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GOING WEST)

by Sami Noor & Zaki Wahhaj

ARISTOPHER Columbu
‘ s's discovery ol America
in 1492 triggered a
mass migration throughout
Europe which continued for
over 300 hundred years . . This
allusion to history is made (o
compare ils startling similarity
lo something occurring in
Gangladesh today

In the early nineteen eighi-
i« s, secondary school students
in Bangladesh discovered the
pr.ospects of higher studies in
the US. and this has prompted
a large-scale application for
admission to US academic
instit utions.

Hi,ther education in the US
has bwcome so popular today
that alimost every student who
cotpl (vs hnght sa ool today is
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having a go at il. SAT and
TOEFL (mandatory exams to
apply to a US college] have be-
come a part of our common

vocabulary and the long queues

which can be withessed in
front of the US. Embassy every
dawn has become a common

It is justifiable that students
are intrigued by college educa-
tion in the US. The US col-
leges are the only ones in the
western hemisphere which
not only encourages foreign
students to apply but alse
waive a considerable amount of
the college tuition fee if re-
guired. Most of the competi-
tive US colleges. including the
far-famed lvy League institu-
tions. offer full scholarships
(or financial aid). Also, the
modern facilities offered by
the US institutions and the ex-
citement of the American style
of living allures our students.
For those attending the sec-
ondary schools, particularly

the English-imedium schools,

this is like a dream come true.
However, the notion of all
our talented youths leaving for
the US sounds bizarre. But
most A Level students who
possess the ability and talents
to enroll into the exceptional
colleges of the US (viz MIT,
Harvard....) are doing exactly
that and it is needless to say
that few of these talents will
ever return to Bangladesh. Jusi
when we need our gifted
youths to lead our country for-
ward, we are being confronted
with a very horrifying prospect
of a massive "brain-drain”.
Besides, there is also the
fearful prospect of
"brainwashing”. The United
Stales may be a mu..i-racial,
S The watton Wit g e
birth to the KKK [Klu Klux
Klan) and has a vast anti-
semitic and anti-gay popula-
tion. This makes the social en-
vironment in the US quite
conductive to racism and a few
of our friends who went to the
country returned with very ad-

by Mahbub Ershad
[ shall take my revenge
at any cost,
Probably my bad luck
As you have become the worst.

I shall take my revenge
anytime anywhere,

No matter what it brings
but it's my desire.

I'll always love you

whether you come back or not,
but 1'l take my revenge

As you have broken my heart.

Though it's against my mind
I'll have to be cruel.

I'll be strong like an iron
and burn like a fire ball.

|
SRS

Vet TSP ideas aboul Afro
Anericans.

in some cases. the parents
worst nightmares are material-
ized. Local students brought up
in our conservative sociely are
sometimes vulnerable to the
liberal attitudes of the
American people. this result
ing in their negligence of stud
ies. Moreover. the availability
of easily.altainable jobs in the
US induces some students to
abandon their studies alto-
gether.

On the other hand., the
state of our own higher-educa-
tion institutions are. to say the
least. deplorable. Because of
postponement of examinations
hv regular student strikes and
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four-year Bachelor's degree is
achieved over a period of, at
least, seven years. Campus vio-
lence, thanks to those perfidi-
ous political leaders who, to

‘satiate their avarice of power,

have afflicted the students'

minds with the insidious dis-

ease of politics, has not only

instituted a feeling of insecu-

rity but also has ravaged the

academic environment of our
and universities.

In addition, though the uni-
versities in Bangladesh have
deteriorated academically they
hawve actually grown éxtremely
competitive. BUET currently
accepis only 10% of its appli-
cants each year and Dhaka
University just slightly more
than 15%. This implies that
only the best students in our
country are able to enroll in
proper local universities.
Whatever happens to the rest,
one can well imagine.
Fortunately, most US colleges
and universities are not half as
competitive as our local ones
and provided that one has the

~ necessary capital, they are easy

to get into. Surprisingly, for A
Level students in Bangladesh,
it is sometimes easier to get
accepted  at Harvard or MIT
than at BUET.

College education in the
US is practically a lot more
than merely studying in a
modernized institution. When

a Bangladeshi student spends ,

1111:101 in the US.. he is 1mmosit
ikely to develop a stronger

sense of nationalism. -As the
saying goes "Absence makes
the heart grow fonder". When
these young intellects spend
their time -thousands of miles
away from home and interact
with colleagues from different
corners of the globe, they not
only learn more of different
cultures and traditions, but
also realize the value and rich-
ness of their own heritage.

