Enterprising
Hope is All They Have

by Rabeth Khan

ONI1, Ashraf and Russel are at a age,
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life. lmndthdvmaﬂmtail}'m and

_ mentally
' retarded, they
all human

in this world.
] An organiza-
& | tion named

| Kalyani situated
in Malibagh,

: logks -after chil-
dren who are ei-

dation. cerebral
R palsy, Downward
Expressing a thought Courtesy Kalyani and
other diseases which hampers the normal capacity of the
brain to a great extent. When a child does not ory within five
to ten seconds of birth! then the child is said to suffer from
mental disorders. The parents of the children informed that,
they accept their child as they are and love them with their
- heart's content. Only when they see normal children of the
same age as their child, they feel a bit depressed.

floni. Russel and Ashraf are the most active boys according
to the teachers. Moni and Russel are both enterprising
teenagers,' while Ashraf id in his mid-twenties. They all have
similar mental disorders and have problem speaking. Moni a
boy of sixteen, explained me how he spends a day. "l get up in
the wash myself and get ready for coming to my
school.” He is dropped off at Kalyani by his family members
and is picked up at three in the afternoon, In the school, he
attends vocational classes, cooking classes, carpentry, carpet-
weaving and physical training. At home, he takes rest in the
afternoon. completes his homework and helps out his family.
He also watches television. The 'A' Team. an English movie
shown on BTV is his favourite. Moni is a very good sportsman.
He won prizes in long jump. athletics. and other events in the
annual sports meet held recently.

Russel also in his teens is always jovial in a::houl Despite -
his problems in speaking he tries his best to convey his feel-
ings to others. Other than his normal daily life, he loves to
waich dramas and sports programmes in the TV.

Ashraf is twenty-six years old and is the oldest among the
trio. A tall handsome and a soft-spoken boy, Ashraf loves car-

‘studies. He is also.a avid fan of Mo-
hammedan Sporting Club and loves to play football. A con-
spicuous difference between Ashrafl and the others is that, he
comes to Kalyani in the morning and goes back home in the
afternoon without the help of anyone. Sad but true, Ashraf has -
no father or mother and resides with his elder brother. The
teachers fear that he might be completely retarded. mentally.
due to constant psvchological pressure put on him at home.

All the thre¢ boys have three things in common' They
are all determined to succeed in their battle against
existence. hopes to become doctors (which they never

might be according tée their teachers) and loves .
Thanks to Kalyani, that they have got a new hope in their
life. Mental . disorder occurs due to late birth and the

chances of com-
plete recovery is
very slim, in fact
impossible. Kal-
yani hopes to
make them self-
reliant so that at
least they do not
have to depend
on others for trivi-
al matters in life.
. 4All the three
hoys get a sum of
money for work
done on in a wee-
kly basis. Their
work is usually

tailoring, carpen-
try and carpet- -
also penalised if
they work less.
This according to
the teachers will
help themn diffe-
rent steps of the-
ir life. They might
not be able to
fulfil their dream

Learning (o cook. Courtesy Kalyani
to be a doctor but establish their rights to.live as ordinary
human being. Good luck, and hope they win against their dis-
ease to become worthy citizens of tHe country.

My S‘igh‘rlessW_orld

[ live where visions are thoughta
And what | see :
Istructnonlym:andnunneclm

I cannot see,
| admit that I am blind,
But | am not sad
For [ live in another way,

I can feel the warm sunlight on my face,
. And hear the birds chirping in the distance.
I can smell the beautiful flowers
And feel a single raindrop trickle down my face.

I can touch the soft feathers on a chick,
i And feel the rough bark on a tree.
| can taste the juicy apples picked fresh and ripe,
And hear my mother sing softly in the night.
Though |1 am blind,

I'do not care,

For | can live
In this sightless world of niy own!

‘years old.

The bebt part of his story
were his doctors . They
toiled day and night and worked
out a magic potion. Within
minutes of Injecting this, his

shell like body seemed charged.

without any help His brain
started _ . For the first
time he saw the lkj’ without
any assistance. But the sad
part of his story was the tempo-
rary effect of the potion, after an
hour his body would be just like
the way it was before.

