN | screamed and woke
up and =aw my father telling me
to wake up as it was time for

school. | was relieved. So, it was
all a dreaun!

in my dream | had been a
hard-working woman but in
reality I am just a teen-age,

school going girl.

I prayed to God that [ don't
ever have to experience such
terrible adventures again — not

" even In a dream.

-knew that the I.:;

board. He never acessed any
documentartes about the Great
Pyramid or the Red Fort or the
Mayan temples or Stonehenge.
Mr Shastri, who ook the seniior
classes, did all that. And kids
loved him and his classes.

important date. The number
began as a dot in the centre of
the screen and grew bigger until

Just before the bell, he
pulled on his shoes, walked up
and down a few paces until the
shoe uppers settled down and
hugged the feet. And when the
bell went, he went.

"How time [lies,” Bunty had
said once with an ex ted
sigh. Mr Gupta didn't quite
know how to take that.

- Mr Gupta didn't know how
to take on Bunty, though he
was at the
centre of ripples of sniggers and
snorts and coughs.

“Take off that cap,” Mr
Gupta said. "This is not the
sports”,

“This 1s not a cap, sir,”
Bunty said with all innocence.
“These are two- disks.
They will give me additional
memory. | won't forget any
dates now, sir.”

Mr Gupta drowned our

with the loud thump-
ing of his book hitting the dm.
Bunty was ordered to lake ofl
the cap and do five hundred
words on Tantya Tope as
homework.

“What out I' Mr Gupta said.
Naturally, the class hel
Bunty out. We had to it
with the history of the 1887
struggle because there isn’t
much on Tope in the school's

date bank.

Then there was the time
Bunty broguht one of those
musical marbles. You know, the
ones that give off a sort of
Jingle bells tune when they
bounce and a continuous whine
when they roll ? They were new
in the market then and cost the
earth. But Bunty doesn’t mind
spending money on his practi-
cal jokes.

When Bunty flicked the
marble along the aisle to the
wall behind the teacher we were
jolted awake by the music and

by Dilip Raote

the whine. There was Haa -
tive banging of desks much

laughter.

But that was nothing com-

pared o what happened imme-
diately aflerwards. That was
really something |

Mr Cupta was so
the music that he beat a frantic

tattoo on the keyboard. The
screen board behind him It up
and started flashing colours in

, blue, yellow and
all their combinations.
looked weird as faces were it
up by the changing colours.
And Mr Gupta, poor Mr
Cupta, he s with the
keyboard to switch off the
screen. He pressed keys as if

- his life depended on hitting the

right one.
Finally, | had to walk over

and press escape. The look of
gratitude he gave me ! It was

embarrassing. | felt sorry for
him.

Later, | made the mistake of
telling Bunty that it was a mean
trick to play. And everyone
jumped on me. It was smash-

ing. they said. One of Buntys
best, they said.

*You girls are soft,” Bunty

turmed up his nose at me. "He's

been our life miserable.

Why don't you feel sorry for us,

eh 7 And don't lie, | saw you
laughing just as much as the
rest of us.*

And then Bunty said some-

that surprise me.

“l read somewhere”, he said,
“that in the last moments before
death a sces his whole
life in a flash. Mr Gupta re-
minded me of a dying man, with
the entire history of mankind
flashing in his eyes. Ha ha I

That was clever. | didn’t

~

n the Teacher's Shoes

hmﬂwtym-dmmh.

But the trick | liked most
was when Bunty made Mr
Gu leave at the end of class
with one shoe on his foot and
the other in his hand, and a
viry very puzzled look on his
famv,

It had to do with Mr Gupta’s

lHuglite shoes. You know how

the shoe material reacts to body

heat and expands and contracts
to fit the foot's contours. The

shapes of the shoes differ at the
cnd of a slow walk, fastwalk or
a run since the stresses on the
different parts of the feet as well
as Lheir heating up vary.

Bunty brought to class that
day a metal flower-vase. It had
a big bulbous bottom and a
long thin neck.

When Mr Gupta took off his
shoes and settled down with his
book and dates. Bunty crawled
along the aisle and brought
back one shoe . He shoved the
vivse into the shoe with the neck
lowards the loe,

He waited. We watched.

Nothing happened. The shape of

the shoe did not change.

| scribbled a note and re-
lnyed it to Bunty. His lips
moved to say thank you.

lie unbuttoned his shirt and
pul Lthe vase next to his chest to
give it body heat. Afier five
minutes he pushed in into the
shoe. lle gave me the thumbs
up sign. It was

Until five minutes before
bell, Bunty worked on it. When
he showed us the result, we
couldn’t control our laughter.
Some of the girls shricked. Silly
hens | They could have given
the game away if Mr Gupta had
gol up to investigate and found
a shoe missing.

Fortunately, Mr Gupta only

DHAKA SATURDAY, NOVEMBER 27, 1993

oked up from his reading and
banged his desk.

