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JOURNEY THROUGH WILDERNESS

{'ring  ----- C--r--1-
weni on the alarm cluck Tht-
boisterous sound rang beside
my ears, breaking through l'rw
silence of the early morning.
opened my eyes lo welmnw
yet another morning.ancther
new day. With Lhe maximum
reluctance. | managed to raise
mysell from the easy bed and
after proelonged sireiching.
wert for washing.

Aier getling ready lor col-
lege. 1 comne oul of the room to
see my mother set' the break-
fast Lable. A cup of milk and
slices of bread lied there on

the table for me to swallow and

put them inside my stomach
which, at-thal moment, con-
tained so si;{n of appetite.
" Alter | finally
[ took: my books and bags
while my mother followed me
to the door and whispered,
prayers as she waved good-
bye. ¢ ' |

As | slepped® out ol the
door. a different world awaigd
me. Tt was a world which was
in 110 way similar %o the one. |
just had lefl behind - a- world
which could build me or de-
stroy me: | fioticed the *boy
next-door peeping through the
newspaper.he was read-
ing sitting in his balcony and

enjoying a cup of tea. Then:

after having a gﬂmp&e of this
ligures. he smiled. rather an
mﬁnﬁl}" (as his favourite "sport
gear' walked away.)

. 1 walked through the nar-
row lane lined with tall. green
trees, . towards the main
street, in search of a rickshaw.
| passed a few of those little
shops that sell tea and ci-
varettes. - Melodious whistles
reached my ears and I com-
plimented them in silence.
They surely were experts at
making  the music: it defi-
nitely required- a lel of: prac-
tice. and that 1 knew they did.

Y now and then at the very sight
of ‘'one ol my kind. On-the main
sireet. | came across rick-
: uhawnpullﬂrs smiling mysteri-

linished eating, {

ously and asking or ralht r -
sisting me to ride in their ve-
hicle.

. Getting up on one: | -lrli
him. .the puller. te put up the
ltood as 1. heing a girl. leel sale
and much more secured to
have a shelter over iy head. As
the vehicle advances lowards
my college, a car with two pas-
sengers pass by my rickshaw.
One of them turns to discover
whal is under the shelter and
then a few moments later,
froom nowhere it appears be-
side me again. This time one
whistles while the other puts
out a dirty finger through the
window. | sit wondering what
pleasure they could have had
obtained from that inane act.

Finally | reach my college
and paying the puller, | enter
the gate which introduces me
Lo, yet another new world. Boys
and girls scattered all around
the area. Some carrying books,
some rushing to class-
rooms,some disappearing be-
hind trees, some ' chasing girls
with fowers or letiers and
some just sitting idle ready for
attacking their preys. As | pass
by them with trembling feet
and a frightened heart, they

ithrow a paper plane at me and

thien burst into  guffaw. Others
fake the trouble of turning to
see what is going on. Then
they continue “whatever they
were doing. Later, | join my
friends a{ru:l enter my class-
room.

After . long hours of

" monotonous leetures, the final

bell rang at last saying good-

bye to my classmates. | get for
home inunediately. | felt much
rélieved when | reached there.
It is probably at such a time.
that is alter harassments
teasings. boting clasges uand
torturous heat of the -outer
world. when you taste Lhe
unparallel sweetness of home.

* At the lunch table, nfy mother

arfinounces that she m:eds 1o
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go Lo lht super market and |
would have to accompany her.
Even though | was fatigued and
unwilling to go to such a re-
pugnant place, | had to agree
to what she said. A couple of
hours later, my mother hur-
ried me lg get dressed. That
ended my rest and obeying her
| headed straight towards my
wardrobe:

We went out of the house in -

the evening and walked down
the lane' in search of rick-
shaws. On the street many cars

e ———————————

Getting up on one; I tell
him, the puller, to put up
the hood as I, being a girl,
feel safe and much more
secured to have a shelter
over my head. As the vehi-
cle advances towards my
college, a car with two pas-
sengers pass by my rick-
shaw. One of them turns to
discover what is under the
shelter and then a few mo-
ments later, from nowhere
it appears beside me again.
This time one whistles whi-
le the other puts out a dirty
finger through the window.
I sit wondering what pleas-
ure they could have had
obtained from that inane
act.

passed almost over us, suune
irritating
smiles and some with remarks
which made the colour ol my
face change within seconds.
No one seemed to give any
heed to the elderly person ac-
companying me.

I gxperienced worse a silu-
: in the market.the crowd
there is like a bee hive.

As my mother bargained, I
stood still praying for thal hor-

rible time to pass as quickly as

possible. We walked through a

-

' become adults. AL a poind,

crowd of hundreds from one
shop to ansther until my
mother could make up her
mind. At times, people would
push up hard apd pass by
without an apology. well then
again, it is not necessary in
case of intentionally commit-
ted mistakes. Suddenly a paw
crept up my back and | turned
back to discover a man — smil-
ing ds if we had been acquain-
tances when finally we came
out. the air felt much refresh-

'ing and cleaner.