The student also becomes
more mature and responsible.
When one first steps off the
plane at JFK or LA airport, one
feels insecure and over-
whelmed at the sudden real-
ization of the fact that one is
alone and from then on. solely
responsible for his or her own
well-being. But gradually that
fear dissipates and is replaced
by maturity., sensibility and
self-confidence. Like a friend,
visiting home after his fresh-
man year, had remarked retro-
spectively, "When [ first got
there, | was so naivel”

Admittedly, the most dras-
tic consequence of this recent
trend is the inevitable "brain-
drain”, but. yet, we should be
thankful, taking into view the
pathetic situation of our own
institutions, that our students
now students now have this
new and exciting alternative
in the most crucial stage of
their lives.
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HE school courtyard

I wias bathed in sunliglt
Afzal was showing oll

some albums he brought
Khaled, Aziz. and Mushfique
were standing around him
Babu was having a discussion
with Abu about the World Cup
(They resembled two peddlers

screaming about their goods)
The two eggheads. Abeer
and Kabir., were discussing
philosophy. and Abeer even
succeeded in quoting Axl Rose
on the subject. Nasrin and
Moushumi were asking each
other questions from the text
Maliha hadn't arrived vet; bult
of course, she's always late.
Farzana and Nelly were walk-
ing tbgether, evidently dis-
cussing something on which
they had different views. for

Farzana suddenly stormed off.
Suddenly this hubbub was
replaced by pin-drop silence
as the bell — like the bells in
"Hallowed be thy name”, rang.
It was broken a few seconds
later by Khaled singing
"Sanctuary”, and Aziz reciting
"Now I lay me down to sleep....
The exams of Class VIl were
in two small
classes IV and V. These rooms
have interconnecting doors,
and the doors were left open
so that one teacher can keep
an eve on both the classes, if

the other goes away for while.
Yesterday, both-classes had
lenient teachers. Lenient
teachers are an endangered
species to them you can freely
ask questions and have a guar-
anteed 10 percent chance of
geiting the correct answer,
and a 100% chance of getting
a smile, if not a response. And

classes,

the lenient teacher let Khaled

gei away withi this smart Aleck
ANSWeT

A minute later Afzal s voice
was heard from the next class
"Teacher may | please go to

the toilet””

And this was the teacher s
reply — "Wait till Abeer comes
back = But somehow he man
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First Term Exam: A Confession on Behalf of All Students

by Kazi K Arafat
the best thing is th .f ey -:'IL!I‘I:_;:IIH EU.
donit check vour pockets lor Iin the toilel Khaled met
seraps ol paper with dates and Abeer washing his hands.
formulas scribbled on it Damn!” "Khaled muttered to
Khaled ¢ hiecked the time himself. He was supposed to
945 am ‘Teachers may | meet Afzal at 9:45 and here
- please go 1o the toilet” "Whal was this nut obstructing Afzal's
have you gol in your pockets’ arrival And he was so damn
the teacher asked puzzled with question two!
Khaled answered Four ol ()h, Mr Khaled, it's so nice
lton molecules  of Al ta see vour says Abeer,
Evervbody laughed at thus bul jokingly

Yeah, hut you better glear
off, or some teacher will think
thal were cheating.”

The disappointed Abeer,
and he started one of his
grandiloguent and verbose
speeches. bant cleared off any-
way, uttering wired soliloquies
and keeping his hard words to
himsell

(AN 1 GO
TO TOILET
m.rm;;
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The next minute Alzal ap
peared, cursing Question live
"Hi. Alzal' gimme Q2 and 11l
give yvou Q5. said (he business
like Khaled, always ready to
niake a deal

| don't need anything —
I've got both." saying this. Afzal
took a piece of paper from in-
side of one of his socks. and
gave it lo Khaled, telling him
to hurry. Khaled took the pa-
per. read it. and then handed
it back. Khaled says "Thanks,
man. Well, I've been away lor
about ten minutes. They might
suspect me of cheating if 1 stay
oo long".

Afzal, in a not caring voice,
answered "Oh, you wouldn't do
that would you? Youre a sweel

and good little boy. Bye!"