This is actually a few se-
quences described from the
movie 'A ', based on a
witness the annual school
sports competition of the dis-
abled children, you are defi-
nitely reminded of that magic
potion.

Recently, while celebrating
the 'World Disabled Day’',
Kalyani Bangladesh Protibandi

Foundation (BPF), held their

annual sports. Little children
running, playing and acting was
a sight to remember forever.
Rabbi, a boy hardly four years
old could not stand on his own
feet he had a motor disorder
problem. Seeing him, take
active part, obviously with his
mothers help, in throwing a ball
at the basket held by his
teacher, one could not help but
wonder about 'Awakenings',
Every year Kalyani arranges
such sports for their students.
Music, dance, gymnastics, swi-
mming are a part of their

training and  for the children

by Raffat Binte Rashid

skaky steps. she did not for a
moment lpok disabled herself.
There was a flower girl loo,
dressed in a beautiful sari, she
tried to sell her flowers to the
spectators.

When a mother conceives
her child, ke any other mother
she expects her child to be

normal and health. but why
this disorder, why are pot all

The nr exercise. Courtedy Kalyan

lates hidden” in flour, gather
beads and perfectly colour

circles drawn on art papers.

These little ones. who are
known as less able than others,
very enthusiastically took part
in all these events

There was also a 'dress as
you like' show held after the
sports. Babul, dressed like a
doctor, looking at his watch,
studied the pulse beat of Begum
Sufia Kamal Chairpe
BPF . She acted weak and he
acted like a strong doctor. There
was a gir] dressed like an old
woman who walked with a cane
and that too, with absolute
perfection. With bent waist and

rson "of

children born the same? This
kind of disabiljties or retarda-

tion has many causes. They in-
clude genetic problems lack of
prenatal and post natal care,
malnutrition, drug effects, high
fever. low birth weight, not
completing full immunization
and above all, lack of knowledge

.and education.

The best way to deal with
tragedy is to accept it boldly. A
handieapped® child cannot be
left alone in his or her dark
world, the parents should first
of all love this child, andsper-
haps, more than his or her
other siblings. A physically or
mentally retarded child will

never grow up to be a h-eﬂ}th}'
and normal person. "Educating
the parents particularly the
mother aboul how to handle her
special child s our first job,"
sald Shirin Zaman Munir the
Principal of the school.

. 'Our cases are mostly re-
ferred from hospitals and clin-
ics, and after screening. diag-
nostic and physical assessment
we all sit with parents and
chalk out the line of treatment
and education.” she said.

For the mentally disabled

ones, Kalyani has separate pro-
grammes from that of the phys-
ically handicapped ones.
- The groups are divided ac-
cording to their age and each
group is named after flowers.
Komolkoll is for the starters,
from 4 to 8 years. In this group
the concentration is on orienta-
tion with the mothers, how they
will communicate and handle
them at home. basic toilet
training. feeding. dressing and
other community Hving skills
are taught here. /

The second group is for chil-
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dren aged between 9 to 13
years. This group is called
Champakoli. here few academic
functions are done. This in-
chudes teaching of basic arth-
metic, which they will need to
know for shopping and other
' purposes of life. Com-
munity Hving skills. like teach-
ing, training, understanding are
always part of the lessons.

Korobi, for 14 to 16 years
children . basically teaches them
survival skills and deals with
their behavioural problems,

Madhobt is for students of 17
onwards. This is the final stage
where they are given school
certificates and are employed in
Kalyani's sheitered workshop as
craftsmen and labourers. Pro-
motion from one stage to an
other solely depends on their
age, and for other psychological
reasons and not on how much
they could learm and remember
in the class rooms.

