- The Quarrel [I'm

' very calmly.)

ERES a little anecdote -
H I'l recount to you she-

erly to waste your time
and mine, as well as for the
benefit of vyour reading
pleasure. Once upon a time
lokay. so call me old-fash-
ioned. conservative or unosigi-
nal) there was this telephone
(at the time it was cordiess but
with growing age it became a
corded push-button and then a
rotary model) which was based
in my bedroom (nice place,
I'm sure you'll say if you've
ever been there), and once
upon a time there was a ten-

for a multitude of wrong
numbers to crop up (hmm.
haven't we heard this story al-
ready a couple of googolplex of
times?) and onice upon a time |

was being decidedly annoyed
by one particular caller who
had rang
though he had committed no

twice already, and

sin greater than a desire to
speak with some moron called

*Zafar shaheb™, | was fed up
with' the entire *affair. If this

guy wanted a moron, Il give
him one. (And | wouldn't even

have to try, | bet you're mut-

tering to yourseif) So | said.

“Hello".
“Hello®, — a string of num-

bers which in no way matched

my phone number —"? Is Zafar
shaheb in?”
*Yes, speaking.” Of course,

you may safely assume that this

conversation was conducted in
Bengali, and translate if you
wish to the appropriate lexi-
con, if that's the right word.
Here's a more or less proper
transliteration of “Yes. speak-

ing" to help you get started :
' bolchi’

“Salaaw alaikum, sar.” That
should be ‘sir’, but you'know
the way some English words
are pronounced in Bangla.
“This is Belial, sar”. Actually,
Belial wasn't this guy's name
(Belial's really the name of a
demon, God help me) but I
cant quite recollect his name,

and at any rate, the real name

is irrelevant. "Have you re-
ceived the papers, sar?”

*No, | haven't.,” | a
tone of imperious -
gance. (Piece of cake, 1
comment if you've ever at-
tended my classes.)] "When
were they sent? And which

papers are you talking about?”
"Well, sar, the documents

"Nope. Have another sel
sent tomorrow to my office by
peon.”

“Yes, sar. Everybody is very
hepeful about its prospects,
sar.... and sar, could you ar-
range for an increase in my
salary?”

"What did you say?”

"Oh, nothing sar.”

"You said something about
a raise? Fine. you shall receive
one.”

“Sar, fine?”

“Fine. And everyone at
home is well?"

“Yes, sar, thank you sar.”

If the poor fellow got into
trouble or made himself into a
greater fool | wouldn't know,
but before you condemn me for
supposed cruelty, | might
point out that my Bengali is
abominable beyond descrip-
tion, and this fool should have
been able to tell | wasn't the
guy he was looking for. (On the
other hand, some say | can be
shockingly fluent when | got
some mischief on my mind.)
Reminiscing, I'm rather
tempted to... but I won't tell
you somey other tricks and
pranks I've up my sleeve. It'd
spoil the fun.

Instead, let us suppose that
for some reasons, someone
decides to call me. The person
picks up the telephone, dials
for in our modern age, push-
buttons) the number, and waits
expectantly while the phone
rings on the other end, usu
only once before | pick it o
the hook with d4 deft maneuver.

by Nishat Hussain

- was the 'sixth time that week

that he had not shown up.
"Wait till 1 get my hands on

that boy!” she said to no one in

gust of wind ruf-

ino: How dare you sneak

on me like that! Where have

you been? Why are you late? Do
you know what time it is?

Sha: Don't be angry...

Shi: After what you made
me go through you have the
nerve to say that 1 am angry!

Sha: Den't put words in my
mouth — you know that wasn't
what | had said.

Shi: Look at you. You are . . .

Sha: I wish I could but I
didn’t bring a mirror along
with me. '

Shi: Hah! Seo innocent on
the outside, but underneath a
two timing evil! -

Sha: Darling, you know
that's not true. You are the only
one | love. Cross my heart.

