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Wrapped in Wreaths|

of Ghostly Mist

by Md Kabiruddin

smoothly enough 4n
Chandpur. but it was only
a little later one of the
incidents gave me a flutter of
anxiety. As | sad all was normal
but on the day of 14th August |
found out that my house was
haunted. If you like. and if you
are willing to bear with me for
a while. I'll tell vou about it

Lin that day | was resting in
my room. | was lying on the
soli. my head propped up by
cushions The sun was almost
helow the horizon. And then at
last i1 grew dark and changed
irito a beautiful moonlit night.
From there | could see the
river The moonbeams played
upon the surface of the run-
ning water, that speeded
uniceasingly towards the sea,
like men's lives towards the
grave | lay there listening to
the sounds of the night. 1t felt
dood as if | was in another
Only the noises from
he room upstairs brought me
back 1o reality. | stared up-
wards No sounds now. Had |
niagined them? My heart
wisted tight when the sounds
came again. It was a sound of
someone shuffing. Maybe not
juite that, but it was difficult

define

Who's' there?” 1 shouted.
No response. But the noise
died off instantly Maybe mice?
| wished | could convince my-
self  but mice would never
make noise like that | was
scdared. | am not the type who
leaves his bed in the middle of
the night to investigate strange
noises, There was no way | was
soing 1o go upstairs. No way. [t
ould wait till tomorrow. The
sirange thing is that [ didn't
awake for much longer. |

IFE appeared to be going
I on

WO 'h.‘-

LAY

h=arened for a while, but soon,

iredness overcame even fear,
he sounds of tapping woke
me sharp noises in various
rhythms breaking into my
fdreamless sleep. Someone or
something was tapping on the
ior | stayed where | was, my
heart banging hard. 1 got up
advanced towards the
loor Did | really want to face
the thing that was outside? |
had no choice. The banging
aTupped as if it knew | was on

|
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the other side and that it was
only a matter of time before
the door opened.
bolt all the way back and
opened the door. There was no
one outside-only the darkness.
The room became ice
cold and filled with an ap-
palling stench. It was only then
that | realized | was not alone.

There came a sound-

the clock was striking the first
note of midnight.

The room grew deathly
cold, as though it had turned
into a huge empty grave. Then
the horrible thing happened. A
hand touched my shoulder
from behind. | groaned in ter-
ror. Never had | experienced
such total, paralysing fear. |
was afraid to turn and look
behind me for fear of what 1
might see. [ accepted it as cer-
tain that in another minute [
would be attacked. Slowly I
turned all the way. | screamed
in anguish when | saw that the
figure in front of me had no
face, what should have been a
mouth, nose and eyes, was just
open wound.

Then | saw the most
dreadful thing that nearly
stopped my heart. The thing
began to decay before my eyes.
The long pointed fingers
shook on my shoulder. Its
meal began to melt, exposing
muscle and bone. The hand
that had rested on my shoul-
der slowly slid down my chest,
there was little flesh left. The
body slowly collapsed and
started dissolving before
reaching the floor. Bone and
flesh lay in heap on the floor,
Tiny wriggling white things
began to crawl over it. 1 stag-
gered backwards, jolting hard
against the door frame. At last

dawn came glidin'f.
wrapped in wreaths of ghostly
mists and then out came the

. glorious sun, sucking up the

mists and warming the child
air. Benumbed and utterly ex-
hausted, | came back to Dhaka.

So this is the end of the
story. | know it is hard to be-
lieve. imagine how | felt at the
time. Anyway, it's all behind
me now. And yet [ get kind of
restless now and then, when |
think about it.

Morbid Reflectlons

by Igbal Hossain Rizvee

Now was [ know, sad but true.
It's time to face my Waterloo.

My troops are massed on a hill by a lake,
But | fear to look for heaven's sake.

Is this a mirage. the carnage and slaughter?
For we only see it reflected in the water.
And when we look around, he's always gone,

The iron duke. or Nepolean.
On who's side is the army?

That s the dilemma facing me.

And as with the shield. and the gorgon's head,

If we cut it off will we be dead?
Or did | hear the producer say,

This jusian action replay?

