' desh. However,
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: T [lirst sight anyone
A could assume mista-
kenly that Lucy, a dark
girl of four was born and bred
in her own country, Bangla-
her softly
spoken neat English sentences
with a strong British accent
hinted at her three and a half
years' stay in England.
Probably seeing that 1 had
studied in the country she so
loved Lucy took me into her
confidence. As she colourfully

spoke of her beloved school, |
fell into a reverie. | visualized

the large airv infants' classes .

e

w{th gigaﬁUE double glazed
sliding windows which almost

. covered all of the two walls,
.- Two of the windows had their
“blinds rolled up and e€yes event
out te the two large, play-

ounds. In the cornér of one
was . a miniature grassy hell
which arised fantasy in the
imaginative minds of theé little
childrén scurrying about the
playground. It amused (e to
sce g boy with a plastic sword

ﬂn(ii&ind. run swiluly u{) Lhie hill
. stand legs aparl. sword
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A Comparison to Notice

or He-man. The young hero
suddenly charged al the girls
and boys at the sanl pit and
managed to up se! the huge

.sand. Castle into which had

gone hall an hours ol Lideotrs
labour. There was confusion
among the children lor a little
which but soon they made

peace when the Indian. chief
came along to bury the war
il

tomahawk.

~As my vision strayed beyond
the sand pit. I noticed a lovely
water pond just near the
school building. Inquisitive

youngsters leaned over the wa-

ter surveying tadpoles with
wonder in their bright eyes,
Evidently, a tutor was explain
ing the life cycle of a frog .and
had managed to convincé his

upils that those
weadod i<h- were going to Lurn

out to he Irogs. A little distance
away Irom the pond, a group of -

seior students were industri-

tiny ‘'big

by Susmita Roy

ously weeding and planting
white two or three juniors de-
lighted themselves looking al
the daffodils planted earlier
that years. The PE lawn of the
priniary section swarmed with
deterimined young altheletes
mosit of whoin were frantically
trying to master the magic ol
hoola heoops.

After 1 had taken in the

cominon activities in the play-
ground. ,my eyes leisurely
sweeped over Lhe interior of
the ‘nursery. The nursery was
hic and spacious with walls

displaying Lhe creative work ol

the wvoungsters. \ Lady-bird
bouks and other pitture and
pup 1ip books adorned the tiny
" library - at one cormer of the
large room white a miniature
play house.with its very our
hitches and eouch was set up
at another corner. Cupboards
lined up along the walls con-

games such as lego which
wonild allow the creative young
minds to expand and explore.
The cupboard tops were deco-
rated with shoes, flowers,

_houses etc moulded by the

children with clay and plas-
tercine. The little desks and
colourful plastic chairs cer-
tainly gave away the fact that
the room belonged to an edu-
cational institution but the fact
that each of the 20 pupils
owned a personalized drawer
gave each boy and girl the féel-
ing of being a part of the
school.

During class hours when
the students weren't busy at
mdking models out of papier-
mach or painting or writing,
they sprawled on the carpet
ligtening with undivided atten-
tion to the teacher who dra
matically told them about Cin-
derella or Robinson Crusoe.
Often the whole class would
participate In discussions
ranging from bioclogy to
philosophy where each pupil is
given the freedom to express
himself and voice s opinions
and share his experiences,
Instead of imposing authority
over pupils, the teacher wins
love and respect with
windness and understanding
which gives rise to a bond
between teacher and student.
As a result, the teacher. like
apparent gains the confidence -
and trust of every child, be he.
shy. naughty. dtsobedient or

otherwise. Indeed, school is
life a second home for the
children and although many
may shed a tear or two on the
first day of school. many mdre
weep with the grief of parting
on the last day.

The sensation of a drop of
tear on miy arm brought me
back to reality and as Lucy

. spoke of how she missed her

teacher. | fumbled for some
words of comfort. However,
she soon gathered herself and
told me Dbrightly that she
couldn’t wait to start school in
Dhaka. At that enthusiastic
staternent. my heart sank with
pity and share welled up in-
side 1ne. When | thought about
a suitable school for her, all I
could vision was a residential

imagined Lucy walling irito a
classroom cramped with at
least forty other children sit-
ting uncomfortably in wooden
benches. There would hardly
be any space in between rows
and three to four students
would be packed into a single
bench. With minimum number
of windows In each class,
summers would mean. torture.
The hot, clammy and stagnant
air of the rooms, would possi-

bly result in the fainting of one -

or two weak nerved children.
The teacher who would be
tired of shouting out lessons
would dictate or write down
questions and answers to be’
learnt by heart by the pupils.
Often there would be back
benchers who attend classes
unnoticed by teachers except
when they scream "Miss, his
ruling my hair'or 'Miss she's
pinching me”. The teacher
may either ignore the commo-
tion 6r if in the mood, make
the nuisances stand oOn
benches holding their ears as a
form of punishment. When, ac-
cording to customn, a noncha-
lant and disinterested pupil is
made to read out a passage

