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W hen a man expresses his feelings towards so
ciely by believing "Ei Din, Din Noi Aro Din
Nebe Tara Shet Dinero
he really exposes the quality of his
heart and of his thoughts. Being a simple
iman mn his external appearance ha inspires
the sense of justice, of right and wrong in
the hearts of his countrymen
Hiomayun Ahmed is a person who has the rare
ability to entertain. First let's
rnovels. He started his writing career with
‘In Blissful Hell' or
Nandito Naroke'. He has really turned to
in this sector of literature.
He hias been writing for more than twenty
vears and one noticeable thing in his writ-
g ts that he always tries to bring out
~ome sort of social or political problem
and society and he
trics to portray that problem in an accept
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auty and explore it. This is my only
says Humayun
- a iving legend in Bengali literature
present
poprilar writer gnd dramatist in Bangladesh. [t
h.is heen undoubtedly proved that
.t enthrall all literary lovers.

tries' to overload his reader's mind

high style of writing.

Miat s reallv his plus point.

shimed s only real moment of happiness is

when he writes. He never gets tired of
he thinks that this is his only
conunitment to the people of this country.

Ahmed understands his fans.

r11ows how to make theém

things that are most of the time left unno-

He at the same time writes things

Lhat are totally scientific, creative contro-

versial characters like Himy' who is very

much controlled by his emotions and then
afisir Alir who runs by logic. He has cre-
ated both the characters so nicely that we,

-— almost hypno-

by the magic of his ideas.

11 = masterpiece ‘Shankhaneel Karagar®' shows
mother kind of his writing ability. Here he
has drawn the picture of a very simple

There is love, ha-

peace. conflict. joy and sorrow and

isooa strong bond of relationship and un-
derstanding in them. On the other hand
hie has written novels about our liberation

His book named ‘Aguner Parashmoni

i1 a word. de-

In this -book. he

pointed out the brutality and animal like

fcrocilty ol Pakistan Army and at the same
time talked about our great warriors. His

A Living Legend

to discover

the mosi

his writing
irrespective ol

talk about his

Humayun

He
think about

also fans
only his writing that made the people con
scious and they demanded the victory ol

.
honour ol this nation. Humayun Ahmed has
so beautifully created this character that it
will be imprinted in our hearts and forever
remain a source of inspiration to us the
younger generation.

Humayun Ahmed didn't only write things dis-
cussing pure social problems. But he has
also beautifully
Maboni’ or 'Opola’

createxl characters like
who live in a differ-

ent world — a world of love. He has.
through his writings brought to us the
mysteries of the universe. He wrote

against the tortures of a society, against
the podfathers of crime and against all
odds and evils,
Humayun Ahmed cannot be described as a
writer only. He is the most popular drama-
tist in our country till this date.
lievable bul
series dramas he wrote have been super
duper hit that has earned him fame and

and also of love.

it is unbe-

true that till today all the

rorn all sestions of classes. I is

_ truth. ‘Ei
character. Badiul Alam. a guerilla freedom -;qummm--
lighter. 1s a character who is everv body's hil
wieal, He is the symbol of pndf- and

Shob Din Ratrt’. ‘Bahubrihi'.

‘Kothao Keu Naye — all are super
sertes dramas of BTV. Three ol the

his Khadak’

wards him

Humavun Ahmed loves to work and wants to
work i areas he knows he can do best
and for that reason he didn't turm out te be

The most interesting thing is that

a poet.

his first published article was a poem
evenfually he found gut that peetry is not
was absolutely
right too. Now Humayun Ahmed has also
turned to be a film director
one movie named

his line of work

leased

Karagar and this movie brought the mid
dle and higher classes of Hlm lovers back
in the cinema halls again -
ing nowadays
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Who Understands His Fans

by Tasin Ahmed

inost popular weekly dramas of BTV are
Aachinbrikkha
Pinytrar Modhye Bondi Howare
great power of drawing the people to

Name: Humayom Ahined
Place & date ol birtli:

{four kids.

Polymer Chemigiry

Compiled by Shahed Latif

| 3th November 1948 at
Mohangonj village under Mvinensingh district.

Martial status: Married (o Gultikin Ahmed with |

Did yvou know that: He got a PhD degree in
in 1982 trom the North Dakota
State Universily in the USA. At present he is af
Professor of Chemistry at Dhaka University. As a
| writer he became famous at an early age. In 1981,

he got the ‘Bangla Academv award.
4 awards {from Shishu Academy and Lekhok Shibar.