And there reflected. are the tears of a clown.
Who's dead already. but he won't lie down,

| shot the |

ALMAN relaxed as he lay

hn-c:k onn his chair in his

in Dhaka His

nrcrﬂary came in and told him

| he had to sign some papers for

the goods that his company
would be exporting. He told
him to leave it on his desk.

Yes, indeed, Salman had
become guite a righ man in a
very short time yes, and he

prided himself in the method
he used to obtain his wealth.
"Ah, when did it all begin?"
He smiled. Yes, on that
night, four years ago. It hap-
pened all so easily. It just took
one slash at his bhabi's neck;
but his brother was not that
easy. He didn't give up without
a struggle. All he managed to
do was tug at his shirt. But that
was enough to drop his bottle
of pathedin wrapped in his
handkerchief. When he found
out about this after returning

to is home, he panicked. He"

thought that some how his
little' game would be up, that

" the Police would identify those

to be his, But to his surprise,
not a word was mentioned
about ft, they weren't even

When the villagers came to
bring the news of his brother's
and sister-in-law’'s death to his
parents, he had put on a pretty
good show. For the first five
minutes he sat as if in shock.
He then started to cry
and finally, for his master
stroke, he ran out of the house
and shouted, "Show me the in-
fidel that + murdered my
brother!” He made sure that
the villagers would be able to

silently, °

calm him down only in front of
a big crowd The next few days
were childs play He just sat
down and acted as if he were
thinking ol nothing. Actually

he was thinking of his future

Of how he would get out of that
miserable village!

Naturally, the whole busi
ness went to him. He staved
with it for a while, then sold it
off and went abroad. From then
on it was easy. It was just a
case of cheating, blackmailing
and murdertng And that was
how he had so ruthlessly risen
to the top.

He smiled. "Yes, none of
this.”" he thought, "would have
been possible without ‘his’
companionship.” This compan
ion of his that lay within efch
bottle of pathedin. It was this
friend who had inspired him
to kill. And he loved this friend

of his, for he knew that it was
none other than the Satan
himself.

"Speaking of the devil,"

Salman thought, "it's time |

» had another chat with him.”

He got up from his chair and
locked his door. Then he
buzzed his secretary, "Rahman,
hold at all calls for me. If any-
one comes, tell them I'm not
in.’ ‘
“Yes Sir," came the reply.
He then lifted a painting a
painting from the wall and
opened the safe that lay behind

by Mir Saaduddin Ahmad

it. There were five bottles and
a couple of syringes. He took
one of each oul. However, be

lore losing the safe, something
at the back of it caught his
eves. [l looked Hke a piece of
cloth. He pulled it out and
then froze in terror. it was his
red handkerchief, and wra-
pped in it was a}bﬂltlc of
pathedin.

"By the devill How the hell
did that get in here?” For the
first time in his life he was
really scared.

Then the phone started
ringing. "Damn that Rahman, |
told him net to take In any
calls.”

Temporarily, his anger took
over his fear. He ripped the
phone s cord loose. He wanted
to get rid of those treacherous
objects before anybody found
out about them. But the phone
kKept on ringing.

"What the devil is going on,”
he said to himself. He picked
up the receiver.

"Hello dear brother, is this
a bad time to be calling?” God,
it was Ruhail's voice!

"W-what do you want?

'Oh, Rukeya and | have been
waiting a long time tp get you.
Are you ready to come, or a bit

too busy?" .

He slammed down the re-
ceiver. "This is too much. I'm
not thinking straight.” he said.
t's time | 5hﬂuld consult
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He lilled the syringe, sat on
his chair and jabbed the nee
die in him. He waited. Yes. it
felt nice: oh really nice.

‘Feeling good?" a voice bé.
hind him said

What!” he exclaimed.
doesn't sound like 'him' "

Mcourse not., came a re
ply. Tt's not the devil. I'm your
hhabhi Rukeyva.”

He whirled around on his
chair and then saw her, all
dressed in white. Somehow,
the lights seemed dim and
that gave her a horrific appear-
ance. And then, right before
his eyes his brother materi-
alised out of nowhere

"This can't be happening,
it's not real | kilied both of you
with my own hands.”

Ah. "Ruhall said 1o Rukeya
"he finally confesses.”

salman went on, "No. no,
you cant be real. you're dead,

‘that

both of .you.”

Yes, we're very dead in-
deed,” Rukeya said. "But, you
see, weve come from the

place your [riend usually comes
[rom.”