“War is not funny,” he said.

We didn't even know what he
was Lalking about.

The shoe held our attention.
it had laken on the shape of the
vase, Lhough the ankle portion -
hadn'l ciosed up and had left a
big hole in the side.

Bunty crawled again and put
the shoe back under Mr Guptas

desk. We waited impatiently for
the bell.

There was total silence in the

tlass as Mr Gupta put on one

shoe. He groped for the other
shoe, and the head was

out of sight behind the desk

Mr Gupta stood up slowly
with the Hugtite vase held up in
Imntnihimuﬂ'ﬂm:n&q
living thi

We couldn’t hold back then
We el go. Amidst our ]-t.f
Mr Gupta Hmped out of
the offending shoe still held in
one hand.

As the laughter was dying
down, Bunty topped it. “One
oot for a man, a wvase of
mankind,” he said.

it was terrible. Netl
Armstrong must have turned in
his grave. But it was so apt, we
rolled in the aisics.

Alter that day Mr Gupta

wore leather chappals. He

didn”t even sit at his desk, but

walked up and down the aisles.
He's been ever since.

Cuess who sits at his desk
o

Me |

Mr Gupta can’t the
screenboard, and | can. So he
tells me to access appropriate fl-
lustrations and documentaries.
And he listens when | suggest
small digressions to other eras,
other countries. :
" The kids love illustrated

istory now. even to

remember d.t::lt)' . o

And they malke faces at me.

But ! Yy Sunty on my side.
[ help him with his homework.

Courtesy —Young Times

Visitors from Outer Space?

ed into the house next
door to us. The day they moved
in, I be t some roses and
chocolates for them. In the
evening. | went to their house to
give -the presents. Mrs Gorply
started when she took
the roses from me. After a while
Mr Gorply and their daughter,
Liz Gorply started sneezing too!
| asked Mrs Gorply what was
wrong and she replied that the
Gorply's were allergic to roses.
Imagine allergic to

I never heard
silly before.Well, |
should leave them alone and so -
| said goodbye
this incident, [ did not feel very
easy with them. Somehow, they
seemed to be abnormal, weird
and out of this world. The Gor-
ply’s never took part in any so-
cial activities. Most of the time,
they would spend their time
alone. They did not mix with
other people. After few weeks |
started feeling suspicious about
them of being aliens from out-
erspace. Unfortunately my sus-
picious proved true.

One Friday evening | was
sorting out my plants in the
garden. I used to keep my
plants near the Gorply’s hedges
wlﬂdnwtrenmtumguden._
Suddenly. [ saw a green light
flashing in the Gorply’'s garden.
Out of curiosity 1 peeked into
the Gorply's garden I saw Mr
and Mrs Gorply s in the

. middie of the garden like stat-

ues. From four comers of their
garden green lines were shoot-
ing out and all the four green
lines joined like a cross. Mr and
Mrs Gorply were standing in the
middie of the cross. 1 was awed!
I could not believe what 1 had
seen, but there was more to
happen. After few seconds Mr
and Mrs Gorply were turning
into their original forms —
aliens. They had grey and green
coloured faces, pointed noses,
and bald heads which were or-
ange. They had such terrible

faces that the dead would jurip

Jokes

Compiled by
Musaddek Ali

A drama critic's one word
review of play titled ‘The cup-
board’

: 'Bare
b 4 * *

Opinion of a violin solo:; "It
had that quality of seeming to
last much

longer than it actually did."

* * *

An astronaut once made an
authoress very happy at a re-
ception in Houston. "Ma'am,” he
told her admiringly, “I was
reading your novel while we
were in orbit — and [ couldn't
put it down!"”

by Tarannum Laila

into life seeing their faces. By
now my hands were trembling
and | was very scared. | realised
that the aliens came to the
earth for special reasons. If one
of their reasons were to kidnap
human beings and experiment
with them, the aliens would cer-
tainly kidnap children. As | am
a child they might even kidnap
me. Out of fear, [ ran inside our
house and ran upstairs to my
room. | locked my room, and
sat in my bed. | felt as if some-

one was chasing me. | thought |
should tell someone about the

Next day, | told Jessica

about the Gorply family. She
sald that we should check the

reached it. Every now and then,
] was checking to see whether
anyone was watching us or not.

