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'Yak, Yak, Yakity Yak . ...

by Susmita Roy

NE of Auden's quatrains

goes .
Louis s telling Anne

what Maolly

Said 1o Mark behind her
hack:

Jack likes Jill who worships
Greorge

Who has the hots lor Jack.

Thankfully our daily dose of
gossip is usually a little less
¢onfusing than the kind above.
Confusing or not, a few of us
may nod approval to the fact
that gossip is aimost as vital for
our well being as nutrition,
clothing or shelter. At least the
average teenager will find it
dilficult to deny that gossiping
is & part of their daily routine.

In fact, almost everyone
starting from the very young to
the very old of every nationality
and race [ind gossiping an
amusing past-time. Gossip may
unfortunately not be recog-
nised as a form of art but those
who practice it display a talent
which many of us do not pos-
-

Fhere are a wide variety of
cossip in the world of gossipi-
vlogy and we are the ones (o
chouse our Lype according to
our own taste and mood. And
the choice may range from idle
gussip Lo intellectual gossip
atid the inlermediates may in-
¢lude juicy, boring, tasteful.
=ick or made up gossips.

(vossip naturally vary ac-
cording to the class of people
involved. For instance, we
dorn t usually expect business-
n.enn criticizing their new
neighbours which seems to be
the topic for nosey housewives.'

i=- often noticeable that
nothers of kindergarten and
itursery children stay over at
st hoowl during school-hours
nriking themselves at home on
savements or stairs so that lit-
\le groups ol gossipers are
nestly formed.

'hey engross themselves in
Lhe most amusing discussions
ul the latest fashions in sarees
and jewellery and often there
i the competition’ and
bragging gossip aBout their

husbands' salaries, husbands
hosses, husbands colleagues’
wives and soon. These all-car-
ing groups of parents, being
ronscious of the rapid degen-
eration of the society, often go
ito gossiping about how their
next door neighbour's girl
cousin ran off with a mere
¢ lerk

Now, to talk about ‘the real
possipers of all times.... the
rising gossipers.. us! Yes
se1iors and senoritas, we, who
ire associated with the 'great
systemn i.e. education, excel in
the skill of gossip. There exists
in the students world a [orm
of news and inforrmation which
cannot be delivered by the
newspaper, radio or television
arid that is told. heard and di-
gested only by a gossiper and a
gossip listener (while the gos-
sipee suffers due to natural
processes), Unbelievable it may
seem but there are to be found
in this world some gossip-ad-
dicts who actually go about in
search of tittle-tattle with the
pathetic 'por-favor. uno-bito-
of-gossipo-' look on their faces.

One may naturally ask the
reason for this insuppressible
craving for gossip. The core of
the answer is probably related
to the fact that man possess
this inborn desire to poke his
nose ‘into his fellow creature's

UMI was the kind of

boy who would sit still

on the windowsill and
stare on and on at the trees
beside his window, regardless
of the huge amount ' 'of time
slipping by.

He would stay awake all
uight long only to listen to the
first bird chirp and greet yet
another new morning, and see
s [ e utterly black night sky
slowl, so slowly, and evenly,
fll with the glory of the first
mory’  rays

He was the kind of boy
whoin the nearby lame crow
easily confided in, actually
called him consistently and
took the offered food veryf{po-
litely from his very hand. He
knew how the colours of leaves
changely in hue and fmoods. all
throughout the day — in the
placid momjng: in the beating
noomn; in the lazy, mellow
afternoon and when at the end
of day. the sky was once again
drenched with that peaceful,
soft, nostalgic red.

He read books. plenty of
them. And when he did, he
could imagine the scenario so
vividly, as if things were hap-
pening not in the pages of the
books, but before his very eyes.
He imagined people's
thetr voices, the kind of tone
they used at different times,

the arrangement of things in

the room — he imagined it all,.

even if the descriptions them-

scilves were vague, or absent
from the books. And when he

affairs. Since the same kind of
characteristics are inevitably
found in most schgol or col-
lege-going individuals, (often
in the absence of those ever-
condemning eyes of teachers),

orderly groups of young people
are formed and gouipmm

mences.

