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ROM the battlefields of
Bosnja to the killing
fields of Cambodia and
Rwanda. more than 1.5 million
children . around the world
have been killed by wars over
/ the past decade, reports AP.
The millions who survive
face an often uncaring world
that cannot cope with their

wounded hearts and shattered *

lives,

. They cry out for parents
who are dead or missing. for
homes that have been blasted
into rubble, for stolen child-
hoods filled with gunfire in-
stead of Mmughter.

Mohammed Ajmal. 12, was’
trying to forget Afghanistan's
civil war and indulge ln one of
the joys of childhood — flying a’
kite — wherl a rocket exploded
in the yard of his house in
Kabul. ripping his chest with

' shrapnel..

For more than a month, he
has lain in the Indira Gandhi
Childreri's Hospital. which was
hit by 62 rockets earlier this
year. There is no chest sur-

- geon and his family has no

money to go abroad for an op-

When Nejra Sprzo was 15,
her mother put her, her
brother and five cousins on a
bus from Sarajeve. Bosnia, to

b, Croatia, ‘where their
grandmether lives.. Her mother
‘promised Nejra they would be
back in‘a week and she would
¢get a new dress. That'was
. more than two years ago.

Last April, when telephone
liies. 16 Sarajevo were [inally
restored, Nejra told her
mother : "Mummy, I'm not
your little
worfy nbug us. We learned

1 anymore. Don't’

Children at War R e The Fever of Sattelite TV Prog'ammes!

by Edith M Lederer

how to take care of ourselves.”
Beata Uwimana, 11, is one
of an estimated 100,000

Rwandan children who are
separated from their [amilies.
The youngest of six children,
she lost her parents and five
brothers and sisters in the
chaos at the Rwanda-Zaire
border when 1 million Rwan-
dans fled the civil war in July.

Ruth N;'irandenzi. 29,
found Beata wandering on a
road near Goma, a Zairean
border town. antd took her to
the Mugunga Refugee Camp to
share a tiny hut with her two
children. Shyly, Beata said she
wants to return to school — but

'most of all she wants to find

out if any of her family survived
the cholera epidemic that
killed an estimated 50,000
refugees in the Goma camps.
"Nine out of 10 casualties of
war are civilians, and children
are very often the main casual-
ties," said Mike Aaronson,
overseas director for the relief

group Save the Children.

Four million children have
been disabled, maimed,
blinded or brain-damaged in
over 100 conflicts during the
past decade, the group said in
a recent report, "Children at
War." Twelve million have lost
their homes. Five million are
living in refugee camps, One
million are separated from
their families. _

During rebel sieges of cities
in Angola, relief agencies were
so flooded with starving chil-
dren that only the severely
malnourished — "those a step
away from death,” said Ronald
Fourcaud of Dectors Without
Borders — could be given a
bowl of corn meal a day.

Some 7.000 children lver
on their own on the streets of
Angola's capital, Luanda,
scrounging for food and falling
prey to drugs, sexual abuse and
disecase. "We're seeing 14-vear-
olds turning up with gonors
rhea ” said Barbara Reynolds.
an official with UNICEF,

In Alghanistan, where chil-
dren have one of the world's

lowest literacy gates and most .

schools are closed, many
youngsters take terrible risks
to survive. Some have taken on
adult jobs at metalwork shops.
But running food and other
supplies across the front lines
is the main way to make
money in besieged Kabul, and
up to 3,000 people. many
young boys, risk their lives
daily. )

“I am always afraid of the
rockets and mortars, but my
father does not make enough
to feed the family,” said Shi-
ralam, 13. He works with his
friend, Aziz, 12, so they can
carry more on their bicycle,
which was laden with a huge
bag of flour.

- Shiralam can make 7.500
Afghanis (almost 2 dollars) a
day. His ambition is to go back
to school, but if he had mere
money he would like to buy a
kite and move  his family
somewhere safe.

Many Alghan teenagers be-
come soldiers, and most mili-
tary checkpeints around Kabul
are manned by illiterate

youths.

Child soldiers have been
reported in 35 countries over
the last decade. Estimales put
the nmumber at more than
200.000. including thousands

World's Wars Devastating for Children

of girls.

