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Liberation —
Through the

Eyes

of a

Child

by Nadia S Hossain

N exhibition of ¢ hildren's

A paintings on the Liberation

War of Bangladesh was held

at La Galeric 1o commemorate the

first death anniversary of Shaheed
Jonani Jahanara Imam,

With over forty participants, all
between the ages of four and twelve,
not one painting was similar to an-
other. Each picture told a different
story. cach child's impressions of the
pain, suffering and even blood shed
caused during the Liberation War of
1971 was clearly represented in the
form of beautiful water colours,
poster paints, pastel colours and
crayon pictures. Children as young as
four and five painted pictures of
amilies crying over the death of their
loved ones who by on the ground in a
pool of blood.

One of the children painted a pic-
ture of a troop of endless soldiers
ammunition above their heads.
Another painted a picture of two
people tied to a tree with soldiers
aiming powerful guns at them, beside
them on the next tree were another
two people being hanged and oppo-
site these four were a number of
people being lined up awaiting assas-
sination. This painting was done by a
nine-vear old.

The impressions of a young child
who was 100 young to have been
there but old e h to realise just
how much people suffered, fighting
for their country.

One painting in particular that

captured your attention was that of a
ten vear who's painting covered al

most everything that people experi

enced during the Liberation War.

starting from the soldiers flying the

Bangladeshi flag entering a small vil

lage with children hiding in oversized
drain pipes to the soldiers kicking in

doors of houses, with women and
children crying over the death of their
hushands and fathers and lastly youny
men and boys on the roofs of their
houses aiming their guns at the en

emy. This one picture depicted all
these different images, all the images
of the ten-year old artist.

Shaheed [ononi Jahanara kmam
was born in Shunderpur of Murs-
hidabad on the 3rd of May 1929. With
an impressive educational backg-
round at the age of 23 she was made
Headmistress of Siddeswari Girls
School. twelve years later she went 10
the United States on a Fullbright
scholarship, she then received her M A
from Dhaka University, Jahanara
Imam became a professor at the
Teachers Training College in 1966,
After leaving the institute in 1968

Jahanara Imam began to get involved

in various socio-cultural organiza-

tions as well as writing. "Of Blood
and Fire", which was published in
1986 and was one of Jahanara Imam's
hest sellers. she wrote a large number
of other books on various subjects.

hence making a name for herself as a

well respected leading women writer
of Bangladesh.

My Special Brother

by Rohin Francis.
I say disabled, most people think of someone in a wheelchair,
but this is really only half the image of disability.
I shall explain very simply. There are two main types of disability,
one 1o the body, one to the brain. The former is usually a person with a
perfectly ordinary mind, however perhaps with a physical from birth
or possibly someone who has lost a limb after birth.
1 do not know a great deal about physical handicap, but I do know about
mental handicap.
My brother, Neil, is mentally handicapped. Mental handicap, as you
know. or may have guessed bv now, is where the affects the
in. There are many different types of mental handicap, all do different
things to the brain, but they all cause certain forms of learning difficulties.
Neil is nineteen years old and at the moment is going to the Richmond
Tertiary College (London ). He is capable of doing nearly anything a mainstream
can do to some extent. In many respects his and many forms of mental
p are in a way worse than physical disability, because they affect the
brain, the mind is not able to make the body do certain things, the
body could probably do them otherwise, but this does not bother Neil!
In his college, which he started this term and he likes a lot, Neil does 'core’
work, which consists of the main subjects of the Curriculum which involve
life skills'. He also takes walks in the park with his friends, where he
studies wildlife. Besides college, Neil goes to three outside college activities
on a regular basis. These are a youth club, Scouts, and another club specially for
people like Neil. The first mentioned youth club caters for anyone who wants
to go, mainstream or not. Neil especially enjoys going there to meet all his
friends and the monthly disco! Even when he is ill, he is always keen to go.
The Petersham and Ham Sea Scouts was ori ' for mainstream
participants only. but Neil and another school friend went along a few years
ago, and they became the 'pioncers’, as now several people from Neil's old
:!gcﬁxhﬁgmﬂmikgcammgﬁcmispmhﬂhhmemmuf
three; Neil goes 1o swimming galas and, of course, Scout Camps. In fact, he
and I have endured nights under snow-encrusted canvas in Ham and the High-
lands of Scotland.
The last club is specially for people with learning difficulties, like Neil. Neil
often goes on hikes — he enjoys walking, greatly — and last half-term he took

a trip to Thorpe Park with his club.