(He Hhﬁlmslmdyhy moving
his hand to make an X ovér his
heart.) o -

Shi: Don't try to pull the
wool over my eyes, and stop
-that whistling of yours for .

- goodness sake. This is serious,

so stop acting the goat!
Sha: 1 am not acting the

_ those big ears and
Sha: You're just saying that.
I have got one of the healthiest

heads of bushy hair. -

+ Bhi: (Thinking things over

1 a — I rather lost

- my head when I thought you
. wouldn't show up. Could you
- please take me home I . . .

Sha: Always [ have to take
you home! What about you

escorting me home onee in
awhile? '

Shi: Look, I already apolo-
gised but .you are making

I .
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things more difficult. Why
don't we discuss this later over
lunch at my place . . .

. Sha: Lunch at your place!?
Having to eat at your place
even for one day would be a
fate worse than death!

Shi: What's wrong with my
cooking?

Sha: What's right with it?

(Silence follows).

Sha: (Thinking: if looks
could kill — I'd be dead right
now!) Ah-er- let's forget this
little misunderstanding and let
bygones be bygones. How about
us going to the movies tom . . .

Shi: Dream on squirt!

Sha: Yesterday 1 dreamt of
you twice and | fell out of bed.

Shi: Flattery won't get you

ﬂl}’“‘hﬂ"e.\

Sha: I'll walk you home.

Shi: No thanks, | cah take
care of myself.

She goes home with Shasha
tailing behind. After reaching
home she unlocks the front
Sha: Well?

Shi: "Well' what?

Sha: Aren't you gonna say
good-bye?

Shi: To whom?

Sha: ME, of course!

Shi: (coldly) for what?

Sha: It seems you don't’ like
me anymore — do you?
~ Shi: You took the words out
of my mouth! "

Sha: When will we meet
again? ;

Shi: When pigs fly!

Sha: Great! I'll be waiting.

Shi: Why don't you drop
dead?

Sha: Dad can't afford the

Shi: What a

Sha: What have to do to |

get back to you? |
Shi: How about getting lost?
Sha: (Goodnaturedly) Thank

ya for the

Shi: Not 'thank ya' but
‘thank you'! .

Sha: {Overdoing it) from the
bottom of my heart I thank you

- Shi :

Shi: Oh, shut up! :

(She slams the door on hi
face.)

What did 1 do to deserve
this?

Sha: (Muttering) Hmph!
Women! Try to figure them out!

Then he walked home with
long strides still muttering to
himself as he went.

by Tanzeen Igbal Ali
My name is Anthony Gonsalvis
| live on the baleony.
Everyorie thinks I'm funny
Some say I've teeth like bunny
I love days all sunny and the
days all gloomy.

Since I love having honey
| spend up all my money.

|

{
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sa that | was just wasting - |
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This is the treatment he or
she can expect ;

| pick up the phone, say,
“Yeah?"

The person says, “Hello,
Ahsan?”

“Yeah. What 7"

Pause, and then, "What do
you mean, Yeah, what?”

“l meag, yeah, what, as in,
‘All right. You've called for
something. What do you
want?” After that, the person
usually follows one of three

ihle courses of action.
He/she might say, "Wait a
minute, what makes you think
that I want something from
you?”

“You called me, ' didn’t

EAH you guys! It's you I'm to to- - 1
‘kin’ to. You're the ones destroyin’ ;
our kith and kin. You think it's
fun, don't ya? Fun to be God — to play
with life and death. But I'm tellin’ ya
you're makin’, it's real

this is no movie
life that you're playin' with.