“You see,” Ruhall added. "to
come here, we had tor strike a
deal with the devil He actually
wanted your evil soul all along,
and he knew he was going to
get it:when you died. But since
he couldn't wait that long ( and
neither could we) we thought

Looking Funky; Bemg Safe

by Trishna

I N a city whcre muggers
are the streets' best fri-
end, girls are in jeopardy
when they wear precious
ornaments of gold. It's just not
worth risking life for fashion,
is it? Modern girls seem to

have realised this, and they .

don't wrap themselves up in
gold like their mothers did
twenty vears back, instead
they've chosen a cheap but
witty way of looking good and
weariflg ornaments.

Actually. to look good isn't

‘what they really want now, but.
it's the 'fuhky and cool' look

that is more wanted today.

They've finally decided to put *

away those glitters in the a]lmi-
ras and wear them only on
special occasions like a wed-
ding or réception. They no
longer have golden flowers
or jhumkas’ hanging from their
ears, instead they're wearing
an oxidized skeleton or a
peace sign.

Imitations . are their hot
favourite and hence-they pre-
fer all those nice, fashionable
trinkets nowadays. Bangles,
earrings, rings, necklaces and
even nose pins — all beautiful
but take. Years ago, these so-
called cool trinkets were
scarce here and one used to
buy them from abroad while
others glared with envious
eyes, once the person would
put them on.

But today, if you just step
inside New Markf.:t you'll find

those right beside your path

from the places where you or
your mother probably once

used to buy trinkets for your .

maid on the occasion of Eid.

These are new and totally dif-
ferent. Its like you have turned
a new leaf — from ordinary to
funky skulls, skeletons, cres-
cents, siars,
crosses, just name it and you'll
find them hanging. Its hard to
believe that such stufl can be
available right there, out in the
open. Well there is the plastic
stuff toe but at present, people
hardly give a second glance to
them. As the young salesmen
there say.” teenagers are the
most frequent customers, here
and more male buyers than
females.” Looks like equality
did come a long way — though
the other way round. Most of
them look for crosses or one of
those Guns N Roses' lockets. A
few of the guys who have their
ears plerced, seek for cross
earrings or just ordinary rings.

‘Skuils and skeletons too get

sold like hot cakes,

‘The more sophisticated

‘Gulshan Markets haven't stood

behind in this funky business,
there are few -shops selling
such ornaments too. There is
one which along with nighties
and T-shirts sells all these

jtw?l.‘:lltl}?. The silver (obviously

fake) skeleton earrings make
you look bath chic and fashion-
able as they are long and al-

peace signs or .

most reach the shoulders

. when you wear them. Long

earrings are the 'in' thing so
its probable that you'll go for it.
[ts quality may be better but
the price is nowhere close to
those in New Market.

This shop also has real at-
tractive rings in its collection.
Among those, as the shop-
keeper informed, youngsters
love the ones with the skull
which is wearing a hat and the
oxidized ones with artificial
stones studded on them. Then
thére is another shop which
makes you feel as if you are in
India the moment you enter it.
Those gorgeous chokers,
wooden ornaments and the
latest craze, clay jewellery, are

~all in there. Big earrings, beads

and what not; all you've got to
do is just go and choose. But
yes, you also have too, make
sure that you have a healthy
pocket and not just a note of
hundred because this is not
the New Market wayside,
where you can get several
things worth that amount.’
Here probably one piece of
jewellery is the most you can

get and that tob an ordinary -

among those irresistible ones.
You can neither buy them nor
resist them, if your money-bag
is not as hot with notes, or as

tuaky. Another thing different -

about this shop, situated on
the first floor of Gulshan #1
Market is that apart from the"

imitation stuff, they have real
ones too. But it's not gold or
diamonds but emeralds,
pearls. sapphires, rubies,
amethysts and American dik-
monds which are studded on
silver rings, éarrings and lock-
ets. This shop is surely to cure

your” headache about what to
¢« /give your friend on her birth-
¢ day.

Casting all the expensive

‘and life-risking ornaments

aside, they have cleverly cho-
sen the way of looking good
and funky. Now they have a
new look, glowing from head
to toe with imitations. All
those glitter aren't gold — who

cares. it makes them lmk cobl
. and keep them safe.