For the last three years, when Neil was in his old special school, Neil
participated in the London Special Olympics. Over these years, Neil won two
gold, two silver and three bronze medals, all either s one hundred
metres or walking, His most memorable run was in the first year, when he won
the gold for the hundred metres after two heats and a final, A few days later he
appeared in the Richmond, Twickenham and Barnes Times, our local

Pmpl:iwith mental handic ften known particular

a ap, are o 0 possess a
talent’. A young adult with severe learning difficulties, and who appeared on
television several times recently, was able to draw buildings and scenery to the
absolute correct scale and to every detail, days after seeing the real article,
mfﬂga&? mﬁﬂﬁmﬂnmmmm+

particular artist was a rare case, but Neil's
really is where he excels. o
I’h:nw:ps{mpping. my mother or father need never take a list, for he
remembers every item. Every week, he pops down to the local news agent and
up the television guide for the week. He will study it for a maximum of
minutes, and for the rest of the week we can ask him, "Neil, what's on
ﬂﬂcﬂ:ﬂmﬁmmdj?",a:ﬂhemﬂlhﬂtnhﬂtﬂuﬁng‘s&vﬂmm

Neil's sense of direction and recognition of roads is superb, and if the
ﬁhu'uhuawnmgmminghtwiﬂhrmtﬂmmm.ﬂrhmm
‘alarm clock'. Because he is such an early riser, he will wake us up whenever we
want.

Neil is also a great fan of sport and he knows a great deal about cricket,

snooker, tennis, golf and bowls. When he watches the TV programme, ‘A

of Sport’, which I believe is also shown on 'Star TV, he gets many of
mmmmmww

whole, Neil is extremely kind, and always puts his family before

himself. He has no hatred in him at all, he is polite and always very concerned

s going on around him. We all love him and we hope he will get on
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. outside . | lit my house

by Sonia Hossain

(% can arvhody wish me for

oy dreams 0 come true when

the couple of weeks | have

bevn only having nightmares. Wild

ones. terrifying, takes the day lights

out of me. | don't know how manvy

more naghts | would be bving awake

my head underneath the pillow
haunsed by v hamnting deeanns.

| am so very confused. davs don't
seem davs anmymore and | just get er
rified when it starts getting dark
, with all
sorts of lights. the electric bill is now
always owtrageously high. | forgot
how it's like to cat and taste deli
cious foods. which goes in your
palatiestimulating all those taste
buds, making them gambolling with
eusLasy,

For | am an epicure. now | eat
fow l for survival ondy. | hate looking
at med they seem 1 turn into life,

- and then starts dosng in most horrible

thing unaginabie . | just loathe think
ing of it ' Talking abowt survival if i
s on for mach longer | wouldn't be
surviving at all. | just live, waiting,
waiting for what God onby knows. My
eyves got huge big dark cycles un
derneath them, my hairs have lost
their luster and growing grey day by
day . mv clothes are a crving shame,
they don't seem o fit me anymore

| and . house stinks. man does it
| stink

The kids next door started calling
mw a witch, | cant really blame them.
I could use a broom for transport ! All
day long | listen to funky music at
least 1o lift my spirits, dance along
with the music or read books on
dreams. insonmia or look into the
mirror searching for an answer, to

where | have lost myself to.

Fori my best friend came over
vesterday one look at me and she
gave a schreek, if only my dreams
weren't that scary, | would have had,
got frightened by her schreek, noth-
ing could scare me now. | used to be
frghtened by a mere cockroach, now
it makes me laugh. 1 laugh and then
start crying, uncontrollably. They (my
friends) suggest that | start seeing a
psychologist, which 1 do, but nothing
scems (0 help much-my nightmares
don't go away, even when I don't
sicep. [ seem to be seeing them wide
aw ake.

