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OANNE velled. "Rachel!
(ner here.” Rachel Ric-
hardson moved from

the queue to a table where
Joanne Hamilton was sitting.
Joanne and Rachel were senior

in a county high school. Both of

them were reasonably pretty
and intelligent as well. But
Joanne was the troublesome
one. She sold drugs to others.
She was fooling, an innocent
Rachel.

‘Joanne. you are coming
over to my place. Aren’'t you?”
" “You bet | am.” replied
Rachel

Joanne was planning Lo in-

troduce drugs like. cocaine to
Rachel. Alter school that day.
Rachel inhaled a substance
which gave her thrilling sensa-
tions. She liked it a lot. Joanne
had succeeded in selling co-
caine to Rachel.
was a rich girl could easily af-
ford to buy cocaine. She hardly
knew what it was. She only
used it as it gave her a great
feeling.

Helen, who was also a stu-
dent of the high school. was a
goad friend of Rachel's. She
was a Bengali girl who was
born and brought up in Eng-
land. She was able to study and
work at the same time,
with efficiency. She began to
notice that Rachel was chang-
ing day by day. Rachel who was
once a bright student, was de-
. terforating not only in studies
but also in health. Day by day
she was becoming rude and ar-

rogant even violent.
Rachel was taking over-

doses as she could not live
without cocaine. In this way,
Rachel was killing herself. She
did not blame Joanne one sin-
gle bit. She blamed it all. on
hersell. Joanne did not let
anyone know that she was a
drug seller. She could fool ev-

Rachel who -

erybody. Everybody bul Helen.

Helen suspected her a bil. So,
after a few weeks, when the
whole community found out,

that Rachel Richardson was
deaid. they were thoroughly
shocked.

No one could mark Joanne.

 There was not enough evi-

dence to put her in jail. She
was also a juvenile. Rachel's
death was not avenged.

All the buzzy about drugs
had alerted Helen's parents.
They wanted to send their 17-
year old daughter to a better
college. They wanted her to
build a successful future. Helen

- was mentally devastated. She

had read aboul drug rings. in
newspapers and books, but she
could not believe the reality. It
had actually occurred in the
school. Helen made up her
mind, that her suspect
(Joanne) would never go un-

punished, if she had any power

or authority.

Six vyears later, in a
renowned law university, He-
len was admitted. Throughout
the very first year Helen was
enthusiastic about her studies
and projects. She got very high
graders at the end of her f[irst
serfes ol examinations. All this
was possible with the help and
guidance of Professor Adam
Richardson. He was an intelli-
gent, young professor who was
popular with his students. He-
len was one of his students.
She also knew that Professor
Adam was Rachel's only
brother, who had finished his
education, with high grades
and had left home, after get-
ting a job.

Pretty soon, Helen was one
of Adam's best students. At the
end of the year, Adam and He-
len could be seen laughing and
joking together. They were
very good friends. All this time
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by Atimsus

All this time I've waited,
Waited to tell vou,
To tell you with the ri

ght words,

With the right words and emotion,
But | pity myself for I am still incapable.

| am not a person of romance and imagination

Why 1s it that your eyes, your lips, your hair -
Fail to remind me of oceans, roses and clouds? :
Why is it that your laughter sounds not like tinkering bells?

Yet, your eyes, lips, hair, laughter,

Everything you possess are so precious, so sacred

and so very dear to my soul.

Is it the way you think, the way you talk or walk
Or simply 1s it the way you look at me
that makes me have a feeling that | never felt before?

Is it because | know you so well that | long to know you more?
Or 1s 1t merely because you and your kind still remain

a mystery to our world?

| stall can't and won't try to understand why

you are so very special,

But 1 just know that what | feel inside is tremendous.

The feeling

1s simply foolishness, it's unnecessary, | know—

But my whole world revolves round it

And though | cannot explain why,

The only truth 1s that you are and will be, for eternity,

the centre of it—
The centre of my foolish feeling.

Telephone Trouble

by Safiya Tashneem Omar '

This poem is dedicated,

to all parents who are frustrated.
By the large sum on the telephone bill,
Enough to give anyone a nasty thrill.

ot

your teenage sweet thing

Is gessiping endlessly about,

Read this poem and find out.

