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OMETIMES we: liidd a
dagger-blown  bloody
corpae lving in an eerie
country-house Some other
time she chooses to kill with
arsenic. And sometimes it's
simple and cruel strangulation
This is the worlid of Agatha
Christie. the queen of crime
and the mistress of mystery

This lady can make your
Mesh creep with intriguing
plots and bomrifving murders.
But very few pecople in the
world can be as entertaining as
her. She is ene of the best and
most famous authoress of all
time in the weorld. Since 1920
she with her powerful imagina-
tion has been entertaining us
with scores of classic murder
rnysteries. "

She created Hercule Poirot,
the most famous detective of
literary world who can be
ranked equally with Sherlock
Holmes.In her 95 books Agatha
ilso created detective like
Miss Marple, Farker Pyne,
Frommy and Tuppence
Heresford, Mrs, Oliver, chief
inspector James Japp and
<ome more, all of whom
through the efficiency of their
works, show the brilllance ol
thielr creator.

Agatha Mary Clarissa Miller
sturted writing as a pastime at
!0 at her mother's suggestion,
Slie was born in September

5. 1890, at family home
ishiield in the seaside resort
I Torquay. Devon: the
voungest child of Frederick
viiller, a ‘wealthy American ex-
natriate and his English wife
('larissa 'Clara Boechmer
Agdatha liked detective stories
rom childhood and reading
iade her, what she says, ‘a
ronnoisseur ol the detective
story’. Her older sister Madge
once bet her that she couldn't
write a mystery without the
caders’ fathoeming who the
murderer was Apparently it
was to prowe the bet wrong
that Agatha& wraote her [irst
mystery The mysterious Affairs
it Styles around 1916 which
+as published 1920

in the mean time in
Zatha had met a young
arming army officer
chibald Christie and got
warried December 24, 1914
uring the WWI while Archie.
1< away, Agatha voluntarily
vorked in a hospital dispen-
sary and it was there where
~he got her in-depth knowl-
~rge of chemicals and poisons
vinch was to bécome so useful
uring her jlong career.
Her first deteclive story
50 saw the debul ol Poirot,

1913

The Queen of Crime

and The Mistress

the Ridiculous little man of 5
4" with straight black hair on
an egg-shaped head, an im-
mense moustache and a pair of
green watchful eyes. About his
birth Agatha says. "A Belgian
came ipto my head. It was as
simple as that.”

in fact his creation is a mys-
tery to Agatha herself. But mys-
tery at birth was not to bar
Poirot from being a genius in
untangling mystery. But Agatha
regretted having created
Poirot so old. Because during
his [irst case Poirot had al-
ready retired from Belgium

- sometimes teamed

by Ismat Haseen

In big vases Poirol often
woulld have at his side his good
friend Hastings who had a
knack of stumbling over the
truth unaware of it. Poirot also
up with
Mrs Ariadne Oliver who is ac-
tually a partial Portrayal of
Agatha hersell Mrs Oliver. like
Agatha. didn’t drink or smoke,
hated publicity and mixing
with stranger and was a lover
of apples. Bul one is not to
confuse the orderly. neat, dig
nified Agatha with the messy

of Mystery

Max Mellowan an Oivtord
gradudte and archaendogist anil
i >eptetnber 11, 1930 in
quite ceremony i Scothao
the 40 year old author and 26
vear old max were marned
Dver the next eighteen vears
the Mellowans frequently vis
ited the Middle East on ar
chacological expeditiog-
which explains Ar._mhﬁh B
various Middle Eastern places
as settings of her stories

In 18930 throughi Thi
Murder at the Vicarage Agatliiy
brought into existence anot e

elderly sleuth Jane Marple
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Police Force and so must be at
leant 60. But with his magnifi-
cent little gray cells he won
the world and became a le-

gendary figure. Potrot was fond
of hot chocolate and Russian
cigarettes. Despite his little
size he admired big. flamboy

ant woman like Vera Rossak of
in The Big Four'. With his
watchword of work — method
and order he solved some
breathtaking murder mysteries
like The ABC Murders. Murder
in Mesopotamia, The Hollow,
Elephants can Remember and
the Murder of Roger Ackroyd
— in which Agatha fooled us pi-
tfully.

Mrs Oliver with dishevelléd
gray hair and disorganized be-
haviors.