In Liberia, UNICEF esti-
mates 6,000 children under
age 15 are among the 60.000
combatants in the 5-year-old
civil war. They are used as
cooks. front-line soldiers, exe-
cutioners and spies.

Human rights groups says
most of Liberia's child soldiers
were forced into combat roles.
The rebel groups deny that,
claiming they help youngsters
by giving them meals, clothes

and protection, but children

tell of being flogged, raped,
drugged and tortured to en-
sure obedience,

Magne Raundalen a child
psychologist who is president
of the Norwegian UNICEF
Committee and has been visit-
ing war zones for 10 years,
said children in southern Su-
dan are traumatized by long
separations from their families.

For six years. at least
20,000 Sudanese youngsters
have trekked long distances
across the vast African nation
to escape fighting. Lions and
crocodiles devoured some.
Bombs and bullets killed
others. Many starved to death.

In muut. countries at war,
children name one or two
close family members who

‘have died, but many Rwandan

children can name 20 close
familv members who were
slain, said Raundalen, the
UNICEF psychologist.

Helping the children of war
takes time and training, Raun-
dalen said. Children who have
lost trust in thé adult world

need "kind adults who can:

represent stability and conti-
nuity and commitment to the

* child."

“Who else”™? President Bush
joked, "Democrates probably? "
Back in the late eighties the
lelevision spectators began to
demonstrate in f[ront of
Whitehouse after JR[a famous
character from TV serial
“Dallas’) had been assassinated.

Jusi una%mr. how we ride
o1 a wiave ol esctalic emotion
by this square shaped magic-
box — lelevision? Recently by
means ol dish antena. we can
now watch Star Plus., Prime
Sporta, Zee TV. DD metro
channels, channel V. ATN, EL
TV eic. The teens naturally
swallow the romantic scenes ol
the Star Plus er Zee TV or
channel V, even though the
scenes are nol much comfort-
able specially when paremnts are
around.

"Bhai. what are Lhey do-
ing?”. Lthe innocent questions
of the small brothers or sisters
are sidelined by he reply.”
Come on, s time for your
bed.” The housewives do not

Now with the arrival of dish
antena, it seem that people
have forgotten to watch
typed programmes of BTV.
Often people "swallow” the
programmes of BTV as an
alternative to the sleeping
drugs. Apart from watching
the local news, the specta-
tors have almost buried the

BTV channel in graves.
want L negotiate anvthing

with the programmes
(specially movie} of Zee TV or

L ATN. They go teo the kitchen:

growling when their. husbands
shift their favourite channel to
Prime Sports to enjoy the live
coverage of the cricket match.
In India. some guardians feel
that the Sattelite TV pro-
grammes are spoiling their

Kid's study. "Our kids cannol
wake up in time for school be-
cause of the late-night TV
shows”.they complained.”
We've thrown away our TV sets
in the bin". they added.

The viewers ofien face a se-
rious problem in selecting the
appropriate channels. They are
puzzied helding the remote
contrel m hand. Studenis of
the residential halls often toss
a coin o find the fmal solition
of lileamena. The emthusiasm

FiNALLY THE
SOLYTION - ME SEENG

Debor.......

g/

of the students 1o rush 1o the
COMMIEH T Foadtl L0 avail o sel
for cujoving Philips Top Ten in
Zee TV is a common picture,
(. vnre Friday nighr.| said
o one my friend. "Come on.
let's play international Bridge.
Surely my friend was thinking
thit how on earth someone
can avoid watching "Did Tera
on "Amma Dekh" or
"Tu Chishe Bade Hai,Maste

The wisemen advice not to
watch Soccer in Prine Sports
at the late hours of night.

Suppose  in your dreams
Rumareo is on way to score

by Anam Mahmud

another goul to make his hat-
tric. and you get up shout-
g 'Goal, goal. ... ... I"in the pro-
cess kicking your wife off the
bed. Can you imagine what
consequence awails you next?