With that, Khaled went back
to his class. He was feeling
naughty. so he "whispered” to
the teacher — "Khalamma. just
between you and me, [ have
the textbook under my table.”
Someone sald — "Tee-chur.
Tee-chur, why don't we give
him a public beating? That will
cur'e him!"

The teacher. now at her
wit's end on what to do, was
soon relieved by the bell at
10:30 am. When Khaled, Afzal
and the rest of their friends
came out of the school, Afzal
sat down on the sidewalk, took
off his shoes, took out some
pages torn from an exercise
copy. and dropped it into the
drain.

So if you're puzzled about
the theorem of Pythagoras, just
go down to Afzal's school and
look at the drain — it will then,
be clear to you.

MONG the great achie-

vements of the modern

world is the redis-
covery of ancient cities which
have lain buried and forgotten
for thousands of years. One of
the first to be unearthed was
Pompeii, the ruins of which
were discovered about 200
years ago. This ancient city was
a holiday resort for the Romans
of the first century, and it was
situated on the Bay of Naples
near the lower slopes of the
great volcano Vesuvius.

Pompeii was surrounded .on
three sides by a waHl, and its
straight, paved streets were
lined with many fine stone
buildings. In additional to the
private houses, temples and
shops, there were two markets.
two theatres, three public baths
(one still being built), and a
barracks for the gladiators who
fought in the great arena. And
this fine city was destroyed and
buried beneath ashes and lava
when Vesuvius erupted in the
year A.D 79. The Roman author
Pliny was an eye-witness of the
event and described what he
saw from a boat in the Bay of
Naples. His uncle, who went
ashore to get a closer view, lost
his life.

The city had been previously
.devastated by an earthquake in

Pompeii’ numbered about

20,000, and inc¢luded much the

same kinds of people as may be
"Iqund in any small English
holiday resort, except that most

were slaves. These people were
crowding its streets on August
24, A D 79, when somebody no-
ticed a huge column of smake
rising from the summit of
Vesuvius. This was astonishing,
because Vesuvius was believed
to be an extinct volcano, and

~ The Last Days of P

A.D 63. The inhabitants of '

of the labourers and servants-

All that remains of the Forron ad Pompeu. This was the market:
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place and centre of life af the anciciu city. Grouped about it were
the principal temples. the Cowrt of Justice and other public

buildings.

nobody had ever seen it in erup-
tion before. According to Pliny,
the column of smoke looked like
a gigantic pine-tree with a black
trunk and branches of fire!
Lightning began (o play in the
huge cloud of sinoke which was
rapidly darkening the'sky. and
the ground trembled so violently
that there was a crash of falling

roofs. The people were terrified.

Then the cloud drifted over
the town and there began a
dreadful rain of ashes and red-
hot cinders. The crowds began
to stampede towards the sea,

‘but it was now so dark that few

could find their way. Some
people took refuge in“their cel-
lars. where they were presently

LOVE

— Samia R Islam

They call me love

Love — The feeling between
a mother and a child -

Love — The feeling between
a brother and a sister

Love — The feeling between
a husband and a wife. '

I am love

Which is missing in the
world.

'How? you ask me.

Do you think there is love in
Bosnia?

Do you think there is love in
Kashmir? ,

Do you think there is love in
the world?

'No' you answer Ine.

I am love

Which is not there when a
poor beggar lies

dead along a street.

I am love

Which is not tperr: when a
cruel husband .

kills his innocent wife.

1 am love

Which is not there when a
so-called faithful servant

kills his master for his
property

I am love

Which is not there when a
truck smashes a little

boy riding his bicycle

| 1 am that love,

And the corner tea-shop,
And the politicians al top.
The kid-siblings listen
While the elders discuss;
Why all the excitement,
The anxiety and the fuss?

The home work is piling up

But the housewife is not there.

Oh dear me, -

It is Maradona or Romario.

Hopes rise and hopes fall.
But isn't each pair of eves
Fixed only onto the ball?

Inspite of the sleepless nights
And the busy dayvs,

b‘\__1'1'?.1'1\.{1'ﬂ gonna'be the "9 champ!

Amaong the rickshawallahs

Newspapers are thoroughly reqd
From top to bottom and bottom to top.

Where do I begin, where do I stop?

Discussions of share prices and feedback
Are replaced by Matthaiis and Baggio,
And instead of Newton or Adam Smith

And however tired one may seem
The spirit of soccer forever stays:
Relentlessly debating and arguing under the sun,
The candle light or sodium lamp .