‘from the text book. some fol-

low tjpe story out of fear while
many show their mates a new
toy and others just drop off to
sleep because of boredom. It
wouldn't matler if half -the st
denils gained no knowledge
after school because they
would have parents or private
tutors to give them attention at

. home. Through an entire pe-

riods there would be hardly any
guestion put forward to teach-
ers by students and there are
usually no class discussions. An
unwanted communication gap
is set up between Peachers and
student and the children may
lose inlerest in’school result-
ing in unwillingnéss to study.

| imagined Lucy sitting
sandwiched beiween swealy
classmates. gaping in bewil-
derment at the numerous
noisy four year olds. She would
start each tine her teacher
shouted at naughty boys and
slammed the duster to draw
attention. Except Lucy. all her
classmates would be used to
the age old system. However,
prebably Lucy herself would
eventually mingle in with the
crowd, forget to learn thinfls
in the proper way and start
complaining like her class-
mates "Miss She's pinching
mel” '

e e

in
-raised. imitating King Arthur .

. have read in English

- medium school from the
beginning of my school

life and have ofien been asked
questions like if | can write,
read and speak in Bangla,
whether my Bangla test will be
in English — a silly question no
doubt — but | would always an-

‘swer confidently with a bold

'yves'. - Today when [ think
‘deeply I realise 1 really had not
spoken the truth. Hﬂiﬂﬂ?hﬂﬂ-
est. | do not have neither the
Bangla .alphabets memorised
nor the numbers. While I
speak. | wonder if | can com-
plete a semntence without the

,mﬂfiﬂnglbwshwrd.'

While writing, 1 often am
bound to tdke help from the
‘English tu-amgau&m

It is shame 1

shouldn't the English medium

“schools share this hlame too?
Bangla. never got and still do

onaries. ;
agree, but

not gel equal priorily as
English in suclr schools. H is
always the latter language that
has been encouraged in writ-
ing and even . speaking.
Teachers had forbidden utter-
ing Bangla in corridors, stair
cases and especially in class-

' rooms. Except for the Bangla

class; where we spoke that
'foreign language'. Result —

difficulty in speaking Bangla in
“that one and only-class. If out

of six hours.” one speaks in
his/her mother tongue for only
forty minutes (that was the du-

‘ration of Bangla class) then'l

guess this consequehce is not
unexpected. :
Another thing that happens

‘in case of O'level candidates is
that the standard of English is
comparatively. much higher

tained stacks and stacks ol

Being a Bangladeshi is

than that of Bangla: As a result
of which students take.English
_with greater seriousness than
their own language and there-
fore the former gets more im-
portance. 21st February is ad-
vancing closer everyday and so
we have already started decid-
ing how to become Bangla-

deshi for one day. How we can

introduce ourselves

as

Bangladeshis, not -foreigners.

Some would go to fhe Shaheed

- Minar with hands full of flow-

ers, others would take part in
functions and - television pro-
grammes while most would
just sit home‘\and enjoy the
holiday. As the Bengali culturg
is dying among the younger
generalion. simultaneously

vy Magician Sdbests Biswas |

‘Queen of Hearts’ @

Props: One set of playing
cards with all identical faces. a
soap & a matchbox.

- Hagﬁ:: Offer a set of playing

1 cards to a spectator and ask

him to choose a card. When he
“has done so, put the other
cards away & ask-him to burn
his card to ashes. Later, take
the ashes into your right hand
& rub them on your left arm.
. Presto! the ashes will form a

sentence." That is, the name of
"Queen of

. chosen card,
- Hearts.” which will be quite

startling. g &

Secret: Before you start this
trick, write the sentence
'‘Queen of Hearts' on your left
arm with toilet soap & let it
dry. OK! when you rub ashes on
your arm during.the show, the
greasy soap. will attract the
ashes & the writing will
appear. AS regards the
selecting of the same card. of
course, all the cards are
'Queen of Hearts' in the pack,
in case you find jt difficult to
collect Queen of Hearts, you
can collect jokers. OK!