As soon as we entered. my
father complained about us
taking so long and staying out
till dark, etc. etc. mother, ig-
oring his sayings, started her
tories, about the crowd. the
traffic jam. and the high price
of the items. | walked to my
room for some rest afler wash-
ing and changing. | picked wup
the newspaper that lied idly
on the bed. | turned through
the pages as at once | stopped.
My attention was drawn py the
news of the housewife's brutal
murder. | read
plece as my heart filled up
with shock. The two rape
cases that were filed months
ago has yet not been solved
and the criminals neither
found not arrested. How pa-
thetic! 1 turned on to the last
page and | shuddered to see
the picture of the woman — a
victim of acid. A life destroyed
by her husband for dowry's
sake. | had had enough for the
time being so to feel lighter, |
joined my parents who were
engaged in a conversation. It
was on the common subject
which parents discuss [re-
quently when their daughters
my
father stroked on my head
through my lLair and said, "now
that yeure voung. we're wor-
ried about you., all the time.
Once we put your hand in a
man's hand, we'll be free from

all these worries” | liftel my

head and could not help star-
ing al him in wonder.

THE MISSING AJACHINE by Sharier
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cling 1o my body. It's

Aresh

the entire

VERYTHING is so qui-

el. Too quiet. Is thal
the sound of water, the
sound of the river below?
Ripple —_ripple but it's so very
different in the night. | can
even hear the wind whistling
pasi — Lhe wind is so strong.
I's making my cottdn nightie
such a
wonderful sensation ... bul is
there anyone about? No. whe
wourld be on this bridge at hall
past three in Lhe morning? |
have to hurry up or | might
change my minds 1 hate
indecision bul damn. ['ve got
that guality.

Mnun... the air snwlls deli-
cloys — so. so-earthy. Is it
cowdung? | love that
scent wo. Scent? Did | say
scent? Ha! Ha! What a time to
replace ~'stink’ by 'scent’
Maybe you love everything —
even cowdung when, when
you're about to... Hey, how
aboul a kule waltz on this hu-
mengous dance floor. God. this
bridge looks tremendously
enormous. La-Lala-la, Ri-riri-

. | dance well. It's a pity no
one's looking. I'm so light in
the air — it's as though il |
could leap a litile higher I'd
reach the moon. The sky is so
clear — infact, too clear. Some
of those stars twinkle, a few
don't — the stubbern ones. |
guess you can't blame planets
for not twinkling. | hate being
factual; it's an irony that |
studied sciences | wonder
what if there was a heaven be-
yond a sphere of stars
Plolemy's idea. wasn't it?” Who
cares? | probably won't end up
in one anyway. Maybe there's
no space for me in any heaven.
Hmph. 1'd rather be the gueen
ol hell. ave a space for me in
hell. God — You don't like cow-

ards like me do you? You hale

sinners. don't you?

No one loves me — nol even
God. Sniff. | should've gol some
tissue, the unperfumed ones
mother bought yesterday. Oh.
mother, sigh., you'll miss me.
won't you? But you should be
happy 'cause I'm not going to
cause. you anymore trouble,

Yéu. father, Amit, the whole

world got hurt because of mé.
I'm alwavs the cause — the
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Bridge, Below Heaven

by Susmita Roy

cause ol pain. shame and griet.
Well, | hope you can forgive me
one day. What am_| thinking ali
these for all over again? I've al-
reacly thought and thought 1&r
days, Besides, that note's going
to be helpful — it explains ev-
ervihing, | wondder who se go-
I'I"I-E to find it am® when? Hal
H:t' [t's jnst like in the movies.

Oh gosh. T'd better hurry up
before they start looking for
me, In that cinema | saw the
other day. that fool of a
heroine took so long in jump-
ing off the cliff that a man
came and grabbed her just in
time. Why can't they just leave
vther people alone. Itterfer-
ence. | hate interference. |
hate everything, | hate the air,

the stars, the bridge, the water .

vl most of all 1 hate myself.
How | loath mysell,

Why did | have to be born in
ihe flirst place. It's not fair on

me — | hadn't any say in my

birth. But then. who does? Why
does man exist anyway? Why
couldn’t Earth be devoid of liv-
ing beings like any other de-
cent planet. Then there'd be
no one to think about and solve
ricdddles aboul existence, space,
black holes. the big bang or
the big crunch. Who would
know anything about hunger,
poverty, unhappiness, [rustra-
tion, anger., fear .... Am 1|
scared, afraid by this height?
Why is the river so [ar below
the bridge? It'll take ages (o
reach the 'water. What if 1

change my mind in mid-air?