You guys've already taken hold of the
rong way. But why take others thru
it too? Why lure our friends and
brothers into that dark life of yours?
Why the hell can't ya just leave 'em
alone? Aren't you satisfied with your
own numbers? They ne'r tried to

stop you or advice you
deprived 'em of the decent
were sharin’

We know you've said goodbye to books
a long time ago but that doesn't |
mean you've got the right to force

the same. Remember

lived at the end of your
sireet. He ne'r did you any harm:
But you guys just had to interfere
with his life. Would ya like to know
where he's now? No, you don't really
care, do ya? But, lemme tell ya, he's
in a clinic countin’' his last days in
this world. All cos of you. You didn't

_ have to introduce him to dope, ya

know. You could have kept it within| -

others to
that boy

yourselves
Then that

as the rose in your own

you guys snalched 'wa
nocence. Now she lives a lﬁ'c

victory over drinks.

girl who came and went to
college by rick. She was as innocent
gardens. And
that in-
that got
no meaning while you celebrate your

But that wasn't enough, was it? You

you?”

"Well yeah”.

“For around five mjnutes,
you would talk to'me about the
various minutiae of life, and
oLther ing issues such as
what m up to and what
you've been up to. Right?”

“Of course.”

“And then you'll drop the
bombshell”.

“Bombshell? What bomb-

, shell? Are we under attack by

the Indian dudes, the Pakistani
dudes, the American dudes or
the Melapolynesian dudes?”
“Then you say, ‘Oh, by the
way, Ahsan, could you do me a
leetle favour, semething that
would take up only a nibbling

Tokin' to You Guys

by Zinnia Ahmad
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fraction of a moment of your
time, that | would eternally
appreciate, please, please,
please with sugar and cinna-
mon and vinegar on It7

I would not!”

“Uh huh.”

“What do you mean,
huh?™

"Don’t
English anymore? Uh huh.
Standard expression meaning
‘yeah, sure.™

"Good God, you're so cyni-
cal.”

"So | am. Do you want to
tell me that you've called en-,
tirely for a piece of pseudoedi-
fying chit-chat, without need
for any of my services or tal-
ents?”

“Well, now that you men-
tion it, I could use....”

Some people however ei-
ther resign themselves or im-
mediately confess their de-
mands within the first four or
five sentences, and do con-
tinue the conversation: which
is. | suppose to their credit.
On the other hand, a few
might say, "Nothing. 1 don't
need anything from you. Can't |
call you just to talk?"

“Uh huh”

"What do you mean, uh
huh?*

“Haven't we gone through
this before?”

“At any rate, | don't need
you. At least, not today.”
“Fine.”

Then we’ll talk for areund
ten minutes to half-an-hour,
and then I'll say, "All right. so
what is it that you want me to
do? Come on, | won't chew
your head off." The person ei-
ther responds, “Get off it, will
you?” or "Well....” and either
way, | respond, "Sure.” but a
difference in tone should be
noted.

Why do | do this, forsaking
all that is good and noble and
moral in the world. risking of-
fending hosts of elders and any
of a various number of celebri-

‘uh

were hungry for more excitement.
Your
kidnappin' of that li'l kid who was
yet to see so much of life. And when
his dad couldn't pay the ransom in
time, you
For whoz sake do ya guys do all theze?
Wot do ya get out of it? You've shown
enough of your dirty powers, ya
know. And we are disgusted, live
your own lives as you like but for
godsake spare innocent lives.

Have you ever thought 'bout those who
showed you the light of this world?
Do ya guys know ‘bout the sleepless
nights they pass while you laugh your
time 'way at night clubs. You owe
them atleast something’. You gotta

stop all thoze and give 'em a thought

greed for money led to the

just finished him off.

Then you engage yourselves in a fatal
game which you call '
make your own damned rules and
regulations and you entice our near
and dear ones into it. Finally it's
them who sacrifice their lives so that
you can make 'nother step in your
game. But I'm tel¥n’ ya, there shall
soon be an
no longer
nonsense into young minds. You shall
no longer be able to induce us and
others into your deadly habits. 'Coz |.
we aren't
We are gonna fight back, too. Wanna
know 'bout our weapons? We shall be
armed with ‘willpower, honesty,
dedication and self-belief. You can't
defeat. us then. Do ya hear me? You
can't defeat us.

politics’. You

to all these. You shall
crammin’ up stuff 'n’

gonna stay dumb ‘nymore.