The daily gossips are usually beginners —
Who's gained weight, who's gotten thinner.
What's the latest talk of the toun;
M”h“mm

Hours pass along the phone,
Talking and talking in that restiess tone.

Maybe if you saw the way | really was

Maybe you wouldnt love me

Maybe you wouldn' like me for my faults

I wanted to live in bliss

I never wanted to pinch myself

But how was | to know

That you'd find the desert to be

Better than the mirage?
2 ; I
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But I really didnt want to get out
Hey I didn tell you what wasnt
I just told you what should have been

Instead of what was

Now you've raped my feelings but | wouldn't disagree

Even if pou tied me to a tree

You've lynched my beliefs but | cant say so
Cuz as you see 've nowhere else to go

But whenever eise | wander
Next time be it near or far
Nl go as | am.

A Fool's Feeli

Helen did not let Adam know
that she was Rachel's friend.
But one day during lunch she
told him who she was. His jaws
had dropped. He was surprised
and shocked. at the same time.
He seemed upset, terribly
upset about Rachel's death.

So. when Helen told him.
about her suspicions regarding
Joanne, he was furious. They
agreed to accuse and punish,
Joanne because of what she
had done. At last Helen had
found someone faithful. Faithful
enough to keep Rachel's issue.
a secret. From that day on, He-
len began (v admire Adam
even more,

slafls were needed in the law
university where Helen was
studying.) Joanne didn't hesi-
tate. She applied for the post
of a caretaker. Obviously, most
of her bio-data was lalse. But
she was so good at fooling
people, that she passed out.
Eventually., she was inter-
viewed. Somehaw., she man-
aged to get the job. The wage
was suflicient to fill her neces-
sities. After she received her
first payment. she decided to
contact her old drug boss. She
got a fresh supply of cocaine.
She started to hunt customers.

Helen hardly noticed
Joanne. Joanne had bleached

Addicted

: Tarannum Laila

Shopon was a Bangladeshi
boy who was born and brought
up in England like Helen. He
was studying in the same
group as Helen. Shopon was
Helen's rival (in studies only).
There was always tough com-
petition between them. But
they were good friends outside
the lecture halls. They usually
worked together in projects.

- Shopon used to comfort Helen
+if she had bad days and used to
advice her when necessary.
They were a great team. But,
what Helen did not know was,
that Shopon was very fond of
her. So, he was obviously quite
puzzled when he saw Helen's
admiration for Adam.

Meanwhile, Joanne who
had been a drug distributor
was in need of money. Six
years later, she w#s jobless and
pennyless. She once saw ad act
for cooks and caretakers. (The

- her

blonde. She had

hair
changed her appearance com-
pletelv. Joanne looked like a

pretty. innocent, working
young woman. Although Helen
did not recognize, Joanne,
Joanne did recognize Helen. It
did not take a long time fof

Joanne to fined out that Helen

was professor Adam Richard--
son's best student. Joanne
knew that Adam was Rachel's
brother. So, she began to look
for ways of selling cocaine to
him. '

One day when Adam was
about to leave his office,
Joanne walked in. Adam was
mildly surprised as caretakers’
work didn’t begin until an-
.other hour or so. She asked for
some advice from him, regard-
ing law. She continued to talk
10 him. At the end of the hour,
they were laughing their heads
off. Joanne then switched

back to herself. Using her
charm and beauty she suc-
ceeded in selling an amount of
cocaine to Adam.

Adam was dizzy. He
couldn't think straight as he
was on the cocaine which
Joanne had given to him. To
Adam Joanne was charming
and beautiful. Joanne thus suc-
ceeded, in changing Adam
completely. Helen was sup-
posed to have a private discus-
sion about a case with Adam.
When Adam didn’t turn up, she
was disappointed. He never
was late, nor did he keep her
waiting in the cold. Helen
knew something was wrong.
She did not know what exactly
was wrong. -