About the question nagging at each and every mind:

( The WC Craze X )

by Zinnia Ahmad

{‘s int the university corridors

But the scholar's mind is elsewhere.
The fryving pan is sizzling in the kitchen

Along with the deft manoeuvres at the field
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trapped and buried alive; others
were killed by falliing boulders.
Some managed to reach the
shore — only to find that the
sea had retreated, |gaving most
of the boats high and dry.The
few still floating were quickly
filled and were rowed away

across the bay, but most of the -
'fugitives were helpless in the

pitchy dark and awaited their
end on the beach.

From time to time the vol-
cano sent up huge columns of
boiling water, which mingled
with the ashes to make a sort of
scalding hot mud which fell in
showers over the city. And all
the time that dreadful rain ‘of
hgt pumice and boulders con-
tinued to fall, and building after
building tottered, fell, and was
rapidly buried. More than 2,000
people were killed by falling
siones, suffocated by the ashes
and fumes, or burned to death.
When it was all over the city
was found to be covered with
asheés and lava to depth of
twenty feet. It had completely
vanished from mortal view, and
was not to be sent again until it
was excavated eighteen cen-
turies later.

Courtesy — Wonder Books of
Wonders

Jokes

‘Doctor Sawbones speaking.’
'Oh. doctor, my wife's just dis-
located her jaw. Can you come
over in, say, three or four
weeks' time?

" * *

A plump young womari went
to see her doctor.

'I'm worried about losing
my figure, doctor,' she said.

You'll just have to diet.' said
the doctor.

‘What colour?' asked the
patient. '

* * *

A ‘doctor had been attend-
ing a rich old man for some
time, but it became apparent
that the old chap had not long
to live. Accordingly, the doctor
advised his wealthy patent to
put his affairs in order.

'Oh ves, I've done that,’ said
the old gentleman. J

'I've only got to make my
will. And do you know what I'm
going to do with all my money?
['m going to leave it to the
doctor who saves my life . . .

w* b w

Doctor: "Why didn't you
send for me sooner, madam?
Your husband is very ill.’

Wife: 'I thought I'd give him
a chance to get better first.’

* * *

Patient: 'Doctor, | snore so
loudly 1 keep myself awake.
What can I do™

Doctor: ‘Sleep in another
room.’

wr w b

A man had been unfortunate
enough to injure his hand at
work. As the doctor was exam-
ining it he shook his head and
sald, 'I'm afraid it'll never be
right." 'Why not, doctor?’ asked
the patlent anxiously. Because
it's your
doctor.

left hand.' replied k
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by Nahid Hussain

|RAJ was browsing aro-
S urnid the audio shops

He wanted to get hold
of the latest GUNS N ROSES
album. He was a heavy metal
madrap Yngmie Malmsteen
and Anthrax were also among

his favourites. He did get the .

last copy available

Recently he was getting
rather obsessed with metal
music especially the guitar
work of Malmsteen and Slash
He listened ifitently to the
music for hours. This change

| was a growing concern for his

parents who had a lot of ex-
pectations on him. One day he
brought up the subject of form-
ing a band to his friends Zakir
Bobby and Riyadh.

"Hey guys. metal music re
ally turns me on,” Siraj spoke
to them. ‘The skill, precision
and beautiful composition have
so much effect on me that is
too much for words.

‘That happens to us as well,
Zakir replied. 'Really their
playing has no qcutch.'

'l wish we could play in-
struments as well,’ added
Riyadh. But we are just in A
levels. Actually we are not the
musical type'.

Siraj took full advantage of
the situation. 'Its never too late
to try. Its just a matter of a few
years. Why don't we form a
band.

'Siraj's idea ain't bad,’ Bobby
chimed in, Tt will be fun as
well'.

The others agreed and it
was settled that Siraj would
play the guitar, Zakir drums,
Bobby base and Riyadh key-
boards. Riyadh could manage a
keyboard from his cousin but
the others, would have to get
their parents in their favowr.
Siraj's parent's fears came
true when he told them about
it. But they answered in the
negative and told him to con-
centrate on his studies. He was
really sad upon hearing this.
His personal savings were
enough to get an acoustic gui-
tar but not an electric guitar.

One day he went out for a
stroll and saw a cemmotion
grew up on the road which
turned out to be a hijacker be-
ing subdued.