The Supernaturals —II

F

that we would just speed the |

process up
Rukéya spoke. "We could
gquite evidently see that you
were ambitious, a bit too ambi
tious. and shall we sav hungry
for power?”
"No. that's not true

CAalrie® a8

feeble protest
"Don't interrupt. It's guite
true, because isn't that the

reason why you killed us? It's
quite hard for anyone (o be
lieve that you would kill vour
own Kin just for the sole own-
ership of a little business. |
must admit that you had great
foresight. Who

up here?”

As they spoke. it seemed as
if they were getting angrier
and to Salman it seemed the
more angrier they got. the
more horrific they became

The two of them were men-
acingly closing in on Salman

and backing him up against a
window n synchronised

voices they were saying, "Come
on Salman, it's time for you to
ieave. Come with us and we'll
you to rot in Hell. Come pn,
the jaws of eternal evil are
awaiting youl”

By now they seemed right
upon him. In his state of mind.
he couldn't bare to look at
them. He closed his eyes and
whispered, "No, | won't let
them take me " He turned
around to face the window.
Terr stories below the cars
were passing as normal. But to
him at the moment, in the
state of his drugged mind. - it
looked like a gateway to free-
dom, away from these fiendish

ghouls.
He turmed to them and
screamed. "Now you'll never

get me!” With that he erashed
M -

Meanwhile, Rahman, hear-
ing screams coming from the
locked office, called security,
and with them, broke down

the door.
The end

would have
imagined that you would end
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Revenge

by Tn-ra,rmum Laila

When one is innocent and
napyy

withoul any worry in the
my i

another might rome along
with a plan

o destruct
sirie

the peace in

Then, the

instde
tormented by his sorrows
and a hur pride

He can only rest

ing
revernge on Lhe Diher sioe

INOCeENL rages

alter Lak

A revenge. so deadly that

people might forget, ¢
what a good person he was
ondy a little while awny

Thus begins the brawi

between the two f{arious
sices.
There's no one to stop

them,
from their horrible fights

S0 the game goes on

both sides trying to out
hurt
« each other

When, deep within their
soul 4

they wish they could stop 1
the fight

Enough of revenge!’ cries a
group

‘Ehough of foul deeds! cries _
another

'From today and onwards,

we shall stop the fight,

There is no need to fight
each other

- Joke

A doctor advised a very fat

' man to take up goll for exer-

cise. That's no good to me,
said the patient. Tve tried it
before. If 1 put the ball where |
can hit it | can®t see it, and if |

put it where l,can see it | can't
h.lt 143

No Where to Run

by Nahid Hussain
A person.who has received nothing in life

is always despondent.
He is in search of a kindle

-to light a fire of happiness.

As soon as he feels signs of love

he [eels he needs nothing else.

What he is getting now off sets

for everything he had to line with

Now he just wants to pursue

this rechristened life of love
Which is the spanner to happiness and peace.
But there are cruel eyes everywhere

which makes the bands of love hand to bind
This divine gift from God is taken away

just as everything else was in"the past.
Throughout his life he had to welcome

only pain but this he could not endure.
This was the beginning of a ruthless beast in him
He becomes a senseless monster unable

to differentiate beétween good and tad.
He only longs for and takes revenge.

from whom? — innocent ones,

He goes to such an extent

. from where a return is impossible.

Bitter memories of the past
make him go wild.

A wild lion is most ferocious when injured

&

s0 was he.

but comes to an end very quickly.
Is he really as bad as people depict him to be?

A Night With a Ghost

by Latifa Haque

D URING my summer va-
cation. my aunt Miro,
invited some of my
iriends and me to stay with
her It was a small town called
Birmingham, twenty five miles
away from London city. We
were very happy to ge there
my aunt was great expert in
telling stories. She told us
ghost stories, and moreover
sajd that there was a haunted
room in her own house!

She said that during the
war between France and
England, that is before my un-
cle bought this house, a young
English Duke died in that
room and it was a mystery to
all as nobody knew how he had
died. But, my uncle and aunt
did not know this story until
they had already settled jn
there. So, my aunt had kept
that room locked for 10 years,
i.e. since my uncle died.