Next day, when she asked
Adam about their discussion,
he answered her hastily and

left. His class (lectures} were

also awful. Everybody was sur-
prised. They did not expect
their teacher to be so impos-
sible. He was rush on with
[acts without letting them un-
derstand anything. Shopon was
amazed. At the end of the day
Shopon comforted Helen. He
told her that the professor was
either having a private prob-
lem or he was involved with
drugs. Helen could not believe
her ears. :

Later that evening Helen
was sobbing in her bedroom
while Adam was taking drugs.
Everyone from then on, no-
ticed Adam's transformation.
Helen was comforted by Sho-
pon who was trying to solve
the mystery. Shopon was being
a great help to Helen. He was
also being a great friend to her.
Helen was studying hard to
forget about the strange inci-
dents going on in the campus.
This was the way in which IHe
in the university continued till
something serious happened.

Adam had finished his own
supply eof cocaine, He was an
addict by then. He needed
more cocaine. Slewly he began
to shiver. After some time he
fell to the floor, -in an uncon-
scious state.

One of his neighbours had
found Adam. The neighbour
wanted to have a little chat
with him about law. He rang
the bell constantly. Nothing -
had happened. He found out
that the door was not actually
locked, so he broke in. He
phoned the police when he
found Adam.

Next day all the fans, ad-
mirers and colleagues were
shocked to find the truth.
Adam, luckily was alive thanks
to the paramedics. Helen and
Shopon were then bent on
finding the culprit. They
hunted down the university.
They questioned Adam with
permission from the police.
From Adam, Helen found out
about Joanne.

Shopon and Helen tried to
find Joanne. But Joanne was
already on the road. They
called the police for help. After
a few hours Joanne was ar-
rested from another drug
dealers house. There was
enough evidence against
Joanne. She was tried in court.
She was found guilty and so
ended up in prison. Adam
Richardson was sent to a reha-
bilitation centre for drug ad-
dicts. Adam was grateful to
both Shopon and Helen.
Thanks to them, a drug ring
was smashed and brought to
‘justice. Shopon and Hglen
were on news. Their parents

were very proud of them.

So, remember how deadly
and dangerous, drug is. It
breaks up families, it ruins so-
cieties and worst of all it kills.
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World of Disillusionment
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by Nabila Ali

e i
T was a cold and crispy ni-

I ght. Bells were ringing

and choirs were singing in
a corner house. The air was si-
lent too but in a room there
was a dying mother giving
was
Christmas Eve and the Baxter
family's pet dog Darling was
giving birth to her first puppy.
That's how | was born on a
rainy and cold Christmas eve.
Some dogs say Christmas is
special filled with joy, but to
me it is filled with grief 1 lost
my mother. At one time I was a
respectable aristocratic dog of
England but one day a boy
happened to throw stones at
me | was so angry, [ scratched
him. They told that | was a
menace and sold me at the
dog's fair. I was very handsome

~and good looking with prickly

ears, sensilive nose, flashy
sharp green eyes, brawn hair
and quite tall and had a good
strength and pace as a for ter-
I'lEer.

An old man bought me to
pull carts. He was a Scottish
man. After a week or so | be-
came sick. Then | managed
escape and never went g
was about one and half months
old when | was known well as

» & street deg. All lady dogs

called me handsome. [ as a
street dog made a gang of my
own and I was their fearless
leader — Jody, -the handsome.
As a puppy I liked making
gangs. We travelled, ate, slept
together. They were street
dogs of course. The re-
spectable aristoyratic dogs al-
ways held their nose high
when they saw us.

Every morning I woke and
took my gang, we searched the
garbage cans for bones. We
went to the drain or stole
meat. We ale meat on special
occasions because it was tough
for us to find meat. People are
not kind enough to give us
food, you know. The are so
greedy selfish. they only have
enough to feed themselves. But

not for us street dogs, we lead
a dirty life and we were well
known in the streets as a m&dg
group of young street dogs. ,

One day | came across the
most sweetest dalsmatain [

ever saw, with big black eyes.

It happened when | was eating

with my gang she ‘suddeply

came and picked up my bone
and said in a gaily voice "Hi
handsome”.

one was amazed that [
didn't bark. They knew girls

were not my weakness. But I,

~just could not hurt her.