The house looked empty. Feel-
ing somewhat nervous | turned
the door knob but it would not
budge. Fortunately, Jessica
:r;;flt a pick with her and we
opened the door. The
hallway was furnished
and so was rest of the ground
floor. But up stairs the rooms
were furnished in a weird way.
The furnitures were mostly ge-
ometrical. Jessica said that we
should check out Mr Gorply's
room first. There were three
rooms in row. We checked the
first two rooms and fortunately,
nobody was there. The last
room was Mr Gorply's. Jessica
twisted the door knob and to
our surprise the door opened
easily. But inside the room, Mr
and Mrs Gorply and their
daughter were sitting on a divan
facing the door. Jessica and 1
were so startled that we
screamed at the top of our
voice. Mr and Mrs Gorply left
their seat and charged towards
us. | faced Jessica and she
faced me. Unable to bear the
fear on Jessica's face and the
triumphant face of Mr Gorply, 1
fainted. | don't know how long it
was before | woke up but when
I woke up, | saw my mum near
my bed. She was saying,
"Tarannum come and get your
breakfast. Otherwise you will
be late for school.” Then only I
realised it was only a dream.

Cricketers

Now....

Count the money they
mint.

Are busy with their
style of clothing, arm-
bands, headbands and
coloured shades.

Would rather wear the
sponsor's logo.

Fast bowlers rely on a
doctored ball.

Spin bowlers rely upon
a dead pitch and fast
bowlers footmarks for
spin.

Television camera's
found in the stumps.

Cricketers love to play
at night under the lights.

. White balls are fre-
quently used.

Love to wear coloured
clothing, with coloured
shoes to go with them.

Blame their bad form on
things like Venus and
smog. '

Test matches are played
to be drawn.

by Shaker Choudhury

e e —— . e

Counted the run they
scored.

Spent hours in daily
practice sessions.

Loved to sport their
country’s colours.

Used to rely on the
ball's speed and swing.

Relied on their ability
to spin.

Were rarely found in the
ield

Never dreamt of playing

at night.
Only knew of the red

cherry.

Came in a clean white
attire wearing their test
cap with pride.

Used to blame on things
like lack of concentra-
tion.

Were played to bé won.

HEY say that the fresh-

air smells heavenly. The

fresh-air? Never had an
opportunity to breathe that in
this suffocating cage.

It feels wonderful to sit by
the sea and watch the sun set. |
do not have that experience as |
stay behind these bars.

They do not want me to
reach as far as the sea. Thete is
nothing like getting wet in the
rain, but I have only been
drenched with sweat and tears
in this cage. Lying down on the
green, soft grass and watch the
immense blue sky, is so sooth-
ing. But [ am only able to feel
the hard, rough surface under
my back as I lie down.

| too, like all human beings,
which they do not consider me
to be, have hopes to fulfill,
dreams to come true and
wishes to make in front of my
imaginary wishing-well. | long
to walk along the street with the
moon above me and without
anyone thinking bad of me. [
want to run about the beach,
barefoot, bound by no rules,
tied by no chains and guarded
by no beasts. [ would love to
roam around in a park of
greenery, on a cold winter
morning, without dogs barking
behind me. | shout. but it
seems not loud to reach
the ears of all the deaf ones. |
shed seas of tears but my tears
seem to be as worthless as the
m.‘l]'wm.

I look out of the window. |
notice the blue sky is turning

I Feel a Barrier

by Trishna

gloomy. Grey clouds occupy it
and make {t look even de-
pressed. Then that sea of sad-
ness starts to roar, as if crying
for help and requesting for help.
It as if wanted to be rescued
from its sadness. | see a
similarity between us. After a
while it breaks down,’ being no
more able to endure the pain. It
sheds its tears; not a few drops
but a million. It lets the whole
world know how deep the hurt
is inside; | cannot. It continues,
as if it has vowed to teach all a
lesson and then stop. It slowly
and finally retires. The golden
sun once more shines on its
heart and the sky looks cheerful
again. | look as I wish for that
sun to shine on me. [ my
eyes down. Now on the street. |
look at the animals with envi-
ous eyes. How carefree they aref
Walking about, singing aloud,
laughing and enjoying — life.
And hear | stay being discrimi-
nated for suffering from the sins
that they commit. They whistle
at a humble one. tease and em-
barrass. The others enjoy the
scare, taking out all their thirty-
two. How funny this world is,
that it is being ruled by those
who tease, discriminate and
embarrass. They burn the
helpless ones for the dowry,
throw acid on the faces of the
ones who would dare to reject
them. They visit the prostitutes
giving them a bad name. They
rape a thousand and make the

creature in the huge, expensive
chair returns home, drunk. and
beats the wife. The rickshaw-

puller has burnt his last wife for
the sake of dowry. The present
one is being tortured for her in-
capability for giving birth. He
now intends to hide his mouth
behind the handkerchief. once
more. They discriminate. abuse,
rape and till but all have still
placed them in the throne of
superiority. They believe —
those are our life-savers, our
guards, our lords. In spite of
having the similar features |
feel a wall in between us. | feel
distant from those beasts; | feel
a barrier. - )

My
Dolls

by Asma Abbasi

O my friends

Let us play
Two of my dolls are made

of clay.

* One is nice to look at.

The other looks like a

cat.
My dolls are my friends
I call them as Grends
They are my dolls they are
my friends.
And that is why I eall them

society call her rotten. The | as Grends.