One of my friend Bess was a
strong believer in ghosts and
refused to stay in a house
which, everyone throught had
a haunted room. So, | chal-
lenged her that I'll stay that
night in the haunted room. My
aunt and my friends weren't at
all pleased to hear what | said
but they accepted my chal-
lenge.

| entered the room, closed
the door behind me at once,
turned the key which | had
found in the lock within, hold-
ing a candle, looking around |
saw the large rbom, with old
furnitures. It was dark every
where. My candle failed to
show the opposite end of the
room, and ‘left an ocean of
mysteries and suggestions "be-

yond its island of light. By this
time | was in a state of consid-
erable nervous tensjon.

My mind, however, was
perfectly clear. To pass the
time, | spoke to myself saying
that nothing supernatural
could happen. | tried to keep
myself busy in that topic. I
spoke aloud, but the echoes
were not pleasant. The

ﬁ:dﬁﬁnﬁ" m{?i?é uc??l htlﬁj

wincluw burst open, and a gust
of cold wind came inside,
putting the candle light off.
However, with great trouble I,
closed the window. My first
match wouldn't strike, as |

succeeded with the second,
something seemed to blink in

the wall before me. 1 turned
my head and saw a pair of an-
gry red eyes looking at me.
The candle fell from my hand,
| picked up the ca.ndie«-ltand
threw it towards that —

It disappeared ?nr a mnmm
then again reappeared, at thc
exact place looking at me
mure a ily them before. 1|

out mt:t(: hands, in a vain
tried scream. but sur-

pnulngly my voice didn't come
out. Then with my head bowed
and my hands over my face |
made a run for the door. But
Alas! I had forgotten the exact
position of the door. I bumped
into the corner of the bed. |

have a vague memory of batter- | |

ing myself to and fro in the

darrnm. -

remember, the heavy blow
on my forehead: a horrible
sensation of falling that lasted
an age, my frantic effort to
keep running and them [ re-
member no more.

OK BUT WE'LL
STAY WITH HIM 1

An Unexpected Punishment

byH:iaheen,M_.

4 'RE going to Aunt
J Cecily’'s housel Hip
Hip Hurrah!” shouted
Bobby, Linny's younger bro-
ther.” Oh Brother !" muttered
Linny to herself. Aunt Cecily
was a stuffy and haughty lady
who levied in a twenty room
mansion.in an exclusive
neighbourhood, with her
daughter, Anne-Marie.

Anne-Marie, was a story by
herself. Linny didn't like ei-
ther of them very much and
was rather, intimidated by their
airs and ,grac::s 5¢. you all can
very well imagine why Linny
didn't want to visit them.

Linny went downstairs and
asked her mother whether she
would to go. Her mother, who
thought Linny enjoyed their
visits to Aunt Cecily's was
shocked and said * why, Linny
! You must go | Anne-Marie is
eager to see you. And you must
wear your new white party
dress?” luck! Linny hated
dresses especially the new
party dress ! It was very fancy,
with frills and ruffles, and the
very thought of, wearing it,
made Linny's blood run cold!

She was told to go upstairs
and wash up. Linny didn't
know what she did to deserve
this !

Linny went to her mother’s
bathroom and had a bath.
Somehow, she managed to get
the whole bathroom wet. Just

as she was about to come out,
the rug caught her foot, and
she lell, pulling down the new

Chinese lamps with her!
CRASH! It broke into
simitherreens!

Luckily her mother didn't
say much to her ! Just as went
to her rgom, Nikki, her friend,
dropped in. She had come to
give Linny her maths test pa-
per, for she had left it at
school. Linny had scored zero,
absolutely nothing. Her mother

‘chastesed her mercilessly she

told Linny to go upstairs and
when her father came home,
she would have a suitable pun-
ishment ready.

As Linny lay in bed, she
caught what her punishment
would be. The most horren-
dous thoughts filled her mind.
Would her parents make awa
her phone privileges? Wou
they ground her ? Not let her
go to the carnival? Or worst of
all would they make Linny visit
aunt Lecily on a regular basis ?

Linny's father came home
and she went down feeling
rather frightened. Her mother
told" her that as a punishment.
Linny was not to go to Aunt Ce-
cily's today!

Linny was so happy that she
almost hoped with joy. But she
refrained and tried to look sad
and pensive. Linny's punish-
ment had turned out to be a
blessing in disguise!