She winked and went away '

- I realized that night I was in
love, so | went to her house, .

but she looked at me and said
that even goofies are better

than a skunk. | was hurt and _
amazed. Actually she didn't live
in the trashes as I did. She was .

L :
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an aristocratic dog. That night
1 went to the trashes and
thought of my home. The time
| was an aristocratic rich and
respectable dog. I remem-
bered the cozy soft bed, the
rich marbles, the embodied _
bed and expensive perfumes
and articles. But that was the
past now |l'am a street dog
leading a desperate. life of _
hopeless passion for a dalsma-
tian. "
I slept that night. | dreamt
that human were wearing
muzzles, | saw that we- made
them do the dirty work, made
them pull carts and when they -
were bad we sold them to the
human fair. But the sweet part
was | married the dalsmatain
and had the four most cutest
puppy anybody ever say. '

Suddenly I heard a voice
"Jody, we are waiting, other-
wise the bones would be taken
away by other dogs and we”
woulld starve”. So 1 woke up
again leading the gang to the
street and sighing — a hope-
less passion of disillusionment.
I gave a deep sigh and lead the
gang towards the hopeless fu-
fture. 2
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"I'd say you were nuts’ .
Zahid leaned against the iree
and combed his [flingers
through his hair. Wail a
minute! What was that? He
looked in his hand. Nul
shells?! Where did they come
from? Salf was as surprised as
he was.

“Something's fishv ' Zahid
whispered
"Or nutty.” complied his
friend.

Zahid got up to his teet and

peered through the leaves To
his surprise he saw two legs

dangling.
"Ah-ha! | found him! He

whispered excitedly to Saif

"Found who?" Saif asked
scratching his head

‘THe culprit you ninny
Zahid hissed. "What do | do

now?’

"Pull him down and deniand
an explanation. what else!

"Will 17

"Pull? Yeah!"

Zahid did so. With a scream
the person fell to the ground
Forturfately the person wus

unhurt, bul unfortunately the
person turned out to be a girl
"‘Oh no!” Zahid vou didn |
tell me that the culprit is a
girl! Sail exclaimed
"Hey! why are vou looking

at me like that” It isnt my
fauilt that .. | mean. [ misiwook
her for a guy | mean will

you just look at her clothes!”
He stammered.

The girl was wearing a T
shirt. well-worn jeans. sneak-
ers and a cap that compii-
mented her attire She re
moved the ear plugs out of her

cars. A walkman was chipped

_  her bell. Her eyes radiated

by Nishat Hussain

fire

Zahid. 1 smell simmoke,” Saif
hid behind Zahid.

she charged Saif. "Why d
vou pull me down?" She de-
manded

Sail opened his mouth but
nothing come out,

‘What's wrong? Calt got your
tongue” She asked advancing

Tt wasnt me,” he finally
squeaked pul backing away .

O ho! 50 it was you " She
turned 1o Zahid

Louvk here kid, 1...." Zahid
started to defend himself but
she cut hum off angrily

‘Kid”? whio are you calling a

kKid™ Her eves never left his
face

Ok.iv So vou arent a kid
Anyway 1 ab - abi 1 well | really
didiit mean to. but it hap

affl sorry.” he
stammered Realty so.
sor  sorry  He tried o sinile,
but his mouth seemed to twist
crookedly all by itself

You should be ashamed off
vourself! Picking on girls! And
to top it off you give such a
lousy excuse ' She shook her
finger menacingly in front of
him striking his nose at inter-
vals Speak up or youll get
into a hundred and thirty-
seven different kinds of trou-
ble!’

Saif had gotten back his
courage and boldly came in
between the two. This face was
drawn intc an angry scowl but
then s expression changed

pened and |

completely as he looked into
her eyes.

“You have such beautiful
eyes,” the words escaped from
his lips. The girl was taken
aback by the sudden turn of
events.

"What's your name beauti-
ful?”

"Sherry”. She answered, her
hande on her hips.” what has
gotten into you?"

That question brought him
back to reality.

"How dare you behave in
such a way! My friend isn't to
blame but you. You were at
{auh "~

M Look Ywere nnster o
wois e tresd ol yours who
vabikedl e clown ram that
lreg!