Thlilttht;ﬂnilwnndﬂﬂl :
can do a somersault while I'm
about it. Ha! Ha! My laugh
sounds a bit hollow now.
doesn't U7 Is my pulse rate
faster? it must be adrenalin.

I won't, yes. | will not
chickenout now. 'm too close
o being free — Shame on me
for even thinking that | might.
Shimul. where's your courage,
your ego — you lily — livered
chicken? Chuck! Clhack! He! He!
'm cackling too much. Sad
people always laugh in excess.
they say.

Moon light on water-waves.
Ripple ripple, splash splash —
beautiful. Ooo! Look there's an
extraordinarily wonderfully
lovely hue in the horvizon. it's
al it change colour. Gold. or-
ange and now scarlet'— as it
veils of colours npening one by
one. | could scream. I's oo
sacred w0 be seen — | don'l de-
serve it. Hey. where's the
moon? Oh my hard, it's gone —
clisappeared. help it's dawning.
But | don't care. | love it. | love
every moment of it. | wam (o
see Lhe sun, that big wonderful

red disc. Mmm: the air. Inhale
it Shimul. Breathe. breath

deep and exhale even devper.
Gret all that despair, pain. Irus-
trationn — everything evil out of
your system. Ah-h, what peace.
You re a new person now.: The
down has shown you your way.
( elebrale your new life, girl.

Yoi're not a coward. you re

_no c¢liicken. You're now brave

enough to face the world’s
challenge. | challenge you
world! The whole world
against a girl — ng. a mature
women. Ha! So you thought I'd
flee — flee like an iImmuture
low creature. No. | can and will
be strong: ne unwanted breeze
can break me — Shimul. Life is
so very short and there i8 so
much to do. | want to start all
over — life's game isn't easy lo
win but losing is. 1 won't lose
in the easy way. Be it the hard

way. 1 know I'll win.

Goodbye river. I'm going
hame. Home to my family and
Iriends. Thank you O river for
teaching me so mueh. Ripple
on as you always did and always
will.

e

Beethoven : The Symbol of Change
by Arman and Ahsan Latif

[ IKE many of the past
composers. Haydn and
Mozart. Beethoven gr-

ew. up in a family that regarded

music with high esteem. The
esleem,. however, sometimes
crossed to torture. It is said
that his father sometimes
made him practice piano till
dawn. Such conditions later
paid-off since’ al the age ol

[ twelve he had composed sev-

eral piano compositiens.
Although Beethoven has shared

a musical background similar -

lo past composers, he grew up
to be a musician whose per-
sonality and music was very
different than any other musi-
cian of his time. His attention
was more towards expression
than form — a shift that would
clefine the beginning of a new
period, the Romantic period.
Beethoven's music like can
be divided into three periods.
The first period, when he was
still influenced by Haydn and

- Mozart, consistg of such comni-
" positions as the Pathetique pi-

ano sonata and the First
Syvmphony. This period ended

around 1802. The Third
Symphony, the Fifth
Svmphony, Fifth Piano

Concerto and Opera Fidelio be-
longs to the middle period
which ended about 1816. In
the third stage, Beethoven
suffered from deafness and
thus created very intense and
individual works like the Ninth
Symphony, the Missa Solemins
and the string quartet. Grosse
FLige. 2
I there is one word thal
characterizes Beethoven's
works, it is "change”. He was
deeply affected by the French
and Industrial revalution and
the Nepoleonic Wars. A lot of
the changes Lhat took place in
human life and philosophy did
not escape him. He in [act,
made these changes Lhe basis
of most of his work. Beethoven
had .shown that he more than
any other composer repre-
sented the new artist in the
field of music. Musicians also
say that Beethoven's music was
very dynandc and demanding.
That was very different from
other composers whose aes-
thetics involved calmness ad
serenity. For Beethoven, the
aesthetics lay in the strange
and struggle. In Vienna
Beethoven rapidly became the
favorite music attraction of a
close knit aristocrats. But he
never served aristocracy. He
rebelled against such social
conventions as the aristicracy
To make his point clear he
created the Scherzo, an alter-

form of minuet, as a
intended towards the
He believed in the

native
joke
arisltocracy.

~human emderprise of freedom

and free-will more than any

other composer of his time or

of his past. »

[f musie was a pleasure or
past-time for most musicians.
it was the life-blood for
Beethoven. Said a famous mu-
siec historian "To Beethoven
himsell it appeared that he re-
alized his true being in music
and in the intercourse with na-
ture which was for him an en-
trance into the unseen world.”
What he could nolt express
through words or gestures, he
expressed it through muSioc —
very different from the classi-
«al notion of form and deco-
rum. It is thus not surprising
that many musicians regard
Beethoven as the bridge be-
tween Classical and Romantic
music.