He also got

second masterpiece novel
Karagar'.

‘Shankhaneel

Humayun Ahmed has also fin-
ished the work of §nother movie called
Aguner Parashmont’.

Humayun Ahnied's writings have humour. John
Steinback is one of his favourite writers
and his humour inspires him. Humayun
Ahmed believes.that humour is an essential
part of human life and for that reason he
wants to bring it out. That's his another
great achievement, everyone likes him be-
cause of his humorous and almeost funny
but exclusive style of writing.

Actually it is impossible for any one to write
about Humayun Ahmed's literary life. He is
such a genius in his own ri
Ahmed is straight forward, always ham-
mering on the truth.

ght. Humayun

He has recently built a house in Saint Martin's
island and it is like a dream house. His
wish is to live there, spread his eyes in the
blue water and write more classic novels.
We all hope that his dream will be fulfilled

soon as we are really craving for more
classics from him.
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¢ A sister or a blister?

And say.

ke up to find the day

[ eauliful. The crisp fresh

~mell of morning breeze

¢ over the almosphere and

ciurpng of birds sounded

v h the air. This

taresphere reminded ime of
e oy {at:

v oowes at once darted to
mrik satin which was on
iop of my dressing table

- oMy i2th Birthday 1 re-
Minnie as a surprise
sre=ent from my dear father,
wether with the pink satn.

_-‘i-*-mll} the pink satin was

teeft to me by my grandfather,
wois redally unbelievable for |

iddn ! expected such a pre-
The vat was pure white
colour and had a slight

il of hrown. 1 kept her

reitne Minnie., for Minnie was
ree af o my favourite Disney
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The pink satin was used as
a collar for her and looked ab-
solutely beawtiful. At first she
was very small. It was kind of
hard for her to walk properly.
But still she tried to walk a lit-

tle with all her might.
(nir house was situated ol

of the town. in a quiet area
with a little pond beside,
Behind our house was a garden
and it stretched an to meet a
little woodland. My favourite
place in the house was the
garden. 1 would take Minnie
out in the morning everyday.
We would especially go to the
garden. The morning breeze
would sweep over our face. It
would smell of fresh flowers
and beautiful fragrances. She

~ Y ROM first to friendsh-
l—i ip: from friendship to
love. That is how it
ppened. And Farda Joved me.
v o1t least that is what |
vonghit,. Why else would she
hiside me during class,
e 1o meet me at La Bamba
werever | told her loo, accept
i cards and gifts 1 gave her?
il when [ finally told her
-’m it my true feelings for her,
4 camoillaged mask seemed to
~up off She treated me dis-
rlainfully and made acidulous
vernnirks about me. Worse than
‘hat she flirted with miy best
iennid right mfront of me,
while he apparently enjoyed it.
lLite berame a living hell,
( inse friends became fitter en-
crries, just-because of one girl.
[-1ch day was like a nightmare
atled with negative emotions. [
wos either hailing with anger
nr suffering from depression.
fvne is supposed to be the
universal healer. Instead, my
wountds were getting worse.
Fiivafly 1 found peace.
Phensidyl. That was what
carried me from day to day. My
rxams were only a few weeks
wav., but | no Jonger cared
about there. 1 hated books, and
. hated girls. My dad wanted
= 10 be an engineer while my
Jmun's wish was to see her
uilv son as a doctor. But my

iy in life was revenge.
“evende on a friend who be-
CATTE AR ENemmy.

| started mixing with the
sad kids in our local area. |
ti1 to know about their lives,
libits, hobbies and friends.
Presently 1 understood the
meaning of the statement.
Hevenge (s sweet, after | inade
hirm pav for what he did.

Cruel Fate

by Nitisha Naurin -

always wanted to go near the
pond but 1 would hold her
tight. The stght of the pond
gave a mysterious feeling to
me. It was most of the time
obsecured bv dense water-hy-
acinth.

Anyway on my school daya
Minnie would always sit on the
porch. She would wait for me
and if a car sounded at the dis-
tance she would jump and
strain her ears to listen. When
I would 'come back from school
she would always jump into my

lap. Minnie was my best friend,

although [ had many friends at
school., but still she was the
apple of my eye. | would always

by Zinnia Ahmad

-

Then I tried to shun mv had
ways. But | was trapped. | had
become part of a notorious
gang in the city. And now
there was no way out. | had be-
come addicted to fighting,
gambling., smoking, drinking
and drugs. That was how my
(lays passed by. Meanwhile, a
part of me was bleeding away. |
wanted to escape and | knew
who could help me a girl. A
girl who would love me. Would
tell me to give up my present
way of life. A girl whom [ would
love.