There are individual teaching
groups and for each child indi-
vidual lesson plan is made.
Here the plan is chalked out
and given to the parents too,

since parents participation is

Mastering a trade. Courtesy Kalyani
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very imporiant and a must. Af-
ter every six months this lesson
plan s evaluated and
Empiloyees. In the sheltered
workshops also attend the
Madobhi classes for one hour
everyday otherwise. they tend to
forget the basic living skiljs.
Dishart is for the physically
handicapped children. It is df
vided jnto two groups and also
has a mother and child pro-
gramme. For patients outside
Dhaka. there's a package pro-
grammme. This is illiter-
ate mothers and around 1300
children in 50 districts. This
distant training package has
pictorial guides which enables
mothers to understand the
needs of their children better.
Besides this there is also a rural
project in Dhamrai and a regu-
lar school for slum children and
siblings of the disabled chil-
dren. There is also an adult lit-
eracy programme for mothers,
teaching them basic health and

family planning.

Kalyani's most encouraging
Initiative is the sheltered work-
shop. here the workers are paid
wages and are no longer stu-
dents. They do crafts work, ce-
ramic work, printing, weaving
and needle work. They also do
works on terracotta. There are
skilled and non skilled workers
employed there. Kalyani has a
total of 125 students.

"Fathers are always out of
the scene, this is my observa-

tion after being here for quite a
long time. but this attitude
should change, a father Is very
much a part of his normal
child’s life: his presence in his
handicapped child's life is no
less important.” Shirin Zaman
Munir felt.

Let us all pray and hope that
Awakening's magic potion is
soon found and all our little
friends are helped in time.

NE momning. | saw two

trucks unloading the

things from the house

next to mine. My neighbours

were moving away and new

ones would arrive day after,

that is on Friday. Friday arrived

soon and | saw my new

neighbours as | was standing
on the

A white Toybta stopped, in

front of the white house which

‘was to be rented beside mine.

A tall, handsome man along,
with whom a pretty woman
and g girl come out of the car.
They went inside their new
home while some men were
takinig their luggage in. A few
days later | noticed that like
the other houses in the area
they. put a sign-board in front
of their house where ‘Rahman’
their surname was printed in
block letters. One evening, m
mothers went to their house
along with me. The house was
nicely decorated with various
kinds of things. Mrs Rahman
was a pretty and kind lady. She
talked with my mother and
said that she had a daughter
called Ratri who was twelve
Surprisingly. al-
though she mentioned she was
home she did not ask me to go
inside and talk to Ratri neither
did she call her to come in the
drawing room where we were
sitting. Anyway, after an hour
we came back home, happy
and pleased with our neigh-
bour’s hospitality.

Next morning 1 woke up
and went to the balcony to ex-

| ercise. | saw Ratri Htﬂng in

her balcony and talking to —
herself | | thnught that most
people talk to themselves and
therefore did not get scared or
surprised, Ratri was about the

same height as me. She had
t hair

thick, black. straigh

My Retarted Friend

by Shahreen Munir

showed that she did not take
care of it. Her were pleas-
ing but she looked abnormal.
She was smiling at herself and

- after a while she started crying

| Is she mad? | thought. As
does she have a bad spirit in
her? Ratri looked at me all of a
sudden and smiled. | was
pretty scared and therefore
ran inside my room. I locked
the door and plopped on my
bed. A hugged my pillow and
felt my heart skipping fast.
'Oh, my God! How come |
never noticed this before?' |
said when | saw that Ratri's

_hfdrnﬂm could be seen from

mine and it had a window op-
posite to mine. | felt myself
sweating, | was scared. Could
she really have a bad spirit in
her? Is that why her mother
did not call her in front of us?
Is that why she smiles and
cries at the same time? All
these questions gathered in
my mind. 'Why did she have to
be my neighbour?’ I said and
pulled the curtains of that
window. At lunch | told my
mom about Ratri. She patted
me and said 'l talked to her
mother today. Ratri does not
have any bad spirit in her, she
is just ....." she paused for a

