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N e kiddie siory The

tian Anderson =
created a reprobate witch
turns  little children inte
immobile stones with the wave
of her hair (which | suppose
acted as her wand).

When two kiddos the

secrel. Jhey hoodwink the

witch (by what means is a

rather irrelevant matter here)

and used the magic hair to
return the tiny tots into their
previous selves.

Ah. we the people of the late
20th century are so saved
there's no such magic hair
to assail us with any such
catastrophic phenomenon,
right? Wrong! 'Cos the or-
dinary hair alone thal we
do have has the capacity to
dictate our life without any
help of abracadabra or ho-
cns pocus (or whatever
clse is left in the world of
sorcery). Least of all, hair
is not alone. It has so
imiany bro's and sis's to
teomy up wilh — eyebrows.
vyelash, moustache, beard.
sibeburn, whisker, [ur |
anitnals Aren't outcasts. ok
M — vali name o oand s
thore

Gioeh = hoety =0 plaviul in paint
g hair. Hair l!_n-’,"lf'lll'd“}'
coloured black. brown,
yellow. tawny, green, blue
— ha ha. just kidding
(after all, why notl). But
whatever colour it is, with
age good ol' hair turns
grey. Now, this is a baffling
issue — say a person had
yellow hair which with age
began to lose colour. Now
how can his/her hair be
grey when all the colour
that practically exists on
his. her head is a hotch-
potch of yellow and white?
(English, | sometimes
think. has some .rather
preposterous ways).

| however assure you, age is
nol always responsible for
grev hair. Only a few days
ago. | detected a white
hair (okay it was grey, if
that's what you prefer
calling it} on my head.
(Uniucky me!

When age discolours hair,
people go through any-
thing to find a reliable hair
dve (human natare is guite
hyvpocritical, "or so il
seems — while kids act
\ike adults, again adults trv
iieir uimost to disguise
R

Anolher thing that embitters a
person’'s mind almost as
much (or perhaps even
more] efficiently is bald-
ness. When a poor chap
finds outl in his 20s, his

hair is falling off, apathy

gets the better of him.

Poor devill Little does he

know that worry brings no
cure, but only adds td the
misery by accelerating,
the process. And when a
mother shaves her little

ne's head (for whatever
reason). the poor kid be-
comes the laughing stock
of the class — the humili-

has .

companies him every-
where like a sticky piece
of adhesive tape.

baldness does not neces-
sarily always act as a buga-
boo for all people. For ex-
ample, Budhist Monks,
Brahmins and performing
Hajies all find a supernatu-
ral link between baldness
and the deity. Bald also
spells bold — US. Marines

have to go bald by military
regulations. And again

But

s there is celebrated cana-
trice Sinead O Connor
who deliberately chooses
to be a 'skinhead'.

who have a hunky-dory
amount of hair go through

GOAT-BEARD OR
"TCHHAGLA DART”

volumnious efforts to ac-
quire a hair style right for
their personality ( | only
hope suddenly an
umpteenth number of
people won't decide they
need a  hairdo like
Valdarama's to look their
best ).

length of hair is a debat-
able issue. While modern
working girls tend to have
shorter ‘hair, more and
more males are going for
long hair, hence when |
encounter a creature In
ponytail, 1 ponder fruit-
lessly whether (s)he is a
‘bhaiya’ or a 'maiya’?
Conservative society vocif-
erously pooh-poohs at

The
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longhaired males — calling
them punks. But would
they care to explain the
cases of hermits and an
cient Chinese males? |
suppose Lhey are/were
punk rockers too?
Whatever they are/were,
don't you try having long
hatr in Singapore, if you're
a male — there's a strict
ban and you'll end up In
the coeoler? .

that grows elsewhere is
worthy of
talks. It may grow promi-
nently where not needed
(over a girl's lips) and it
may not grow richly where
needed (on the chin of an
adult male). Moustache of
a male reveals a lot aboutl
him. There're so many

Hair

styles for it for each of the |

species of men — there's
the aristocratic Mirza-type
(where the ends are tilted
upwards), the ludicrous
Charlie-Chaplin type and
the business-looking
- Doctor /Lawyer /VIP type
(like Justice
Shahabuddin's!).