Il her private life Agatha
received a severe shock in
1926 when her mother's death
eoincided with severe marjtal
problepy whicli led to her
mysterious disqppedrance in
December 3 for ten days. caus-
ing an alarm throughout the
nation. She was later found in a
hotel stayving under a false
name and was known to have
suffered a nervous breakdown.
The Christies were divorced in
April 1928

[n 1930 while on a visil to
the Middle East Agatha met

fluffy old spinster with a sweet
and gentle appearance. faded
blue eyes and snowy halr, re-
siding in fictional St. Mary
mead, a typical English coun

try wvillage. This tall. thin,
acidulated, sharp-eyed and
snooping "old pussy” kept a
good track of all the happen

ings in and around the villade.
also was she real good at see-
ing the worst side of human
nature. She turned out to be
very popular, especially tofhe
womenfolk.

Mystery and thriller were
not the only ventures Agatha
dwelt on, she wroté some ro-
mantic novels under the

-

peeudonviol Mary Westmacol
gl also tried hier harud i po
riry and children's book.

in recognition of her liter
mtribution Agalha was
the commander ol the
Empire in 1956 and
the Hritish

r[l}:’ |
Miante
British
the Dame ol
Emupire in 1971

iy 1975 Agatha drew an
Poirot s long tile ard
almost B5 year long career
(19201975 in Curtain. The
death moved thie readers so
riach that newspapers in hath
Aammerica and England pub
lished obituaries New York
Times gave Poirot a [ront page
obitisary, along with ;}hf_lln_ a
(LR s TSI AR Nk
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aceardes] 1o even
Bl it may
st he kpowrn to many that
Avatha aclually wrote curtam
ard Sleeping Murder [Miss
Marple s 1ast) as extra books
during the WWII fearing that
mighl be killed But when
it fovind hersell unhurt at the
war eid she put the books in
thie Liinik with heavy insurance
apaimst destruction

In the war, however, Agatha
siflered a private loss when
her only daughter Rosalind's
(born 1919 husband Hubert
Prichard died. Agathas only
grandehild Matthew was horn
in 1943. Ronalind later mar-
riedd Anthony Hicksd

Many of Christie s works
have been lelevised, plaved on
stages and twenty two have
been (ilmed including big-bucd-
get fllms Death on the Nile
starring Peter Ustinav, Mia
Farraw. Betlte Davis etc: The
Mirror Crack'd with Tony cur-
tis, Rock Hudson, Elizabeth
Taylor. and Murder on the
Orient Express. the opening of
which was attended by Queen
Elizabeth and other nmrembers
of Royal family and which was
starred by Albert Finney,
Ingrid Bergmen, Sean Connery
ete.

On June 16,
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1971 Agatha,

- BO-years old, broke her leg in

a fall at her home and never
really regained her health.In
January 12, 1976 needing a
66-year-long successful career
she died peacefully at her
home at Wallingford. Berhsire.

And in January 16 this shy and’

secrelive writer was buried
St -Mary's Churchvard in the
small wvillage of <Cholsey,
Berkshire in a private cere-
mony. On her tombstone are
inscribed these lines from
Edmund Spenser's The Facrie
Queene;

Sleepe after toyle, port after
stormie seas. ease after warre,
deaith after life, does greatly
pleaﬁe.

HAT can a man do”
A marn can il his
wishes, if he actually
wants (o do so. This statement
is genuine about Terry Fox. a
yvoung Canadian who proved by
the great power of his lucid
soiil that nothings can remain
unfulfilled. if one is motivated
enough to do it
Few people are born, in a
gap of many years, who Iive a
shorter but more useful and
mfluential life. Once in a life-
time we get a boy like Terry
Fox, a boy who was bhrave,
beneficent and loved mankind.

Terry Fox was diagnosed
with osteogenic sacroma (bone
cancer} in his right leg in
1977. when he was just 18
vears old. But he was neves
dispirfted. While we. in our
teens, blithely enjoy life by
watching Hindi films: playing
TV games; throwing parties. in
the same age this boy had to
face the frightiul truth that his
right leg had to be amputated
above the knee

Duiring his time in hospital
and therapy that followed.
Terry saw the pangs and de-
spair of other cancer patients
and was deeply moved. He
knew, the only way to stop that
pain was to find a cure. Bul
since funds for cancer re-
search were inn short supply,
Terry decided to do something
to help.