A' lévels started. | went to
school just fot the sake of it. |
abhorred the teachers, sub-
jects. students, everybody.
Sometimes | would smoke in
the common room, if [ was
alone, But one day 1 was
caught.

14 Feb. 1994, Our Physics

teachers was absent. The
classroom was locked by

soineone and the boyvs en-
grossed themselves in cards
while the girls took up gossip-
ing. A few™ others were X
pressing their delight or anger
in receiving anonymous valen
lines cards. 1 left they room
and entered- the common,
room. | was about to light a ci
garette and wonder for the
hundred thousandth time why
my life was like this. when a
volce said. "It doesn’t help
much, does it. Shubhro 7" |
turned around.

“1 did not know her name,
but 1 had seen his around sev-

f

eral times and she usually said
‘Hi~ #o me. although [ never
answered. 'I'm Ayesha'. intro-
duced herself.

We talked for the nexi half
an hour or I'd rather say she
talked. while I nodded or
replied her questions. The
monoconversation was desul-
tory. School, teachers, hobbies,
politics. books, music, she
talked about everything and —
nothing. because | didn't care
about all those. As the bell for
the next class rang she said,
'Shubhrn, there’'s no use
blanking fate. Try to be practi-
cal. Try to accept life as it
comes. Getting over emotional
results in nothing. You have
enough will power. You can
stop voursell,” then, bye, see
yvour jater.” With that she was
me

The girl was a strangﬂ:rs

She did not know anything
about my past. But 1 felt as if |
had known her all my life. And
that was the first day in the
last 6 months that 1 did not
take drugs. She is right, 1
thought as [ lay in bed that
night, if 1 have the will power
to take revenge on A iriend I
can stop myself.

The next day | got to talk
to her. This time both of us
talked and smiled, joked, and
laughed. For the next couple of
weeks [ was always with her. [
found myself bunking classes
just 1o be with her. [ used lo
call her but hang up as soon as
the call was answered.

long for Fridays to come for
that was the only day that
Minnie and I were together. |
would play with her from
morning till night on Friday's.
Years passed and both | and

. Minnie grew up.

The day was Lhirteenth
July. one of my close [riend's
birthday — when Minnie got
lost from me forever. It hap-
pened like this. My (riend
couldn't decide where to do
her birthday. So 1 suggested
her to do itrat my place. in the
‘woods. It was actually not a
birthday party but a picnic.
The picnic was held at the
cdlense part of the wood for we

Grﬁdua]ly, | realized that my
feelings for her was more than

only friendship. But 1 was

afraid to let her know.

Thesé wereé" the happiest
days of my life.

[ had almost quitted that
old life of mine. 1 tried to pay
attention in class. 1 made
friends with everybody. Then
one day, I told her.

“"Ayesha, there's something
I wanted to tell you.

Yes', She asked calmly. A
sudden wave of apprehension
passed through me. What if she
refused me? And there was
every chance she might do so.

'It's one of the oldest
statements in this world and
yet the newest : I love vou.'

I could see the shock that
hit her. She sat Lheir dum-
founded staring at me. Finally
she said, 'Shubhro, .1 always
know you just as a Iriend noth
ing more nothingless and be-
sides [ am already....'

I didn't want to hear any-
more. Why is fate so cruel Lu
me? Why is it that I have to
fight against life all the time? |
wanted to escape from here |
want to run away to some
other place and time where
there are no hardships and
pain, where no one is hurt or
deceived, where there is orily
love and peace. | know how to
get there, Bul remembering
what Ayesha told me the first
day, I refrained from drugs.

I have given up hope on life
I have no wisheés dr dreams
left. My life's now like a small
boat on a calm ocean, helpless
against the next storm r::>lI fate
that shall break me into

pieces,

e Pink Satin Surprise

didn’t want any trouble from
anvone. We cleared off the
place and set up a table and
few chairs. The table was cov-
ered fully with food and
drinks. Obviously | took Minnie
with me for there were many
other kittens of her age. The
party was celebrated with
great enthusiasm. Dances.
games, and even Hide and
Seek were played at the party.
During these excitements, |
forgotten all about Minnie and
suddenly 1 started looking for
her.. 5he was no where o be

found. All the cats were playing °

but there was no sign of
Minnde. I started searching for
her madly. My hands began to
tremble and [ couldn't walk-

properly. | called her name but
it was of no help. There was

chaos among every one and the
party had to be put to an end.