People who keep a beard keep
it with style. | have a k-
ing for Eric Claptons
beard (probably ‘cos I'm
infatyated?). But what
about people who have a
dowdy tress of hair on the
chin as an infernal excuse
for a beard? The sight of
those people always re-
minds me of jus{ one but
extremely appropriate
word — ‘ramchagol’ | |

There are some women [ve

seen who pluck their en-

tire eye-brows and draw
comical half-moons in-
stead (I never quite un-
derstood their sense of
beauty). And then they are
the butterball bangla
heroines who paint their
eye-brows thick pitch-

black (Now, how can a

couple of miniature

painted black 'snakes turn
on the mood of the hero?

Search mel).

hair on the head acts as a

good target for displaying

both positive and negative
emotigns. A girl may feel
ecstatic when her love
runs his fingers thyu' her
hair. And yet, Lhe same
girl, when agitated., like
many people. might pull
out locks of her own hair!

And why small children

prefer holding the hair of

big sis' or mummy will al-
ways reémain a mystery to
me. :

Let me end this endless debate
by saying that hair has
some other significance
on our life other than just
embellishing physical ap-
pearance or indicating
personality. Hair plays a
role on méwsurements
(though only verbally) —

when a person mentions
something of hairs-

breadth, he/she unknow-
ingly refers to a width of
1/4800 of an inch. Some
measurements, huh?

The

was born iT'I a small town
I called Ripon. The shoe-
maker crealed ine with a
lot of care, and the result was
wonderful. 1 looked quite
elegant in my navy blue leather
skin, [ felt good in my court
shape and was proud to know
that 1 was latest in style.

But as | was expensive. no-
body in that little town could
afford to buy me. | waited six
long months in the shoe-shop.
by then, my price had fallen
and | was feeling quite left out.

Once an Asian lady. who was
very slim and pretty. came to-
wards me. | was so excited
that | fell off her Pands. She
picked me up gently and tried
me on. She liked me & I was
comfortable. as well as elegant
and bought me without hesila-
tion. | was shul in a box and
then taken outside in a poly-
bag. || was so dark inside the
box. that 1 didn't know what
was going on. till my misiress
reached home.

Light flooded through the
box. My mistress was getting
ready for a party. After she fin-
ished dressing she put me on.
DOh! She was going to Lake me
to a party. For the next half
hour | was not so delighted as
my misiress kept walking and
I felt cold everytime my face
was slapped to the ground.
Finally, she reached the house.
Inside. 1 could smell delicious
dishes and soon, learned a lot
about my mistress.

Her name is Sumaiya. She
was a young student studying

in , Leeds University on
Accou She wanted (o be a
Char Accountant. Life

with Sumaiya was delightful in
summer as she walked with
me on the soft green grass of
the park. But the best part,
was whenever she had any ice-
cream’ she would offer me
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some. even if it happened ac-
cidentally. Sumaiya was kind.
she took a lot of care of me.
Once, she went shopping and
bought a blue sundress just to

*matched my colour.

The golden and crisp sum-
mer days were gone too soon. |
had to get ready to survive
through the harsh autumn and
winter winds. The weather
soon became horrifying as I
had to tread on a lot ol dirty
brown leaved and muddy water.
But then there was more (o
come my toe-cabs were about
to burst and the warm lining
inside me had:- worn off. 1 was
in a bad shape.

Suddenly. the tragic news
of Sumaiya's dad's death, ar-
rived. He was in her homie
country, Bangladesh. My

mistress cried and cried. She
hacd (o leave to look alter her

family properties in
Bangladesh. Her dad had died
before her exams. If she had
given thé exams then she
wauld have .had her degree.
But now, a big responsibility

- hung over her head. She had to

leave. So, she left me, too.

This time in a bin bag filled
with the things she had used
in the previous year. She took
the: bag near the bin and
dumped me in. [ heard a car
zooming past me. Sumaiya
must have cried a lot before
lea she had to leave a very
bright future ahead of her.

Well, there's not fnuch of a
future left for me either. 1 am
dying now. | have felt and
shared the joys and sorrows of
a student during my lifetime.
Even though 1 don't have a
heart but I feel something
pounding in my chest and as if
it is going to break. | wish |
could lfook at the sky, the

green and then die breathing
fresh air.

HE lightning flashed

and jerked me back to

consciousness. Rubbing
my eyes, the first thing that
struck me was that | was
sitlting in an upright position
with my seatbelt on. Before |
could question myself as to
how |1 came to be in such an
obnoxious position. the tor-
rential rain beating outside my
window pane took my memory
back to the time when [ had
the accident.

| was travelling pretty fast
as it was a solitary road. I in-
creased my speed and drove
on until a truck came with
equal speed from the opposite
direction. | swerved the car to
avoid the truck just as its pow-
erful headlights focused right
into my eyes. My image blurred
and then the next thing I
know my car toppled over and
bounced like they show in
movies and hit a tree. And
then everything went black.