Terrv thought and came up
with a plan, which makes us
wonder with awe, how so
young a fellow could feel so
deeply. how he could be men-
tally an adult and have such

progressive thoughts.

Terry's plan was to run
from one coast of Canada to
the other and along the way
hed ask for a $1.00 donation
from each Canadian in support
of cancer research — for a total
of $ 24 million. He'd call it
"The Marathon of Hepe’
Before beginning the actual
rurn, he covered over 4800 km
(3000 miles) in practice in 15
months.

Maybe to seek benison from
Mother Nature, Terry dipped
his artificial leg in the blue
ripples of the Atlantic Ocean —
and we do believe he was
bestowed with Mother

DHAKA

It ccnnot Conquer
the Spirit

by Samia Israt (Ronee)
and Sanjida Shaheed

Terry Fox

Nature s blessings for the awe
some feat he was about to ae-
complish in his condition.

From the April 12th of
1980. Terry began running
westwards from St John's in
Newfoundlands for the next
143 days. and each day he cov
ered a distance of 42 km (26
miles) — equivalent to a
Marathon. He stopped his run
on September lst, 1980 near
Thunder Bay. Ontairo. well
over half-way home to British
Columbia - only because he
was forced to do so, the cancer
had spread to his lungs
Altogether he had, run 3718
miles. He died on June 28th,
1981 — one month before his
23rd birthday. But before he
was deceased, he raised $ 24
million and contributed the
whole sum to cancer research
centres.,

Although he doesn’t live
physically anymore. he still
reigns people’'s souls. He is
the national hero among 24
million Canadian. The Mayor of
Toronto awarded hm for his
bravery

Terry's legacy of hope is
carried in the hearts of all
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Those who participate or do-
niate o the Terryv Fox Fund
Each year not enly in Canada
out all over the world. people
of all ages and abilities walk
run. jog, rollerbade or bike
along one day to aid cancer re-
search. It is called the Terry
Fox Run and it is the I_':ti:gc.-;_i
ever one-day run in the world
Since the flirst run n 1981
Terry Fox Funds measuring in
the millions have been donated
to the National Cancer
Institute of Canada INCIC) and
it s been utilized properly for
cancer research

The Canadian High
Commissioner of Bangladesh
has arranged a Terry Fox Run
in. Dhaka this year. which will

take place on the 4th of
November People of
Bangladesh mainly students

along with their teachers and
family members are taking
part in the event

In a journal of a day Terry

wrote I told myself i1 is too
late to give up. | would keep
going no matter what hap-
pened. 1f [ died, | would die

happy because | was doing
what | wanted to do. | went out
and did fifteen push-ups on
the road and took off. | want to
et an example that will never
be forgotten

Terry's dream had been ful-
filled. All these years after his
death people have been con-
tinuing the great flow of hu-
manity to financially aid
cancer research centres who
will make the dream of a cure
a reality

We all know how destruc-
thve caneer is. But still, human
beings are unyielding and can
be constructive, superseding
the cruel reign of cancer in
our life. And so, remembering
the limitations of cancer and
the greatness of human spirit.
an unknown poet chants :

Cancer is so limited...
It cqnnot cripple love,
It cannot shatter hope,
It cannet corrode _faith,

It cannot kill friendship,
It cannot suppress memories,
It cannot invade the soul,
It cannot steal eternal life,

It cannot conguer the Spirit.

The Note

by Kazi Arafat
N HESE pages have
been found on the

patient of bed 128. He
ommitted suicide last night.”
id the nurse.

The doctor in charge took
ne papers in a not-so-sur-
rised manner, and turned to
ice the psychiatrists who
‘ere sitting In the room. "This
v one of the most interesting
1%es ['ve ever seen,” he said,
his man was lound uncon-
cious. lying on the street and
ver since we've brought him
ere, he's been a handful He's
riusually brilliant and used to
ry to convinee us of his sanity
1 the most down-to-earth way
ossible. | think he was all
lone in this world, because we
ouldn't find any [riends or
clatives, even after six months
[ extensive search. Well, |
hink you'll all know him bet-
er after [ read aloud his sui-
ide note."