Onee you find yourself as a
part of a distinguished gossip
group, you might gradually
learn: to ignore the fact that
somehow yours losing the
willpower to abandon your new
life of laughter and fun and re-
turn to the real life of books
and homework. In the more
unfortunate cases, the gossiper
looky for new approaches of
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bunking classes and joining
the gossip-team.

It is not impossible for the
member to return home and
spend the day lolling about on
his comfy bed researching the
day s gossip, scribbling away
useless gossip in a diary and
then ending the day with a 2
1/4 hours of buzzing on the ex-
tension in his room. The daily
minimum dose of one hour of
tele-talk is, as every living
should knows. a must for the
average modern teenager. And
there's no need for us to be
familiarized with the fact that
this great instrument is the
telephone is a life saver when

we want to transmif secrets

and scandals in the utmost

E:\raqr only to our besom
(ignoring the cross con-
nections of course).
Unless there's a catas-

them and their affairs like the
back of our hands.
We thus. casually make
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Ltheir business our business. It's

fun and besides since we love
them. we love talking about
tHeir affairs too -— whether
they be true or not (who
cares?). Everyone knows that
half the "true” gossips that
travel in the forms ef chains of
alphabets in the air above
school and college buildings
are lies. However one has to
acknowledge that since there's
no smoke without fire, there is
great probability for a widely
talked about topic to have a
ring of truth

The process of initialing
and circulating gossip is most
interesting. The birth of a
piece of gossip is by tradition

inside the stomach of a gos- #

Return to Redlity
The end of a dream

by Kazi K Arafat

HE sun has set in the land of dreams —
Everything's back to what it seems;
Farewel] Lo Fantasy; greetings to pity —

Everythings back to reality.

No more dales where flowers bloom—
Fantasy has reached it's doom.
No more roaming in Paradise City

Everything's back to reality.

Goodbye, joined sunny sky!

Clouds have gathered — awake

Aumi in His World

knew nobody was about, he
would talk aloud with his
favourite characters from the
books, converse with them
avidly, share with them his
deepest hopes and fears.

They were all his best of
friends. All these people, of
course. didn't exist in reality.
everything happened only in
his imagination. But what did
that matter?

He played the piano.
Everyday, whenever he could
— sitting upright, eyes on the
stare, fingers on the keyboard,
he would play the piano. But
nobody heard his playings. no-
body could, ever, even if they
were in his room, for the piano
existed only in his mind.

Only he knew how it felt,
when the notes on his piano
ran higher and higher up the
keyboard, never ceasing to
touch yet deeper and deeper
still down his heart. The notes
ran and ran on the stave, so
speedily, yet they could never
catch up with one another — a
new nate always rapidly re-
placed the previous one and
thus it went on fuid on without
repuse.

He didn’t play Mozart, he
didn't play Beethoven, but he
played the truest tunes of all —
he played rhythms that danced
hand in hand in his own soul.
He was not Mozart, he was not

ning is nigh;
Cheery spirits no more be high —

Sad truth appears, so that the dream may die.
An revoir, Happiness! And welcome, Pityl

For everything has returned —

To reality.

the great Beethoven, in his
mind he was even a far greater
composer — because he was
him.

But things like this do nnt :

have any meaning in the con-
ventional world, in the world
of reality. Reality for a boy of
his age is, school, schoolbooks
and stooping laborously over
those stupid textbooks. But
these are the rules of reality
set upon in this world by other
people, whoever they are, cer-
tainly they don't reflect on
things from the same point of
view as Aumi's. And they do
not point leave school to be a
choice. It's simply a must.

Nobody asks a kid if he
would like to go to school.
There's just no room for if.
Some kids however are only
too eager (and foolish) to Insist
on going to school even before
their time has come. And, as it
happens. Aumi too, was one of
those kids.

The once A student
now has a hard tlme merel;v,r
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things weren't just happy

mare. Isn't it all due to his be-

lefs?

siper. Most of the times the
gossiper, bei a gossiper
finds it very to retain
info of vital importance from
his colleague.