A thuusand apologies lor
fis drastie o tions I 1T had
kniona oy whial b was about to do
] would have stopped him,

Zahid is an ex-madman who
has just come out of Pabna
mental hospital a few days

back He hasn't adjusted to
oug way ol living vet

Sherry contldin't help bute be-
lieve Sail

"Oh! The poor guy, | am so
sorry It | had known...."

"Don't worry. He isn't in any
situation 1o understand what
has been going on around
him." Sail said reassuringly.

"l am too!" Zahid said indig
ranthy

Nensense! Saif turned his
attention to Sherry who was

more interesied in Zahid by
the minute. Saif must have no-
ticed because he started to
make excuses so that he and
Zahid could leave, That was

when Sherry looked at her
watch and exclaimed. "Oh no!
It's way past fine, I'd better
run. It handed him a small
pink card.’ "call me if you have
the time and vou,” she turned
Lo Sail "here have this.” She
handed him the packel of nuts.

Byel” She lett with a wave
of her hand. Looking back she
gave Zahid a flying kiss.

Sait dumbfounded looked
back at Zahid and was in time
to catch his friend who almost
fainted.

"Zahid are you alright?” Saif
shook his friend by shoulders.

Am | alright? l've died and
gone 1o heaven. He had a
dreamy look in his half-closed
eVes

Whit o nutty character.”
sSaid Scl bitingg into o nat.

F

Sweet memories
; by Liya .

EMORIES are so
difficult to let go. It's
even harder when
they are beautiful and precious
to us. We are, mere slaves in
the hands of our destiny and so
we play by its rule. We lead our
life and then we reach a stage
where we are willing to let go
of everything and just sink into
oblivion.

But | don't want it that way,
| don't want to let go of my
memories or my feelings. I
don't want to put it aside and
just-lead a normal life because
| know it is not the same any-
more. something is different.

My most precious memo-
ries have been with my grand
father | don't (think | have ever
met a nian as praiseworthy or
as wonderful as him. He was
this spectrum of brilliant lght
which shone and lighted ev-
erything around us.

| know® that {or younger
people spe time with the
old is just a ty. a custom
done only for the sake of do-
ing. 1 don't know why that is
s0. maybe. its because we don't
wan! to acknowledge what is
inevitable or maybe we're just
plain seifish. | don't know but
what | found in my nanu.

| found in no one of his ;
1 found youthfulness, unk
amount of energy and a passion
for all that was beautiful in this
world, His test for life made
me feel old. He knew what
made me happy and what
made me sad. He never grew
tired of the questions | kept
asking and he never failed to
tease me. At a time when love
and appreciation was so im-
portant for me, he made me
feel so special. When | was
with him | felt like the most
wonderful little girl in the
world. He was so wise and
learned that | never ceased g

be amazed by him. I think |
growing up is se difficult, 1
know cause [ am going through
it. Its a time when we nead
friends, | found mine, but in:
such an unusual place. £
Nothing to him was silly. He -.
never stunned me, nor was he.
ever tried of my inquisitive-
ness and sometimes even stu-
pidity. I don't think, that in all -
our times together | have ever ..
regarded him as being old, :
boring or anything of that sort.
He was just like a figure from
the books. a special and wise -

‘person guiding the weak ones.

1f 1 started writing about my
times with him | will not be "
able to stop nor will 1 be able -
to stop my flood of tears. |
don't think that 1 ever ac-
cepted his death and I don't
think | ever will. It's been a
long time, but I feel that he is
still there. Everytime | go to:
my nonu's houge | can hear
him talking, sgiling and look-'
ing at me with those keen
eyes. Memories will alwayvs.
heart me apd now that the
house is being broken down I
realize that I have to let go, but
he will always remain in m
heart and perhaps one day
will get to tell him something
which | never got the chance
to say — that I love him.'

The old are not something
to forget or put behind. They
make the very backbone of our
custom and our lives. The
sooner we realize how pre-
cious they aré the sooner we
will be able to lead a fulfilling
life and stop feeling scared of"
the unknown. People come
and people go but the sky and
the earth will always be therr.
Qur spirits will likewise will
always remain, [ just hope we
all find ours before our fate
brings us to the end of our

destinatign.