My maid suggested it was the
Saturn that had bought my soul. and
that | should offer my body and
mind, and have it garnated with
prayers then they will leave me in
peace. Thank-God I still have the san-
ity not o listen o some illiterate
wilch for nowhere. Tori got me some
food from a restaurant, not much
cuoking herself, we sat down with the
food, she was blabing away how aw-
ful I look and what had happened in
her office since, and about a new

movie. which she would like 10 go
with me. and on and on.

| don't mean w0 be rude | loved
company bt | was not much liking it
when the food was ke somme-
one's vomit. (not that 1 have tasted
anvhodys ). My davs and nights are

drwu:nt.tuﬁh::-
can't much speak Bengali property. |
didn 1 mayself know Greek, but |
could swear | understood it now. To
confirm mvy wildest fear. | called the
University's languagre department. |
exphained evervthing 1o them, and |
repeated whatever | heard my neigh-
bour in Greek 10 a professor who
knew (reck

He said 1 spoke perfect Greek
even betier than a Greek. GOD! There
was onlv one thing left 10 seculate-L
Carma Chowdhury, not in perfect
sound of mind and body is nsane
What next. willl | start singing, kiling
people. burning houses ? Like what
they do when you are mad? Are they
going o admit me to a mental clinmic ?
| cried and cried letting my emotions
out, | stared bawling, | didn't want o
own mry body. my head anvthing,

| didnt know of any family mad-
ness, if there was one, anyway what
did it matter now, | am mad. | just
wanted to be normal. not knowing
what normal was any longer, but still
normal. | put my head into the oven
and let the gas run. But | remembered
it could be lethal 10 my neighbours so
| thought | rather take an overdose of
seeping pills.

It was very misty. foggy and cold
this creature resembleming an
orangutan, it's eve's caught fire in
pools of blood. screaming without
any sound, mrned into a bloody
skeleton. Another disgusting creature
rose from the guner spurting blood
from his mouth, ears. eyes and nos-
trils. sinking awav into a pool full of
leeches. Thousand of screams, of
mad people everywhere, than noth-
dreams.

Trembling with an explosive mix-
ture of fright and fury Carma woke.
She had heard from someone that it
harder 1o die than sarvive. She woke
up to find her best friend Tori, couple
of nurses and a doctor crowded near
her bed. trying to comfort her, She
gave up. What was she fighting any-
way, her battered inner conscious?
How long are they going 1o last any-

way.

She found that she had develop
and enormous appetite, and ate
whatever they severed her and more.

She thought she could eat forever,
and it even tasted great. Whatever it
was, it was just a terrible nightmare,
she didn't want to have one the rest

of her remaining life.

' what is
fine throughout his life and is always happy.