I must've hit my head hard
because blood was trickling
down from my forehead.
Clicking off the seatbelt and
releasing myself 1 groped my
way oul of the battered car and
looked around for the first
time. You can imagine that
what 1 saw before me was not

. very reassuring or satisfactory
for that matter. It was dark .

and I was standing in a kind of
clearing just beside the road.
All around there were thick
trees all dark and dreary and
in the midst of all these lay a
narrow lane. :

| figured that if 1 could fol-
low the track and fortunately
find a shelter for the night it
would be much more wiser
that sitting beside the roadside
waiting to be rescued God
knew when. By this time | was

soaked to the skin and water ™

was dripping from my sweater.

. encounter

tautological |

|

Kazi K Arafat
Friendship — it's a tender
gift
Of Heaven. not of Hell —
is the easiest load to lift
And helps us lead our lives

well.

Fri
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Friendship is no conun-
crum —

It's as sereng as it is good;
it's part af life's curriculym

Of Happiness, t'is the food.

Friendship is for human be-
ings

And for animals,

Unlike all other deceitful
things —

It's all true, and never false.

So let us now join our hands
And pray aloud to God —
That we can be as together

As the peas in a Pod.
* * *

by Manwar Islam
Khan (Rumi)

UCCESSIVE ., success

make a mian greal. But

it is very painstaking to
acquirg success. No doubt,
regular study, industry and
honesty is the key to success
but in spite of this there is
another thing which can spin
life in twe ticks. That's
“Friends’. LR

Though | have earnest long-
ing to define of 'friends’ but |
can't. It is unknown to me. But
according to Oxford dictionary
he is one's friend whom one
knows and likes well. Life is
such a place where unmindful
persons stumble at every step.
On the path of lifle, many type
of hindrance can come and go
like rains and clouds. The
presence of a real friend
decreases the burden of
sorrow. Only a true friend can
appease the -mental agony in
that hostile circumstances.
The great poet Tennyson
remarked "Make new [riends,
But keep the old. If these are
silver, Those are gold.”

If you ask me a question,
what qualities should real
friends posses? My answer is
simple They do not need to
posses any great quality.”
Friendship, in fact, is a matter
of understanding — under-
standing between two people.
Making friendship is not so
easy as it seems to be. By sow-
ing seeds of suspicion in the
heart, one can live anyhow on
the earth but can never extent
amicable hands. In fact, slight-
est doubt can annihilate
friendship. A venomous ser-
pent is better than a traitor. as
a close [riend.

"Hatred ceases not by
hatred but by love" — should be
our slogan. We have to make
friends and remember the
maxim by Dr Johnson
Friendship is a burning candle
Let it die; It gives that hap-

piness and Success whichJ

\ money cannot buy.

i iresn a4 small remote
I village ol Rangpur. My

father is a primary sch-
pol master there. It is the
same school my elder brother
Rehan and | passed-from.

| remember the day, when
nry lather took us to school, on
the way he said "son., you are
now stepping into a new
world, remember school days
are the best time of your life
and it is the time when you
learn Lo grow up Into a man.

Now that dream of my fa-
ther is only a vision because it
is never going to come irue,
My father used to say son, "you
must never do anything
unlawful. you must always abide
by the laws of the country”. But
| could not stay as a law
abiding citizen or be a perfect
man. | am now known as a
The Terror.' | do not know

when, why and how | turned
into an addict, a violent man

and a blackmoney earner.

Me and my brother Rehan

we passed our S § C [rom
Rangpur Zilla School.. Then we
went to Rangpur Government
College. Before coming to
Dhaka | was a very good stu-

| dent obtaining highest mark

everytime in every test or ex-

amination. My elder brother

was killed by the Pakistani sol-
diers during the Liberation

War. | remember that day very
well, when they killed Rehan

mercilessly in front of me. It
was the middle of July and the

war was at its violent peak. |
still remember the time, it was

7:15 am in the morning.

Nine months passed by and
the war ended with the victory

on our side. We thought from
now on we would be able to

lead a happy, prosperous life —
the one that we always dreamt

_un', After the death of Rehan,

my parents become very much

depended on me. | was their

only hope, their only inspira-
tion of life. So to be better ed-
ucailed my parents allowed me
to come to Dhaka.