Beethﬂwn s attention to
change and expression is evi-
dent in his Fifth and Ninth
symphonies. In the first and
last movement of “the Fifth
symphony, Beethoven begins
with a loud orchestra. The two
movements are very dynamic
and fast. Also his transition
from the third to the last
movement is a gradual
crescendo to a very loud and
torceful beginning. The depth
antl force of this symphony ex-
press Beelthoven's inner strug-
gle as a man ad also indicates
the 1deals ot Jdemocracy., hb-
erty and friendship. His ninth
svinphony denotes the more
sublime nature of Beethoven as
a deafl person. This symphony
barely has any resemblance to
the classical pattern of fast,
fast. dance-like, fast music.
The Scherzo forms the second
movement and the slow music
[orms the third movement.
The first movement has no
rhythm or melody, no estab-
lishment of the major or minor
key, ambivalent on tonality and
altogether chaotic. This is- very
different from any other music
of his time and is indicative of
the tremendous changes that
were taking place in his life
hecause of his deafness.

([Fush:- progresses with time
and musicians make those
changes. For the classical pe-
ripd Beethoven made the
changes He laid the founda-
tion for music intended for
expression rather than con-
formation to form and deco
rum — a style adopted by the
Romantics No wonder he is
considered as the symbol of

« hange
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" IS too  hot!. its
- bhodling!’, lis killing!'
The electricity is

gone¥ 'Its too muddy!. vou
might exclaim,but during a
typical Dhaka summer season
thats exacily what happens.
The eleécericity goes off off
when vou need it most: It
starts raining when your are
without an wmbrella. All these
are deflinitely awful, sweaty,
situation. Hang on readers,
there is more (o it. The tem-
per rises with the tempera-
ture, - :

Suppose, you wake up in
ihe morning covered with
swudl. Yo have (o get Lo
sclhioul suiickly, Hul as soon as
your tven e tap o wash your
face, vou find onut. — there is
no warer Nexl voun try (o wrig-
gle iuside your stiff uniform.
Bul the tie your are ready,
vour are panting, wishing you
were in Antarctica. But there is
more. it school, the electricity
yvou off during physics class.
So. you are left with all those
theories going in and out of
your head. Sound awful deesn’t
it? Well. lets try lo look at the
good sides

Firstly. there are wonderful
pick and chutneys which
lasies betler in summer, S5Sec-
ondly. the unripe mangoes
ealen with salt are always
ihere.

If vou are a fashion bufl
then there are light, pretty
summer outfits 10 look forward
to. Then there is always the re-
freshing lecream. Sure, you
get them gll'vear round, but
nething like it in summer. You
can show ofl (if you are a snob)j
your Rayban sunglasses Then,
' COUTrse, excuses
about incomplete assignmenis
due to electricity failure. The
free classes due to unhealthy
conditions i the rlassrooms
Wait! There is then the whole
L HTUTET Vacallor

The summer
buth

vacallon Is
the studious

' Dhaka Summers

SHALLL R
'zomnbie’ and the lively, non-
studious coel cat'. The stu-

dious zombie’ wakes up early,
befire the summer sun, and
grabs a harmonjum. which is
supposed to be melodius and
which 1 don't doubt is. Then
he or she practices 'Sa’, Re,
‘Ga’ at the top of their lungs.
After sometime, he or she set-
tles down at the desk and be-
gins Lo study. They are in a
world of their own. The sum-
mér heat doesn’t bother them,
the electricity failare doesn't
bothier. therii. They finish the
year = svllabus or at least 1ry fo.
dourmme the ‘vacation . Yawn!
Yawn'! Yawn! Let's see how the
lively, cool cats spend the day.

He or she wakes up reason-
ably late in the morning. Skips
tlhe breakfast somehow and
blasts the CD player. He or she,
tired of listening to the com-
pact discs, then grabs an in-
teresting novel. Alter lunch, a
compulsory. one hour tele.
phone chat. Then maybe a lit-
tle walk on the road or an ice
cream al Dolce Vita. They
prance around the town but
they never ever study. Two ex-
tremes, ‘two different world,
sounds pathetic,

For those average. aclive
ones there is always a sum-
mers job. It could be babysit-
Ling your baby cousin or neigh-
bour. It could be washing the
car. It could even be selling
jugs ol lemonade. Il these are
not your style, you can sil

home and make accessories,
handkerchieves. little purses
If Lthese are not appealing
vou.then take week long

courses. Courses that will bring
out a lalent you never knew
you possessed Tshere Is just
s0 much to do with summerp
All this added up mght be
wonderful. might be awful, bul
it 1s up to you (o enjoy the
stinuner In ume you will fod
that your fornd nmewmories are
tangled up with the
Dhaka sumimers

0y Y