I

moment and said 'retarded”
'‘Retarded!” | cried out and
ran inside my room. | pulled
the curtains and looked out
Ratrl was in her room crying.
My mother came inside and
said 'Do you want to meet her?
What? 1 thought. What if she
hit me or something. ['wanted
to say yes but was frightened.
'‘Meet who?' | asked pretend-
ing not to know who she was
talking about. She smiled and
picked up my '‘phone and di-
aled Ratri's numbers. She hung
up soon and told me to get
ready to meet a friend. How-
ever, | became excited and
opened my closet to look for
my best outfit. | got ready and
rushed to the drawing room
where | found Ratri. Mrs Rah-
man and my mom. I took Ratri
to my room and she sat down

‘on my bed. She looked around

and then stared at me. | was
sitting quite far from her as |
was still scared. She got up
and came near to me, observed
me and then slapped me! I got
up from my chair and was
ready to slap her back. But
then [ realized she was re-

~ tarded. She then held my hand

and took me to my bed. We sat
and she patted Mye. Ratri and 1
were destined to be friends.
We became close friends and
although other kids jeered at
her, made fun of her, 1 seemed
to understand her pain.

Years passed and at the age
of sixteen Ratri died leaving

Dwelling In The Dark

by Trishna

HEN the green street
lights turn red andg
the cars stop, we see

many helpless and disabled
persons begging. We get
irritated by them more often
and pretend not to hear, and
ignore totally some of us get
rid of them with cruel words
and some take out a one taka
note reluctantly, but only when
there is no coin. Some are

-lame, some blind and some are

born with unusual facial or
physical structures, a bread or
two a day, which they buy with
their daily earnings, is pruha-
bly all that they eat.

A beggar. unable to talk and
with a hand without fingers,
was earnestly waiting for some
help beside a shiny Corolla. An
old woman stays right opposite
to my house. She must be in
her late sixties and has lost
her voice owing to some dis-
ease .which | really don't know
of. Almost every evening, |

+hear her crying helplessly, sit-

ting all alone in her balcony.
Indeed, right at this mo-
ment, when I'm writing this, |
can hear her. | pity her from
this distance but [ guess her
family has probably got tired of
her, that they leave her alone
without warm clothes in this
winter. [t seems to be her fault

behind pleasant and unpleas- } that she cair't talk.

ant memories. There are thou-

. sands of retarted children like
Ratri. They are ignored’by this -
" society and left alone with no

one to share their pain and
sadness with. Ratri was just
‘one .of those who wait for
[riends and she finally gol one.
But there are many who re-
main lonely forever.

-
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which was up to her waist. It
OVEMBER Rain always
N reminded” Sonia of Niki.
It was in November that
Niki had come to live with them,
it was in November that Niki
had saved Sonia's life and
strangely, it was in November
that Niki had died.
. When she first came, she
was a shy twelve year old with
large frightened looking eyes.
Her parents had died in a car
accident and Sonia’'s father.
who was her father's .cousin.
took her in, for the simply
adored children.

Sonia was introvert and

treated her with polite indiffer-
ence. A year had passed when it
happened one day in November.
Sonia and Niki were on the roof
of the house. Sonia was flying a
kite; it was her favorite sport.
As the kite flew upward and
faster into the azure sky Sonia
grew more excited while Niki
stood watching, fascinated. In
her excitement Sonia slipped

over the edge of the roof. With a

desperate cry, she fell to the
roof of the balcony, her arms
and bruised and bleeding.
She felt herself slide down the
inclined gpof and she closed her
eyes ready to crash to the
ground below. A pair of hands

November Rain

by Mahruba Sameen Hussain

grlpped her arms tightly and
herself heaved upwards and she
reached the roof. She collapsed
to oblivion.

When Sonia opened her
eyes, the first thing she saw
was Niki's anxious face. She
was safe! Some marvellous mir-
acle had snatched her from the
jaws of death, If felt good to live
again.

To her amazement. she was
.told that it was Niki who had
saved her, the same Niki she
had ignored all.these days. She
felt ashamed and angry at her-
self and resolved to be friendly
with Niki.