As a school teacher my fa-
ther had nothing but few
bighas of land, he sold nearly
everything, just to get me ad-
mitted, just to see his dreams
come true. For the first few
years | continued to work hard
but four years ago my, rather
my fathers dream took a dif-
ferent turn or shape.

Few years back while | was
in the final year of the
University some of my rich
friends introduced drugs like
marijuana to morphine to
heroine and cocaine to me. All
these were very expensive and
were banned items. | took
heroine just for the fun and
the sake of being bold. I found
out that | was a king, ruling
seventh heaven. On the second
day. | was there once again but
this time. | was quite attracted
to it and on the third day I
found that I could not stay
away from it. And from then on
I began to take all these drugs.
They became my friends and
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by Shahed Latif

solace to my doomed sell. now
| am an addict.

After | became addicted to
drugs | found that my aca-
demic status was going down.,
then one day | found that |
couldn't even get the passing
marks. Fromm that day on |
stopped studying, but my fa-
ther still sends me money and
he had written not to worry
about money If need be he
would sell everything he has
but | must get educated. What
my father does not know that |
am a drug addict, a terrorist,
And earn enough to buy back
his lost lands.

What ever money my father
sends’ me | use it for drugs.

Recently | need it frequently
so | have started mu peo-
ple. | ‘take their hard earned
money, their belongings to
pacify' my voilent urges. One
day, one of my friend and I
stopped a businessman near
Moghbazar. He said that this
was his first earning and
begged us not to take away his
money, but we were deter-
mined and my friend stabbed
him in several places, before
taking the briefcase. We
started running, clinging to
the bag, as il it s ours. Next day
on the paper we read that he
was dead.

This is what drugs did to
me. for my own need I killed a
man. He is someone's son like
me, maybe he has a brother
like mine, maybe hé had a sis-
ter and maybe he was married
and had children. | have or-
phaned the child, I have wid-
owed the woman and [ have
snatched him away from his
parents — just for my addic-
tion. '

. Now-a-days | cannot even
go to the University to meet
my old friends because my
name has been registered in
the police diary. A few days
back there was a gun battle at
the University in which two
students were killed by some-

one eise. but in the police di-
ary. i is my name. The police
is looking for me everywhere,

and | am on the run.

| have written te my father
back home that 1 have lefl the
hostel because of too much vio-
lenice. when actually his own
son is a wanied man. What will
happen if my father comes to
know about it? What will hap-
pen to my mother? She has al-
ready lost her sprech, afler
Rehan died and now if she
knows about me then | am not
sure now she will bear this. |
have been cheating my father,
my mother and myself merci-
lessly

Most of my friends whe
took me into this world have
given up drugs and now they
are fully cured. But I could not
come out from this. And |
think now it is too late, | can
not come¢ out of this weorld,
maybe | will not either. |
wanted to have a good life. that
is why | came te Dhaka My
father gave me everything he
had., now we have nothing. | °
can never forgive myself. | am
guilty of the sins I committed,
I am guilty of being tempted.

| would like to say to my
young readers and the new
generation never, for the sake
of fun take drugs. never touch
it even for one day because will
pay with life for such desire.
You are the hope for tomerrow.
Always remember that life, it
comes only once. enjoy it. love
it and live it.

" The Little

Black Bear '
by Lubaina Choudhury

The naughty black bear
Had to swear,

Not to be naughty again
Bt he eould not

Heep his promise.

So he had to

(et a beating again.

by Farhana Yusuf

"As | took a few stf.:ps towards

the lane praying desperately
that I might. /find some help.
lightning flashed over my head
and thunder boomed like can-
non in the silent night. I had
already entered the narrow
lane and had gone a little fur-
ther when something made
me realize that I was not alone.
I hugged myself hard and
looked around. No one.

I tried to ignore this un-
comfortable feeling and walk
on but the same emotion kept
crawling back to my mind. It
was as if when | walked some-
body or something walked be-
hind me and when I stopped,
it stopped. After going a little
further,-my heart jumped with
joy at the sight of a two-
storeyed house. All the lights
were on, so I didn't have to
grope my way through the
short range of stairs to the
porch. When I reached the
porch and knocked on Lhe
door a sweet and polite voice
like that of an old lady told me
"come in". Mind you, reader, I
didn't expect the direct "come
in", rather | was prepared for a
series of "who is it? and what
do you wants'?"