Many a time some unspe-
cific symptoms (probably those
of a strained face and jaw) of
the gossiper induces gossip
séckers to plead., coax or
threaten him to enlighten
them with his knowledge. But

sip crowd which gathers
around him in a fraction of a
second. After the gossiper has
been assured of a satisfactory
group of listeners with half-
dangling tongues and perked
up ears, she preens herself
looks goggle eyed at the gaping
audience and begins —.

Anyone who dares to inter-
rupt by an accidental cough or
sneeze is instantly disinte-
grated by the burming glares of
his mates until he feels likes a
peanut which has just been
trampléd on and crushed by, a
herd of wild elephants. As the
story resumes with the series
of 'you knows', '‘guess whats'
and ‘would you believes', the
peanut thanks his guardian an-
gels now that the crowds at-
tention is diverted. Meanwhile,
to meet demands, the gossip is
embellished and exaggerated
automatically by the gossiper
while it is enlivened by the

listeners' interjections
of tment such as : 'Oh!
'‘Ah!" No wonder', really?' etc
elc,

During the whole episode
when the familiar sound of
‘buz-buz’ and 'yak yak yakity
yak' is in full swing. facial ex-
pressions are most varied and
include frowning, smiling,
giggling and what not. Gossips
are found to be more juicy
when in whispers and when
complemented with confiden-
tial looks.- Promises not to be
told are begged by comrades to
be written out in scrap paper
which are ppomised to be
burnt or swallowed afterwards.
As the gossip makes its way
through from ear to ear, mole
hills turn into the Himalayas
and Eiffel towers transform
into Sears towers while the
gossip victim (usually the last
to hear it} wonders about the
great similarity with the

cﬂlnurful mp and her deep

Hﬂ'l"l.'.\"l:'l' gossips do not al-
ways mean rumours and scan-
dals and in no way can any
gossiper be condemned since
if we wonder a while, some of

us are all gossipers in our own

ways. It should not be over-
looked that gossip necessarily
does not involve stereotyped
talks about other people be-
cause topics of conversation
may include any eccentric
news of interest, the latest al-
bums, fashion. books, sports,
films and even life and its di-
versities. Gossiping means
sharing experiences, dis-
cussing problems and touching
on issues that affect the world
and our daily lives.

Being social creatures, we
cannot be blamed for gossiping
which is in fact a way of com-
municating for many of us.
Gossip makes us aware of our-
selves and of the way we lead
our lives and so we have learnt

to acccpt gmlp into our pic-°
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ATUL' S hackside could
seenn only She is
wcrping A photo of
H.a:ul and her Mum is on the
. It i8 her favourite photo.
Yc! Thtl"l‘ must be something
wrong and nine years old Ratul
is very. very angry with her
mum. But, why? Let's go
through Ratul's past four day's
short history
Four days ago, Ratul was
back home from school with a
beaming face She stood first
in the exams. Her mum had
promised that il Ratul could do
very well in the Annual Exams,
she would let Ratul go the local
children's flair all by herself
S0, according to this contract,
todav Ratul did go to the fair,
all bv herself and guess what.

Any Comments?

Shabber
The USSR covers 15 per
cent of the land surface of the
world.

A tortoise takes four hours
to travel one mile (1.5 km).

Only one athlete has ever
run a mile in exactly four min
utes. He -is Yorkshireman
Werek Ibbatson in 1958

All snow flakes, though
markedly different in appear-
ance, are constructed on a
hexagon.

The seven deadly sins are :
pride, avarice, lust, anger,
gluttony, envy and sloth:

Hight travels the equivalent
distance to seven times round
the world in just one second.

The ancient city of Troy
was rebuilt nine [9) times.

The ninth most intelligent
animal is the pig.

Air consists of ten invari-

able gases : nitrogen, oxygen,
argon. neon. helium, methane,
rypton. hvdrogen nitrous oxide
and xenon.

{All Lhese facls are .true)

The Colours of Balloons

by Samia Israt Ronee

Miss Ratul had Taka 50 with
her io buy whatever she
pleases, except open food
stuffs

Ratul wert along the shops.
(Gazed at the dells, music
boxes, toys, book stalls full of
colour books, story books, etc,
etc and balloons many., many
balloons. colourful balloons of
various sizes. There. in the
fair, were children of djfferent
ages and were from different
parts of the locality. Among
them about twenty children
had come to the fair from the
local orphanage.