Siraj got the idea there and
then how to get for his
lessons. Even the small voice
in his' mind could not stop
him. Here and there he picked
pockets. Though he never did
it before, he performed it with
dexterity each time. Zakir and
the- others did not face prob-
lems with their folks nor were
they obsessed like him. Siraj
led to them about his parent's
‘well wishes'.

He would practice a lot ev-
eryday especially after his par-
ents were asleep. He made
progress by leaps and bounds.
His teacher told him that he
had the potential to be the
best. This inspired him to
work harder. "

He kept long hair to emu-
late his guitarist. At first his
parents thought that he was
joking. Later they understood
he was serious. He would not
cut his hair at any cost. He
locked himself up for two days,
infuriated. His parents finally

heeded to his decision but -

were not amused.

They first performed during
the Graduation ceremony, and
this. brought a lot of support
and praise from the student
audience, His parents, for a
change of heart were also
pleased. They rteceived the
award for the best perfor-
mance. They were four happy
boys.

Evéryone continued learn-
ing but no one still knew how
Siraj managed his funds.
Before long he finish all
courses and their ‘A’ level
exam had approached. Zakir,
Bobby and Riyadh did pretty
well though Siraj was not up to
his mark. Still he managed to
get to the same university.

When they were |in

University, their first album

Wd4s F‘lf'lfﬂ!r!‘.‘ﬂ 1! was a mega
hit This brought the whaole
group [ame especially Siraj
Then he remembered what his
teacher had told him about
great guitarists. They would
show-off by smoking while

playing they drank best wine
and even ook drugs He siowly
took these up He wanted 1o be
the best

They had almost reached
stardom One day Zakir and
the others went to his house,
He wasnt home They con
versed with his mether She
was pretly pleased with the
results and guitar work espe-
cially as he learnt on his own
las she theught)

The others were rather

t this expression.

'rajby;{.aktr Irpﬁl,'an Why did
you tell us lies and to your par
ents Aunty told uss you learned
On Your own

‘Okay. | lied. But | wanted to
learn the guitar so much | had
to pickpockets and what not. If
I did not do so we would have
not been a member of BAMBA
now .

'‘Look here. Being a member
of BAMBA is not so important
as being able to play good mu-

'Playing good music isnt
énough. We must be the best.
Siraj retorted.

ca

"Whatever you say Siraj,
Zakir is correct,’ Riyadh joined
in. 'l hope that you will not do
these. anymore

His girlfriend Trishna was véry
sad to learn about his dark
past. He did confess to his
parents though it was not a
blessing.

One day he played a new
turn for Tr'... ... she enjoyed
it a lot. When she took his

_hands to her face, a burning

odour came from them.

You still smoke, | thought
that at least you would give up _
for me.” Her eyes [looded with
Lears.

1 cannot just give it up. My
music demands it. While he
was restless , a white packet
fell from his jacket. :

'What is it' 'Nething'.You
don't have to tell me. 1 know
what it is. 1 hate you Siraj. I
simply just hate“you. | never
want to see you again .

With that she left crying

That very day, Siraj was
kind of restless and hysterical
at home. His parents were
taken aback by that. His father
realized what it could be. Siraj
locked himself in his room’
Afterwards, - "his father
squeezed the truth out of him.
Sirej weuld not give in so
easily. :

‘Let out of my house and
never come back again'. bel-
lowed his father. '

Later when the others
heard about it, they did not

. understand whether to sympa-

thize or despise himm. When he
met them. they tried to get
him out of it. o

'Siraj; there is still time.
That obsessions ol yours will
be the end for you,' Zakir said.

"Yeah. Uncle and Aunty
didn't mean what they said’,
Riyadh added. !

'No guys. I just can't. After
doing and achieving so much |
don't want to change.' Siraj
replied.

'If you don't, you can forget
us,' Zakir said. 'l have had
enough of it already.’

‘Come on.Siraj,’ its for your
own good,” Bobby said. |

The others left him in a
dilemma. Siraj was troubled by
this. He went to the beach — to
soothe his troubled mind. He
didn't know what to do. He felt
so alone. He knew one thing,
he wasn't happwwith his new
life style. All he got from it was
pains and sorrows. He was
deeply hurt. Before he knew it
he was playing a new tune — a
very sad one which expressed
how he felt. Tears fell. He sat
at the edge of a cliff,” water
lapped agéu’nsi the rocks be-
Tow:, :