've turned to dust the philosopher's stone,
I've made the happiest optimist groans

" On the Fascinating Forbidden-II

I've

poisoned the elixir of life, G

In the pacifist's heart, I created strife, -
ﬁephmdlmipuunﬂuhmd.ulthm,

Pve even destroyed a mother's lovel

Deon't shrink away cause I'm yon
But you are the one who first came to find me

L

canse I let you be

Call me the Devil — it's true

Mmmmmmnmmmm_

. I'm "funny white powder" — I bring you joy
a ;:in-mm--mmmm

- 1 shall be yours — be mine

A justifiable deal — and you'll feel so damn fine
Take me, then stop; you'll burn _
But then, after the first time, it's too late to retum.

'Fm not too hard to find

'‘Cause you're all what I want you to be —

snow-blind!

' I'll take away your misery, your sadness your pain
Don't talk chastity — I know I ain't the narrow lane

-After all, I'm umtne

house converted to a school. |

not uncool

they are also losing track of its

history. The not-so-hypocriti-

cial young students of English

medium schools feel so and do

not hesitale 1o express their

true feelings. | '
Mehnaz Reza. a student of

class VII bursts into laughter at

' the very mentioning of how-

she feels about Ekushey. Well,
it surely answered almost the

~entire question. Sasheen .and

Sayema, two teenagers feel
that the ideal way of celebrat-
ing that day would be to go to
the Shaheed Minar with flow-
ers and spend some more Lime
there. But unfortunately, the
atmosphere there is so that for
girls, this is rather not salfe!

'Natasha blames her upbringing
- for'the way she feels and cele-

brates Ekusheyv. "I have not

been brought up like that, My
parcents never really did any-
tliing speecial on that, day, so
ihe guestion of one doing it
shouldn't arise.”

Adnaan and Shahzad, two
teenage boys pass it just like
any other day. Another stu-
cdent. Shaheen, held responsi-
hle -hér school and family.
According to her, the history
of Bangladesh was never.taught
while they have already learnt

‘about Rome, Greece, and India.

Hence, it seemed as if no great

" incident had occurred in the

past; no great souls were born.

Therefore, they grew up bear- -
ing that feeling in their hearts.
Parenis too, never gave Lhe de-
tails and nor-did they them-
selves do anything on the day

ol Independence or Ekushey.

"The present condition is so,

F

~ that could make us feel

The Discover

by Zaki Wahhaj

never knew they could

" do that with ordinary
siring'”

"Ah well. you learn
thing new everyday.®

The two archaeologisis
stared at the fifteerr feet deep
excavation site. Above them.
the sun burnt fercely and a
gentle breeze lifted dust from
the groond. Far away. a gfroup
of Aborigines shouted exple-
tives al one another as Lhey
dug yvet another hole in the
Australian desert.

Look at thé sire
skyll. will vou”

ST -

of Lhe

Uw chap s inger? | don't think
) X

As the mpen discussed their
problenr, a hound-dog with a
limp joined them. At the site
of the skeleion. it howled.
then dived into the hole and
sfiifled the bones.

'Get the -mutt out of here!
-very one of these bones are
valuable_

"Shoo. shoot”

"Do you realize that what
we have here could even be
the answer to the Missing
Link! it could even change our
idea of the Habilis' living

GHARRE '95

"Almost half the size of a
human brain. wouldn't you
say?

"And the torseo!

"Incredible!”

The one in the giant-sized
hat’ cautiously stepped into the
hole. Very gently, he pulled

ton had clasped with its right
hand. He held it up In the air

~and siniled.

"Deflnitely used for setting
traps. | would say.” :

"But look:at its size. Th
torso is too small for it to be an
Afarensis. At the most, it's a
Habilis. And they couldn't use
any lools.” ,

"How else could you explain
the string?” '

"Maybe the wind brought it
here.” o

"And tied the string around

the thin string that the skele- -

habits." He fished oul a rubber.

ball from his jacket and threw
it in the distance. The hound

. ran after it. "The first ever
completely intact primitive
skeleton (0 bé found since
Lucy, imagine!”

"Fame and glory at last!”

“Are you out of your mind?
We don't tell the others' a word

about this tll we know exactly
what it is.”

"Not even Professer Warner
from the University of
Chicago?” .

"Specially not him! If he
can find out what this is before

~us, we will get no credit at ali!”
" The one in Lhe giant- siz
hat ¢limbed out of the hole an
dusted his clothes, He brought
out a recording of Vivaldi's The
Four Seasons from his jacket

¥

ITarn.
"Is this a time to listen to
music?”

"It helps me ihink Leok at
the jawbone. its like nothing |
have eter seeri before!”

"I couldn't be a
Neanderthal man. could nt?

“In Australia?” ¢

"Perhaps they crossed the
oceans during the ice-age.”