The orphanage was just op-
posite Ratul’'s house. Ratul
knew some of them. She asked
one of the children, Hi, Uma!
How do you do? Do you like
the fair? 1 bet you do, | just
love itI" Ratul was puzzled to

see Uma a little sad and to heg

surprise the other children
were with sad eyes too. Ratul
said, very softly, "Uma, please
don't mind: don't you have
money? Are you hungry?”
Another orphan, Lily, now
spoke., "We are orphans, Ratul
and we live in an orphanage.
Where can we get money to
buy tovs or dolis or balloons or
to eat chocolates and Ice
creams? We just came Lo see
the colours and lights; come
on girls' and boys', let's go.”
Ratul remembered. her fa-
ther died in an motor accident
and she was an orphan too!
Only because, she had her
mug, she wasn't left in an or-
phanage; unless she would also
had have to look at the colours
and at the laughing souls of
other children. Lily and Uma
and the others had gone away

and Ratul thought for » minute
and two and ran towards them.
She stuLp_cd them. she

sakl. "T'm also an orphan. But |
don | want Lo see you sad. You
don’t have a papa or maam, but
you have so many brothers and
sislers and also me, your
friend. Come with me, we will
share my money. We will share
our happiness and we will all
together look at the colours of
the balloons.”

And. that was what they did.
They walked, ran, gazed.
walched, last of all Ratul
bought many balloons with atl
her money. She gave those to
her friends. They were happy.
really happy. And Ratul was
ool But, when she returned
home with her eyes glowing
with the light of the joy of
sharing and a heart filled with
a new kind of happiness, there
was a surprise waiting for
Ratul.

Ratul eagerly told her mum
about the fair, what she did
and lastly about spending the
money on fifty balloons, which
she gave away: then her mum
looked at her and slapped her!
Ratul was puzzied, she never
was ever beaten by mum. What
had she done, that was not o
be done by her? Ratul didn't
ask neither did her mum say

anything.

Ratul didnt eat dinner, her
mum didn't call her to the
table from the evening till
now, 10:00 pm she is weeping,
slow and softly. There was a
little sound, mum had come to
her daughter's room. She
gently touched Ratul's shoul-
der.

"Mum, I'm an orphan, |
don't have a father | only
wanted to make them happy.
just like you make me happy
when | am sad. I'm SOfTY.
mum: | won't do lh;ll ngntn

B e

THE t

may grow up fu be a great lady
who will bring oceans of
colours for the dry

Address-House No-2 Road No-
7 Dhanmondi R/A Dhaka 1208
Phone- 505767

Hi! Anybody who's reading
this out there —

You may be far or you may
be near

| study in Class VIl, and I'm
crazy about musics sports,
books:

What 1 don't like is school
and the hours which it took.

I'm looking for myself a pen
pal

He may be a guy or she may
be a gal

[f you're interested, you
wor't be a loser

(Unless you happen to be a
very fussy chooser).

Write to me al — House no-
2 Road no-7

(1 guarantee it's on Earth —
not on Hell or on Heaven)

I live in Dhanmondi R/A,
and you can also give me a call

At S05767. I'll be seeing

—— e
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of Fantasies

by Sanjida Shaheed

like this forever. Not when
you're a high school sepior, nat
when you're about to finish
school. After all, these days,
you cant go get admitted any-
where without good grades.
Grades — what a way to judge a

‘person’'s worth. Not beliefs,

not values, not ideals, not atti-
tudes, not.demeanor, in fact
nothing. Nothing but grades —
nothing . but grades really

counts. That's how things go in

the real world. What utter non-
sense, that the false world gets
to be honoured as 'the real
world'.

it's. not that he doesn't get

good grades any more. He
does, in English, only in
English literature. This seems
to be the only thing that he re-
ally likes at school. And he got
best grades in English.
Probably that is why the
English teacher liked him>
Yeah, must be the grades. And
she is a funny teacher, fine she

. admired his ability, but surely

that's no reason to tell him
privately that she liked him
and that she is telling him so
now because it's the fag-end of
the session and might not get
the chance later. He didn't un-
derstand teachers., ever, now
you see them raged uncontrol-

lably. and then you see theyre
eccentric and . ecstatie. What
remote creatures the Teachers
are! '

But it wouldn’t be. any other
teacher to act like this with
him, not the class teacher, for
instance. Because she knew his
grades. And the record of
flunking three subjects in
both the last two semesters
doesn't urge the teachers to be
cute with the flasco. But that's
exactly where his speculations
proved to be wrong. For the
class-teacher was not dlﬂp
gusted at him. .