H E was born in our gar-
. den, nearly two years

in our house in
Shamoli. Everyday I could see
him through my bed-room
window.

Actually there were four of
them, three of them got lﬁt
leaving him all alone. He
loeked quite naughty with his
reddish-white ball of fluff, six
golden spots on his neck and
reddish eyes which makes
people faint at the sight of
them! 1 started feeding his
family with all the left-overs of

- our lunch and dinner. After

three of his siblings got lost,
his mother abandoned him —
maybe she knew that he would
be looked after by us, espe-
cially by me. My mother was
this idea of feeding him

my precious time. Well anyway
in the end she did not object

to my looking after him.

We named him "Mithu". He

used to at least consume one
litre of milk everyday. My fa-
ther used to get mad with us,
saying that there was no need
to give so much milk to a kit-
ten of three months old. Dur-
ing the Winter, we (my
brother, sister and [) used to
wrap him up with a sack — so
that he wouldn't feel cold.

- During the following year,
Mithu. tame and loving. devel-
oped into a white and russet
beauty with a magnificent red
and white tipped tail with a
white beauty spot on the tip of

—
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it. After he came hume’__frum |
forget |

playing outside, I never
to wipe his face and paws with
a wet cloth and after some
time Mithu would curled up

. on mum's lap. During summer

‘1 often, gave him a shower to
which he never objected. Be-
side being tame and loving, he
was quite mischievous like
Tom in “Tom & Jerry”. When
he was seven to eight months
old, he used to steal the milk-

. maid's chicken and goslings

and everyday he milkmaid

used to come to us complain-
ing about his naughty tricks.

. Mithu never used to care about
' that!

Sometimes he used to go on
a long hunting trip that would
take him one to two days and
when he came back home, he
meowed all day long and de-
manded loads of food. Now, he:
is nearly two years old. He
likes me the best and loves to
sleep beside me on my bed. As
I am — writing this, | can see

you understand

ecould not win her.

him sound asleep on my bed '

Experimentally. results have

not
Well, maybe that's true,
then again has the girl ever
considered that the guy could
care less about her, that he
hever had any designs greater
than help on a chemistry

or some other similar

obl f life-threat
problem o -threa |
proportions? If a girl luw :

to think about it, | guess she’ll
decide that's she just been in-

sulted. Oops, maybe | shouldn't

have said that. 'm kidding!

DO YOU KNOW

George Washington's head-
quarters in Morristown, New
Jersey, is now as a
museum. It was here that
Washington
of 1779-1780 planning his

‘campaign against the British.
* * *

Wall Street, in New York
City, is the financial capital of

. the world. Narrow streets and

skyscrapers give it a canyon-
like appearance.
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spent the winter |
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ADIV. aged one and a
half. was trouble eno-
ugh at 2.40 pm. He
wanted Apache Indians’, Bo-
om-Shak-A-Lak’ at full volume
while he drank his

seven ounces of milk, of course

at his leisure — with his head
comfortably snuggled into his
favourite flowered pillow, and
my beautiful hair clenched

tightly in his fist.
Nayef, aged three, is a

tough-talking. gorgeous little
fellow — with golden brown
eyes framed with long brown
lashes. Well on this particular
afternoon he focused his ir-

ristible charm on hearing
to my

Goldilocks, contrary

personal favourite Snow White
— the easiest to tell

innumerable fairy tales. the
Mirror, step-mother, dwarves,
poisoned apple and so on. Well
on his wvoluble insistence |
started but | just couldn't re-

member, why Goldi didnt like

Papa or Mama bears chairs,

| and had to go about breaking

among the
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the kids chair, that being ‘just
right' and all. Well of course
Nayef and his elder brother,
Rateb, (who just strolled .in)
found my retractable

memory,

simply hilarious. So they kept

demanding, quite adamantly,

that | should definitely try to
say it, or remember.