From then on, the two girls
became firm friends. They
shargd secrets, helped each
other in times of trouble, and
an inseparable bond of friend-
ship developed between them.
To each, the other was a friend,
a teacher, an advisar, a confi-
dante as well as a sister. As
days passed, they became
closer and though they would
never part, but unknown to

them. their days together grew
fewer and fewer,

Four years later tragedy
struck. Niki had been sick and
the doctor asked for a blood
test. The results were positive
— malignant blood cancer —
leukemia. The doctor have her
only six months to live. When
Sonia was told, she was shat-
tered. A growing numbness took
over her. She felt cold and all

feelings left her. She couldn’t
ever bear to look at Niki any
more. Niki's last few days were
excruciatingly painful as her
health slowly deteriorated.
Sonia shuddered to think of
those days. She had buried
them deep within her, such
painful memories better forgot-
ten. Sonia had watched in
agony her best friend slowly
make her way towards death.

Finally on the thirteenth of

November Nikj died. It had been
raining outside. A tear trickled
down Sonia's cheek as she re-
counted that fateful day. There
was too much pain, too much
sadness. She had spent the
past year mourning, building
walls of isolation around her-
self. She did not want to live
again — not without Niki. She
had been left with a vast empti-
ness inside her. Even her par

enls ‘'seemed to have become
strangers. They did not under-
stand her. )

. With a sigh she went to the
window and looked out.'lit was
raining. She opened the front
door and went out into the cold

November Rain, — a lonely,
solitary figure.
“Nothing lasts forever

Not even cold November rain”

Children, today, grow up to
be real bullies and especially
whea;l it comes to making fun

of the retarded ones. I agree,

they are only kids and unable
to distinguish between right
and wrong but what about the
parents? They seem to be
more senseless than their
children. If such an incident is
occurring right in fromnt of
their eyes, all they do is move
away the normal child from
the abnormal one, as if the
latter has a contagious disease.
Then if we all step-back, who's
going to save the unfortunate
ones?

They have a world of their
own — a dark world, where
they light up dreams of being
accepted and appreciated. Its a
place where they build their
fantasy of being active like us.
There. in a world of sadness,
they remain sflent. And hére
we are, enjoying, with all the
positive thinkings. You don't

‘have to always stand by them,

but at least when you see
them, try and refmember that
you could've been one of them
too. You may've been lucky so
far, but just tomorrow a speed-

ing truck or bus may run over
your | and make you dis-
abled for life. Months later
your daughter can birth to
a handicapped child and live
with .that burden forever. Pa-
ralysis can make you cripple.
What would you do then?
Would you like to be looked at
yourself the same way you look
at them?

.-~ -

Oh! Love

by Zinnia Ahmad
Dedicated to Shahed Latif

had onge taken a survey
among my class friends
with this interesting and
complicated question. Reading
the first line of your article last
week tempted me to produce

some of the results 1 received. .

So here is’an account of these
different definitions given by
different personalities. Love is:

* Caring, sharing, daring

* Loss of valuable energy

* The best you can get from
sofmeone

* A miracle

* Painful, wonderful — con-
sists of trust, caring, friendship
and understanding
* A dustbin full of mad peo-

* Expensive

* An outer mv:rmg of pain
and darkness

* Precious, magniﬂcent un+
forgettable, encouraging and
long-lasting

* Something which if you
give away, you end up having
more. '

But would you like to know
my ‘own version of love? It is
when life seems to be at its
zenith. It is when you thank god
for giving ynu this life. But
while ‘you are ‘getting the real
taste of love and life’ as your
friend would remark, there re-

plc

mains the deep, lurking fear of
a sudden loss from life.

And if the worst comes to the
worst, and your love vanishes,
]rﬂu start defining love as:

* Painful

*A dream which turns out to
be a nightmare

* Like a cigarette which
burns and ends up in ashes.

1952
by Sohini Alam

Who can really share ?

The pains that we bear.
Who will help us live?
Through this struggling life.
Some may use a knife,
some may hide with fear ;
people killing people,

is it possible to cheer ?

In the year of '52, .
Some students, at the enemy flew,
They shouted ' Bangla’,

* See us through,

for do you not know,

that we need you?”

The shots,

They rang out loud and clear ;
" Ride on.

Do not fear,

‘We die with love,

‘We do not hear,

Of any but you,

Whether far or near.”