My friends formed a search
parity to help find Minnie. I
thought of the pond and at
once went there, and as I had
expected |1 found Minnie's
pink satin lying near the pond.

It glistened in the sunlight, but
still there was no trace of
Minnie. We gave up searching
Minnie and there was nothing
else to do. My friends soon left
as it grew dark. | still waited

for her all night long and my

mother came to comiort me.

Many years has passed since
then when Minnie has left me.

But till today | wonder what

had happened to her and al-
ways wait for her solemnly.

e o § R ety L RN B

. :’f}E i-.- '-P':

. &
| NEVER MiNZ

______

C.A '?'r: ¥

ra

;fjftﬂl .uﬁﬂ "if; ;5;!I&_
BALBALIAN

g

VDENTIFY THAT
" | ¥ f{ JAMER UL 7 | whjﬁgﬁ

 SAMRUL 1

= gt v gl mvinfiyn oty T SSrua

r #‘i"i'"
;J'

ﬂ

!
i
i
F
i
j
i
i
!

NoW CUR
SetEN TIST 7K
WiLL ADLDRESS ?”*""”

-

g "‘.I_-_;n_ .
3 .T:'ﬂf ;;l?rl ip E
1 A i

WELCOME 3
LADIES AND /.

NAT '!mﬂ L

by Susmita Roy
F you are like me
" Having a sister with an age difference of two or three
Then with me vou'll surely agree, vouch for me.
Hear ye! Hear vel

Sisters are a pain
In having them. there's probably no gain
(Moreover you might turn insane.. |

Starting from the day your sister s bern.
You'll experience your hair being tormn.
She'll snatch your baby-cot away

And with wicked eyes she'll stare all day.

When she's old enough to talk and play.
She'll just take your book and scribble away
Even when you go out to play

For her you'll have a horrid day.

When your sister s old enough to argue, °

[t'll seem as il her victory is always due

For them whatever you do

There's never a thanks for you.

For my part. the causer of trouble is always she
Since. the culprit. | could never be.

| hear you say, 'Hear ye! Hear yel

But when you're in a better mood,
And have*rnough time (o bropd.

You may dream a life without a sister.
Oh what could be bettert]

At mornings you wouldn't have to do her bed
Through the day you'd have a cooler head

Oh, imagine a day without a duel

And she wouldn't be there do break vour jewel,

You wouldn't have to help her

When your exam's the day after

There'd be no sister to pester, you see —
| hear you say, "Hear ye! Hear ye!”

But then, without a sister
'You won't have anyone to bully and master,
When you retuwrn home to find your room empty.
You'd have to pretend not to be lonely.

The whole day's gossip you'd have in store
But a sister, thére s no more

When you bake a cake and cut in half,
There's none torshare it with a laugh.

When you guietly saiile to a book,

Where's your sister's quizzing look?

When you wipe your swollen eyes,

Who will give all those understanding sighs?
When in trouble, or in fear,

Who's to save you. but your sister dear

So perhaps on a special day. or even today
You will acknowledge that in many a way.

A life without a sis

Maynot indeect be a bliss

You might agree with me. even vouch for me
And say, "Hear ye! Hear ye!”

Questions
by Kazi Sarazeen

The mist rose ke a dancer's veil.
Light rays fell like a wraith's trail.

The sky opened,

Blinding me with its light.

Daring meé to deny its glory and might.
Then | questioned you, father,

Can vou brighten up this barren world
Can you make the daffodils bloom.
Can you make the dews glisten

With the rays of morn. .

Yes | knew you can make me lift my veil.

Open my eyes to dreams and reality,

To give me promises to bloom

And to make me smile.

But Alas! father you ecan't make the flowers bloom.
You nourish and strengthen me,

Yet leave the flowers to their destiny.

The waves rose higher and higher

And crashed down to the lowest shore.

The wind danced to a vielent tune.

The world cried for mercy.

And hush descended, as silence prevailed
The world lay motionless & barren in its fury.

My castles broken, | cried. :

Trying in vain to put them together
Mother you held me and showed me the way.
To build castles with foundation of clay.

You gave me life once again and | smiled,
But Alas! mother why can't
You make the storm die?
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