"Unlikely. | am pretty sure
this is the answer to the
Missing Link — the one we
have been waiting for all this
timet”

"How much longer do we
stay here? ,

"We pack tonight. Ne use
staying here now that we have
made our find. Then off e

Darwin to the resedrch labs.~
He began to walk toward~ ihe
i

-

tenls in the distance. “Finally,
my career seems worthwhile. |

_will retire right after | find out

what that skeleton is. Yes,
somewhere in Europe. London
perhaps. That would be a good
place to stgrt my research on
Shakespeare's plays. 1 have
been wanting to do that for a -
long time.” He smiled to him-
self.

He had walked fifty, per-
haps sixty yards away when his
colleague began calling to him.
Of course, he was too far off by
then to hear the shouts.

"Hey. 1 think | know what

this this skeleton is,” the col- -
league yelled in a dismayed
voice. In his hand, he held a
dusty cardboard painted black.
It read "Indiana Jones — IV,

to be proud of. It ia’,t.hc" past
that
way, -bat now it can no more."

The above lines all express
the feelings of the so-called fu-
ture of this country. They may
sound bitter but are true. When
the ‘improvement of -our
mother land is concerned, it

~ Is never’ too late for changing

L

things. So let us all hope for.

the best and pay respect to the

martyrs by not only pretending
to have honour for them but by

also expressing it. Let's not call

ourselves Bangladeshis but be

so as well.

and loaded it into his walk- ' Seene 12, Take 3."
by a RS member
Life is a cyéle ol monotony and sameness,

Resting on a leal.
Life is an adventure

Irfto the unknown, an

A momentary joyous blip of light

In a dark fathomless void.

Life is an endless race for survival.

Only supporting the strongest and the brightest,
Not caring for the weak and the disadvantaged,
Be that as it may. life is the best thing

That'the universe has ever had,

Despile all its injcquality. pain and uncertainty

But when it has a change it comes suddenly.
It is unpredictable like the weather, '
And delicate like a' drop of rainwater

WiLL PUT YoU
INSIDE
AMIAM’S -

CAR

I WL PUT YOuU IN-
SIDE AMJAM'S CAR.
WHEN MHE RE, - .
HOME  JUST GeT B

Iy HiS LAB AND | .

that we do not have anything
THE

MA

L9

STUPID SLOB ¢ wHY

W, U ASSIGNED
FOR THIS JOB --- YOU
ARE BOUND TO FOIL

" aEVERYTHING /

HE 'S NUTS rA PAIN §
IN THE NECK (FF.--

-}

‘A Help or a Crime

Life is still worth living and celebrating..

. byMahbub Ershad -

' HAT day was like
T other ordinary dav in
the canteen. ALl and

his friends were chatting and
sipping tea. They had (inished

their classes half an hour ago

and had time to relax.
Suddenly Reshad ¢ntered the
canteen leoking for Atif.
Reshad was a class mate of
Afif's. He seemed very scared,
and stammered the words.
'‘Atif. few boys are trying to
beat me up for nothing, please
help me.' Atil inquired why
those boys were trying to beal
leiin up for nothing.

Reshad explained that those
bovs were demanding some
money from him. but he re-
fused. and this was the reasen
they were to practically look-
ing for him. Atif asked Reshad
1o sit beside him.. A few min
utes later. three strangers en
teréed the canteen and came
near Reshad. They asked
Reshad to get up. Atlf asked
the strangers Lo handle the si
tuation nicely. Abruptly one ‘ol
the sirangers slapped Reshad
Atif and his friends got angrv
al this point

In the nwan time Atif's
girlfriend, Rimi entered the
canteen with a bouquet in her

hand but AtH did not notice
her. He was already into the
tight and punched the
siranger’'s nose. Instantly blood
flowded from his nose Seeing
that the other two were gel
ting ready to hit At but by
that time. Atif's iriends had al
ready surrennded them. Then

Atif attacked those two and

started beating thein as well.
Atil usuiilly loses his control
when he gets angry. Reshad
came into the picture and in-
tervened in time. .

The next thing that hap-
pened was, unexpected. Rimi

~ threw the flowers on the lloor

and ran owd ol the canteen. .
This time ALf noticed her, but
it was too late. Atif also ran
after her. The enly thing she
told ALif was Lo get lost and
she also said that shed mot be

" able o keep anv relationship

with a belligerent bov like him.

- Atlf couldn't help the situation

neithet could he expound any-
thing at that moment. She was
all he had. Rimi was his hopes

and dreams:

- Few days later Atf found
her with another boy of his

class He also came to know

thiat 1hf_~?- had started going out.
All his hopes and dreams were

« destroyed. He only wanted {o

know. if his action was an act
of crime or help™!