The doctor cleared his
ovice and started reading.
fere is what he read —

T always used to stay awake
ite into the night. Well, this
ight last Winter. at about 12
‘clock, | wenit out for a walk.
t was much colder than usual
- about 15° Celsius, so [ wasn't
oo surprised when | saw a
ickshaw puller covered from
ead to toe. He haa three or
wr lungis’, on and he wore a
attered coat over his dirty
hirt. His head was covered,
Adth a scarf and a woollen cap

- leaving only a small openipg

or his eyes.
His were something
ut of world — glassy,

lead, yet busping with an in-
er hypnotie intensity. A sud-
ien desire possessed me to
ide on a rickshaw — not just

n any damned rickshaw, but
n this one, with the strange,
omewhat frightening. puller. ]
old him what | wanted. He
ust nodded, and motioned me
o sit down. It was then that |
wegan to notice something
masual.

Many people were out on
he street, sitting on the side-
valks, heads bowed, and
ompletely covered. Some
/ere sitting in small groups:
ome aloneé. They all wore dark
olours, and it was a little de-
ressing to see them. By this
ime. however, we were on our
/ay. We were riding, until
iouses ended and trees began.
and still there were people
itting on the sidewalks. | be-
an te tell the rickshaw-puller
o stop. He just motioned just a
ittie more, and then, we'll go
iack. There was something
erie about the whole atmo-
phere, and | began to get im-
ratient. | touched his shoulder
to beckon him., and, oh — I'll
never forget what it felt like. It
was a cold, cold, touch, like
touching a half-frozen piece of
raw chicken. At that precise
moment all the people who'd
been sitting threw back their
heads and started laughing.

I suddenly realized that
they were all dead! The laugh-
ter was shrill, almost like
shricks. The rickshawpuller
then ‘threw off his cap and
scarf antd screamed or laughed
— 1 couldn’t tell which. The
next morning some people
found me and brought me
here.

Since then | see that dead
rickshawpuller again and
again, and now I'm going to
join him. The space | used to
occupy will be better filled
when empty. Goodbye!

"Poor guy”, somebody mur-
mured.

by Tanzeem Igbal Ali

1

call my mum mumazy,
cause she's never clumsy,
She is neat and fair;

In whatever she dares.

she never seems hurt.

And has got a very kind heart.

She possesses a rosy face wherever

ANe's cToss.

Everybody is afraid of her

the big boss.

as she is

She is one of a kind

And is an idol in my mind.

| wish that we never depart

As the thought of it already gives me

an asthma attack.
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A Tribute to Suu Kyi

by "Bakka"

What do you think in that quiet room
All day long without a soul to speak to?

How vou thrive on, | wonder

* In that dark revolving world of your's?
Yet a ray comes through the window
Enlightening your face as you meditate.

Do you go back to the days when you were first hurt deep

down inside?

When you went back to your dying mother
Did you think you would be the world's
Ideal figute of demotracy and human rights?

You strode along with students

Knowing what they wanted

The bullets of anger could never .

Dent your shield of honesty and truth.

You marched forward in the quest for honour and identity.
Your admirable courage and [eelings

for the oppressed —

That is what touches us most

Don't think you are alone
Out here we are ‘with you.
The movement you started
Stay there.

Be strong —

You are our only source of ins

Do you see i(?
Do you see that figure —

Upright and erect against the §§
He nods at you with encourigj
He's the one that saves you (rog
That ghostly figure clad in whi

Who is he?

As you fight inside,

Suppress all your pent up em‘

We out here are fighting for yop - P S
Yel two parts of you are alone o1t there in lhe umjlﬁl

There is a lonely man waiting for his wife's return
But don't worry, they have courage

They are with you
Just as we are with them.

Just like that ray of light through your window —
You are our ray of hope in this world.

Toto

by Hasanur Rahman

Translated by Shehabuddin
Ahmed

He lives in London

His name is Reman Boto,

He founded a Company in
[haka

Whose name is simply Toto.

He carries business

In import and export,

The fame of his company

Crossed cities and many a
Port

i you go to his office

In the address of his pad.

You will find none there

Neither a lady nor a lad.

In This Life
by Shahed Latif

In this life I wanted somebody,
loved somebody betrayed
somebody.,
In this life I was lonely for
somebody;
Hurt and cheated somebody.
My heart beated for somebody

In this life | lost somebody,
My heart broke into pieces for

And | euwrsed somebody.
In this life my tears dried for

sornehoddy

I spent sleepless nights for
sometuody .

In this life | lied, I cried,

Even died for somebody .