In any case | pushed the
door - open and went Iin.
Expecting to" see someone
there | was baffled to find the
hallway empty. I said, "Hello! Is
Anybody there?" No answer.
But from the room opposite
there came the sound of TV in
high volume. Sighing with re-
lief, I prepared myself for, an
and this time
opened the door without
knocking. Oh dear! What | saw
took my breath away. The TV
was off; the room was abso-
lutely quiet but the cushions in

[ ]
the sola were arranged as if

sameone had just been sitting
Lliere.

Not hesitating I shut the
door and began to think.
Hmph! Then I bellowed out
loud: "Look, is this some kind
of a hide and seek game you're
playing. huh? 'Cos ifsyou are
I'm in no mood to join. 1 just
had an accident, got myself
injured, am soaked tp the skin
‘and about to catch pneumonia.
We can perhaps play when I'm
in a much more presentable
condition," silence greeted
me. -

Then came the smell of
food — delicious food and
there was the sound of dishes
peing removed as if someone
was busy cooking. Exasperated,
nevertheless eager and hungry
under the circumstances [ en-
tered the kitchen only to find
it empty without even a stove,
"Oh boy, am [ starting to hallu-
cinate?” [ asked myself as I
went upstairs.

Readers, you may imagine
me foolish to have such
thoughts wunder the circum-
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by Sadia Karim

Some poor, some rich

Some poor, some rich.

Not a single piece of bread

Or a shawl, beautiful and
red.

. But look at us with food and

cloths—

We are wasting much food

And throwing away cloths.

Try not to waste a single bit.

Once you have done it,

You will see a magical thing.

The Horror of That Night|

stances, but [ did feel like a
character out of a Walt Disney
cartoon. What was it called?
Goldilocks and the Three
Bears? That's it, yes! Only
here, there weren't any bears,
here 1 thought sullenly.
Through the only bedroom
door, came the sound of music
— soft and soothing music.

Following the same style [
went and as usual there was no
music. The bedroom was prac-
tcally empty except a chest of
drawers and a bed which
seemed just slept in. This time
I really got suspicious and
scared when | heard the sound
of shower running in the bath-
room. Taking my last chances I
opened the door and yes !l the
same thing happened — the
shower was running alright but.
there was nobody under it.

This has got to be itl There
must be some kind of a spirit
or ghost in this house. This is a
haunted house. | was shaking
so hard that I hardly knew how
I found my way out, as I came
out running. I heard shrilling
laughter echoing louder and
louder and [ covered my ears
and ran. | hadn't stopped run-
ning until I reached my bat-
tered car — back where | had
started from. -

I was still shaking like a leaf
as [ realized that it was almost
dawn. It was a miracle that |
didn't get slaughtered by the
ghost or goblin or whoever or
whatever the hell it was.

This is 12 months after that
fateful night. Still there hasn't
been a single night when I
didn't go to bed without the
thought of the flash of light-
ning, the booming of thunder,
the headlights of the truck, my
accident, the jouiney to the
haunted house and that night.

Name : Jupiter

EVOLVING round the

EZICYAN NI B ¥y
R Sun. but at much great-
er distances from it

tlian the Earth, are the four
greal planets Jupiter. Saturn.
Uranus and Neptune.

Jupiter is the biggest planet
— it is bigger than all the
others put together, and equal
in volume to 1,312 Earths.
Because of ils enormous
weight it has a very powerful
force of gravily. and this means
that if you could land on
Jupiter from a space-ship you
would find yourself so heavy
that you would hardly be able
to get about. A twelve-stone
man would weigh a quarter of a
ton on Jupiter, and if he once
lay down he would probably be
unable to get up again.

This great force of gravity
also means that the atmo-
sphere at the surface of

Jupiter is very dense — so
much so that yvou would have
difticuiley in moving about in it

You could not breathe it, ei-
ther. for il consists chiefly of
ammonia and anothér pol-
sonnus gas called methane
(lound in c¢oal mines). The
temperature on  Jupiter is
about 300" F. below zero, so
you would not expect to find
any liguid water there, though
there is probably plenty of ice.

It is now thought that the

solid, rocky planet of Jupiter is

much smaller than-it appears,

and that it is overlain by ice

many thousands of niles thick.

Above Lhal comes the dense
atmosphere, full of clouds of
ammonia droplets and frozen
crystals. so that the sky is
never visible from the surface
of the planet. The attendant
family of twelve bright moons
which ecircle aboul Jupiter
would never be seen by any-
body on the planet — though
we a1l see hall of them quite
clesyehy fromn the Farth ]

Jupiter, with vne moon and the shadow of another clearly visible.
l Courtesy The Wonder Books of Wenders