Now with the arrival of dish
antena, il seemn (hat people
have forgotten to watch typed
programmes of BTV. Often
people “swallow™ the pro-
grammes of BTV as an alterna-
tive 1o the sleeping drugs.
Apait lrems watching the local

"Dynasty”. "Alien Nations®,
"Star Treak” “Picket Fench”,
‘L. A Law”., "Moonlighting”,
"Remigteen Steele” or differ-
ent concerts performed by the
rock-Stars in Channel V?
Recently "“Star Movies"™ an-
other available channel have
further enhanced the passion
for the satteljte TV preo-
grammes than ever before.
With trallors eof "Cocoon'.
Alirns , Speed, the ternagers
along with their fathers are

néws. the spectators have al-

mosi buried the BTV channel
in graves. But the officials of
BTV still believe in "Patience is
bitter. but its fruil is sweet’.
They are working keenly to

‘make the programmes attrac-

tive to stay in the competition
with other commercial chan-
nels. Recently they have initi-
ated making some "package
programmes”.

But the suspicion still re-
mains whether the ghost of
STAR TV network will ever
rome down off our shoulders?
How can we substitute
"Baywatch", "Riveria”,

looking for cable connection to
this extremely entertaining
channel.

A newspaper of China said
that pet dogs become frivolous
unless they are brought in
front of the TV set to watch
evening programmes. They
shake their iails incessantly in
pleasure when they watch
some romantic scenes, be-
come terrified while watching
a violence scene. So there we
are with the Star TV network
fever going all over the world
andofcourse ‘'our country. Who
knows where this fﬂ!!r will
‘Lake us to?

Before you solved it.

Your eyes gave me the love and happiness,

I earnestly desired,
Ymhmtmmeﬂuabadenf

romance I needed,

Mjnurlhnuﬁienletmemﬂ.

All the dreams would have turned into reality,

If the reality had not turned

my life into despair.
i’hﬂbﬂuﬁoncfmmotheﬂmﬂ
was to be initiated,

He wanted to share the honour

by joining the battle of freedom

Letting him go might have been the

end of all my aspirations,

While keeping him to me would have
meant dishonouring my motheriand.

Inspite of my pains and tears,
I bade him goodbye,

With a sweet, H#.’Iekinﬂnhhhpi

He promised me,

"Rakhi, please wait for me, I will came to you,

" With victory at my side.”
Niné miciidha of wor clipend

. The heroes who escaped the wrath of death,

Came back to their beloved ones,

He also came to me keeping his promise,
In a box draped with the flag in red and green.

Tears ran down my cheeks,
I lost to reality,

But with all the sufferings, honour found

My dreams will always be in my heart,
With him singing the tunes of love and victory in my ears.

I was Older Then

by Shamsad Mortuza

was older then. but still a

child |

A trench ws dug in my
playground

And in that borrow. my
nger borther was born
[ was older then,
child
“ My father listened to the
hushed radio

And stormed over cups of

tea,

but still a

I was older then, but still a
child

Everynight, 1 had thé same
nightmare:

The Biharis were chopping
our heads off

And the Pakistanis drinking
blood in cups.

1 was older then.
child -

| played with a empty shells
and helmets

but still a

left in our garrage by uncle
Mukti dear.

| was older then, but still a

child

I heard who looted the
banks

And what Midis touch
swelled the ghost thumbs.

I ws older then, but still a
child My mother gave me fruil
juice and double eggs

Which she couldn't affored
for her younger ones.

1 was older then, but still a
child

Everyone rebuked my father

For being too naive and not
gaining and enemy plot.

| am a man now, but still a
child

| dream of my playground

and think where the new
trench will be dug.

Come rain, hn---ﬂ;- 'I'h_th'lh—-h-#. lptll_'-p-!“hﬂ. m—-hm O rain.

Time |n Frame

‘Time in Frame' is for those interested in photography. Send us your best photograph with a caption (if required) and
a small technical detail of the shot taken. Show the others what you see through the lens. Your coloured or black and
white photographs could be on campus politics, every day Dhaka, of course beauty and anything different fhat your .
creative mind captures which others hardly notice. Every week the best entry would be published in this new column
m’rrc}duc:ed just f-:::-r YOU. Sen::i us w;:ur wnrk rn tima for the next issu& '

Courtesy —

Bangladesh by

On The Road

by Sharier Khan y

ERE is a compilation of
the true incidents on
the roads of the city:

1. Afifa, a smart voung Ly
in her twentles. was driving
hwer "Beetle.” voxwagen one
afternoon. She was wearing
shirt and jeans (that mateers).
Incidentaly, the head light was
on, When she stopped her car
at the Science Laboratory
Crossing signal point, a young
traffic sergeant at first noticed
the head light and then looked
at the driver of the car. Then,
hesitantly he approached Afifa,
removed his sunglass and said,
in English, Madam, you are
Onning the hea‘dlighi of your
car.”