Rateb and Ilrum are the

witched by the Telegu' re-
gional dancing on TV. Why she
finds theése songs, so
entertaining, will always
remain a mystery to me.

I find the obese
heroins’ with their wvulgar
movements, and the quite
ugly, unshaven male heroes’
nauseating. While Irum was
twistirig and turning with the
whom I couldn't disillusion for
much longer with my feeble
attempts at story-telling,
wanted to now where his
MAama was.

Chaos broke out. What with
radiv on my lap . screaming
‘Bamnma-Bamma — his shert for
'‘Boom-Shak-A-Lak’, Irum try-

HAHED, our relation-

ship is owver, " these
were the last words -
Tina said to me as she walked

away. | never knew what | had

done wrong that my Ilove

turned sour.

Tina was the girl whom I
loved very much, and 1 am sure
until the day I die | will con-
tinue to love. But she never
understood my love for her,
May be it was my failure that I
Even
though years passed by, still
her memory, her love, her
thoughts, haunted me.

When I look back at my life,
I see that | have everything
then again | have nothing be-
cause | am alone, lonely with-
out her. I remember those
early days. It was the month of
December and some of my

"

friends decided that we would -

go to Zafflong to spend our
holidays. We have never been
to Sylhet and Zafflong is like a
little heaven on .Itis a
beautiful place for refreshing
your mind. | am moving away
from my topic. | met Tina
there. They were from Sylhet,
and at that time they were vis-
iting Zafflong because they also
had their vacation.We were
visiting the Tamabill and we
booked a rest house nearby.
Our rest house had verandah at
all sides and it was situated
over a hillock.

| must write about Zafflong
before | write about my love.
We started from Dhaka on 6th
December and reached Sylhet
the same day. We had to stay
there for two days before going
to Jafflong. So on 8th Decem-
ber we arrived at Zafflong. It

P_iece?of
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protest and Arvid — the ml;

one quite unperturbed c
watching TV.

My Broken Heart

by Shahed Latif

soon as | stepped out of our
bus [ felt it was made exclu-
sively for me. It was a small,
sleepy town where the people
knew nothing else except love
for nature and each other. |
could not believe that this
sleepy sweet town would be-
come a memory for me, or a
. 1 did not know why _
the first time | saw Tina my
heart leaped. this was the girl
of my dreams. | did not know
that she too had the same feel-

‘ings towards me.

These days I ‘remem-
ber about my lost days, lost
friends and Tina, The rest
house that we were staying in
was a piece of beauty itself.
When | woke up it was only
3:30 in the morning and every-
thing around me was sleeping.
In a distance | could hear the

sounds of wild animals, Slowly
alter an hour the sun was ris-

ing from the horizons and with
it the surroundings. In a far
away distance | could see the
hills which was hidden behind °
dense fog. Slowly the fog
moved away and the hills came
into a clear view and soon after
the birds began to sing. 1 jusi
cannot explain what a beautiful
scene it was. ,

At Jafflong I had the chance
to see Tina and to talk to her
because their rest house was In
the same compound as ours.
The first day we talked about
the beauty around us. Bul
slowly we became very close
with each other, and each time
| talked with her the more
deep | seemed to be falling in
love. The world seemed a
beautiful place tc me. every-
thing seemed very pleasant to

seemed like a dream land. As me.

-----

which she could not say
to Tina | would say is I love

do to stop me from loving you.
I got married to Prema in
November that year and she is
the most understanding and a
lovely girl | ever came across.
But still | cannot forget Tina
because it is still so fresh in
my mind. In fact | like being
married, my wife is a darling,

Love like war, has many
faces.

War sheds blood, love sheds
tears.
War has arrows, love has
Culs.

War destroys cities, love de-
I-Ll'ﬂ'j"l heart.