The other day. when he
went in the teachers room to
submit an article for the
school-magazine to a teacher,
the class-teacher called him by
his roll number,

— Sorry, I've forgotten your:
name. She was smiling kindly.
He always thought her teeth
were a bit too large. And
whenever she laughed in the
classroom, it would ‘evoke in
him [eelings of... not hate, but a
certain amount of considerable
distaste. But he was feeling
vcr}r different now.

— "It's Aumi, Miss." He is
not easy, he always ‘wrestles
insdde while looking into a
teacher's eyes.

"So how's school going,

. Aumi?

— "Not good, Miss.”

Maybe the teacher did not
expect a negative answer.
Because when asked about your

whereabouts, it's always polite

to answer 'fine, thank you'. But
Aumi knew no formalities.

- Rules and formalities only help

build a mask over your face.

The teacher was not con-
tent with his answer.

— "Why not?" Slnl:trtt:,r was
plain in her voice.

— "It's just that 1 ...

i

don't

like to study. They don't lead

me an ere.”

— "Oh? then what do you
want to be?”

—- "l want to be an artist.”

~— Do you like to draw? The
‘question came from the
physics teacher. She'd been
listening all along. She was the
kind of teacher you always like
Lo stare al. So homely, so easy
... and loose. You don't feel
she's a teacher, you feel she's a
person. Aumi liked her.

— "Yea, miss.”

It bugged Aumi, the way he
put 'miss’ after each reply. He
didn't do it intentionally, and
he had little control over it.

— "Do you learn art any-
where?" She still went on
asking. :

— "Oh no, | do it on my

and Realities

— "What do you draw?"

It felt: funny to Aumi, that
he who can't look into ‘the
teachers’' eyes was now talking
with her so incessantly. [t
happened automatically, he did
not work at it,

— "l draw trees ... people.”

Suddenly he returns to his
class-teacher. Because il leels
uncomiortable to lirst siart a
conversation with somebody
and leave her in the middie
way just to converse with an-
other.

“Is it bad to be an artist,
miss?"

— "No, of course it isn't.”

He could not say from the
look of the class teacher what
she made out of that idea.

— "But why don’t you study
architecture if you like io
draw? The physics teacher
again joins in. But her interfer-
ence is most welecome.”

— "But m..., | don't like
mathematics. There's an awful
lot of it in architecture.
Besides | like to draw nature
and humans .... You don't get to
draw them if you're studying or
.. He can't fAinish. The class
teacher's begun talking.

— "Bul you can't enroll at ari
college without finishing
school. Shouldn't you remem-
ber that?

— "Yen, miss. | do try to

persuade myself. Because if |

fail by any means, then I'll have
to stay another year (o finish it
off. And | don't want that."
Aumi is feeling so different
today. All the way home the
faces of the two teachers had
been projected in his mental
screen. And his mental tapere-
corder played on and on: "But
you can't enroll at.art college
without finishing school.
Shouldn’'t you remember that?”

The sky is [leeced with
fea clouds today. The air
is comfortably warm. This
crow friend is calling him
again. He feeds him. But the
novels are safely tucked away.
And the piano is silent.

"But you can't enroll at art
college without (finishing
school. Shouldn't you remem-
ber that?" Things have at last
started to make sense. Things
are beginning to work out.
There's still one month left
before the final exam. He can
malke it, he is the ol' number
one student. And school is
really no damn big deal, no
real enemy.

Sometimes you have to in-
ure yoursell to the unwanted
situations, in order to have the
last laugh on ‘the real world'.

And then, late in the afer-
noon, when he is y re-
laxed, he filled his lungs with a
deep breath. and sitting very
straight at his desk, miracu-
lously he opens his long-for-
gotten chemistry book.