"Really?” Afifa wondered
and turned off the headlight, "I
have just offing it.”

2. Babu, an amateur motor-
cyele engine expert, has a Ne-
groid complexion and hair.
Moreover he loves wearing
bright and loud coloured

dresses. Apparently, strangers.

think he is foreigner from
Alfrica. He drives motorcycles

1'in the city but never carries

papers. He is never caught by
sefgednts.

Yet one day. while he was
driwing through (he Mirpur
Road, a sergeant gestured him
lo stop. Babu stopped. When
the sergeant was approaching
him. in his mind Babu was
preparing an excuse for not
keeping the papers with him.
He even thought of bribing the
sergeant, in case of dire, need.
But the sergeant came, in-
spected Babu's appearance
thoroughly. coughed and said,
“You Sudanese?” Babu could
not prepare an answer to this
quesiion for a while.

"You understand English?”
the sergeant questioned again
Babu nodded his head, it was
true after all. "Okay, you always
carry paper... Okay?" Lhe
sergeant suggested "You po,
Okay?"

BAbu left the spot withowt
utlering a single word. :

3, It was a sultry evening.
The Mirpur bound bus was
jampacked. The bus conductor
was having a hard time collect-
ing the fare [rom passengers.
As usual. the front rows ol
seats in the bus were allocated
for ladies and the other rows
for men. In this particular
crowd, one passenger had de-
cided to stand beside the
ladies. Often. as the buf was
putting on a brake. this fellow

was falling on the sitiing
ladies
The bored and tired bus

conductor at first gently asked
the passenger to move to the
ien's quarter. There is no
space, 1 will not go from here,’

the passenger insisted
On various bus stops the

conductor repeatedly asked
the man to leave the Tladies

corner.” and the man angnly
refused o give up the occu-
pied Lerrilgry. 1

Finally, at the Darus Salam
hus stoppage, the bus became
almost vacant. The bus conduc-
tor, as he developed a hostile
relationship with the passen-
ger, angrilmsaid to this man,
both looking other way, "It is
already dark outside ... why are
you still hanging around the
women's corner, we'd like to
know.” Y

At the Zia International Air-
port biis stand. hundreds of
prospective passengers are
waiting for Gulistan-bound
buses. Suddenly a rushing
minibus stopped there. The
bus helper got down from the
bus shouting, "come on, come
on (ayya poren in Bangla), we
have-seats! we have seatsl”

So everybody rushed in the
minibus, only to. discover that
all the seats were occupied. An
angry passenger caught the
helper by his neck. and said,
"you told me that this bus had
seats!” “Yes, | did. | didn't lie.
I did not claim that the seats
were empty,” the skinny
helper shrugged.

. 5. This is an.old story,
which took place during the
Ershad regime.

The sergeant had seized the
papers of a bus co from
Tangail. The heat at the Zia
Airport area had already al-
fected the mood of the
sergeant. The unkempt bus
driver, looking like a cretin,
put on a silly grin. begged the
sergeant,” Saar (sir), please
return my (fake) driving -
cense.”

"Stop blubbering, you will
never get the papers. You will
be fined, you culprit!” the
sergeant angrily told the driver
who was peeking through the
window. _

"Saar! please saar.” The
driver continued to beg," the
bus owner will kill mel,

“Just the thing | want!” the .
sergeant replied and looked
the other way,” If you ask for
the paper again | will simply
push it in your throat.”

"Saar. my owner will kill
me, | beg you.”

"What's the name
owner of the bus?
sergeant reluctantly asked.

"Saar. Mahmudul Hasan
L
: 'jﬁlhn;udul who? the minis-
er

Yes saar, the minister
Mahmudul Hassan saar!

Fhe sergeant simply
handed over the paper to the
driver. The driver, little per
plexed, asked the sergeant.
what am | going to do now?

“You can go But i you pre-
fer. you can push in the paper

of the
“the

in my throat the frustrated
mergeant. with a deflated ego
replied