The Sky's the Limit

by Khandaker Tanvir Ahmed
HREE decades ago, when technology. | creating the Crew Health Care System
Alan Shepard was preparing o Space hardware can also be  (CHeCS).
strap himself into a Mercury  adapted for terrestrial research, such This will let astronauts cope with
capsule and become the first  as the Bioreactor, a cell-culture de- anything from routine injuries to
American in space, NASA (National  vice developed at the Johnson Space heart attacks. In the event of a medi-
Aeronautics and Space Adminis-  Center for Shuttle research. In ground- cal emergency, the goal would be to
tration) needed a small, lightweight  based tests, the Bioreactor has gen-  stabilize a patient before putting him
electrocardiograph. erated bits of human lung and small  or her on a Shutte for return to Earth.
Finding nothing of the sortinex-  intestine tissue from normal primary In addition to an extensive phar-
istence, NASA doctors and engineers  cell cultures, apparently for the first ~ macy, CHeCS will include such famil
did the only thing they could: they  time in any laboratory. And while the ~  iar items as a defibrillator and a venti-
built on themselves. That instrument,  Bioreactor is destined for space, part  lator, as well as innovations like an
the size of a pack of cigarettes, be-  of the technology is applicable and  automated clinical chemistry analyzer
gan an era of space medical research  will be marketed on Earth. and a digital x-ray camera that can
that continues with the Space Shuttle While Shuttle missions will con-  transmit its pictures to doctors on
Program and promises to be a cen-  tinue to include medical activities, Earth.
terpiece in NASA's efforts well into  bigger opportunities for industry are Also under consideration is a small
the 21st century. - on the horizon. For the rest of this  CAT scanner to study how an astro-
In the early days of space flight,  century, NASA's focus will be on its ~ naut's bone density changes in space.
medical concerns were always atthe  permanently manned space station,  Once the station is one
fore. Each new milestone in space  Freedom. main goal will be to pick up where
endurance-from 's 15-minute It remains the centerpicce of  Skylab left off, studying human
suborbital hop to the two-week  NASA's p Slated for habitar  adaptation to space flight.
marathon of Gemini 7 in 1965- tion by 1996, the space station will be NASA hopes to have the space
knocked down "straw men" hears  home to as many as eight astronauts  Station, outfitted with the first com-
that the human body would not on tours of duty lasting from 90 days ponents of CHeCS and Biomedical
function in space. But it was not until 1o six months or more. Forthe sta  Monitoring and Counter-measures
the early 1970s, after the Apollo  tion, NASA needs a new generaionof  system, ready for its first visitors
Moo : was over,that  space medical hardware. The first  sometime in 1996. It will include
NASA started medical researchinor-  priority will be to keep Freedom's like gas
bit. crews healthy, and for that NASAis  EKG with Holter monitor, bioi-
Three missions to the space sta- 1 mpedance analyzer, centrifugal incu-
tion, lasting 28, 56, and 84 days re- bator, urinalysis system, osmometer
spectively, amassed a mountain of ahd miniaturized flow cytometer.
data on human adaptation to My MOther Unlike space station crews able to
weightlessness. Skylab crews under- |/ I return to Earth in an emergency, Mars
went some disturbing changes inclad- | Oh! How I love my mother! | astronauts will truly be on their own.
ing loss of muscle mass, bone dem- A —— Autonomous medical care will be
ineralization and a decrease in red Eheen necessary. Computer aided
biood cells. And If I lie tic systems may be included on the
These adaptations to zerogravity Mars ship.
would have to be understood and She couldl mot bear. U the will
dealt with before permanent space need the cﬁﬂky to do"majof
stations and vistis to other planets birth . The of the
could be feasible. But after Skylab, S e ot wm?
NASA settled into a long space flight | 50 that I could liveonearth. | (45 with extremely long shelf life
hiatus while engineers developed a | She is always alert There is even a need for
reusable Space § : $o that Id | “telemedicine’, giving doctors in
Oaly the joint Soviet-American |* I not get mission control the ability“to
mission in 1975 broke the seven-year I "examine” the astronauts using high
lapse. During NASA's hiatus, advances resolution television pictures and
in miniaturization, computers and Oh! How 1 love my mother! other data beamed to Earth.
microelectronics developed for the | Who looks like a choc-bar , the most daunting
space program were finding their way ¢ will be both medical and
into the commercial arena. And smclls Nie 2 flower. psyc al. "We've never done
NASA touted among such "spinoffs” anything this before.” With talk
the tiny, implantable > . like that, it's no wonder they call
pacemakers derived from space | by Aysha Wisam Rashid | space “the fina frontier.”

Rain, rain, go away
Come again another day.
OME people dislike the rain,
they despise how a shower
can disrupt their already set
routine. But | adore the rain.

It spoils me to the hilt, It pam-
pers me until I'm almost gurgling in
ecstacy like a child who's accidentally
found out where mom has been hid-
ing the cookies all this time. Maybe
this is because the rain to me, is a
symbol of freedom from the chains
of everyday life. For a brief moment 1
can break loose from all worldly re-
sponsibilities without the slightest
remorse or guilt

[ don't know whether this affinity
towards rain was God's gift to me at
birth, but I can vividly recall how as a
child of six a rainy day seemed like a
present bestowed upon me from the
heavens. There | was, dressed in the
school uniform, school bag on my
shoulder, standing in tense anticipa-
tion with an expectant look in my
tiny eyes. Like a wretched prisoner at
the gallows I was waiting for the final
verdict of my mother. It was a grave
(uestion that mothers for unknown
generations have been trying to solve:
whether to send the child 1 school or
not in this rainy weather. Then just as
my six year old heart was going to
burst, it had been decided. | would
not have to go. | believe that it was
then that my young mind first de-
cided that rain is synonymous to
freedom.

\ rainy day at Didima's house had
added significance. There were all
sorts of achars, burned jackfruit
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The Rain and |

by Fyyaz Shahnoor

seeds, khichari and a story or two
thrown into the bargain almost free.
And with a troop of four mama’s
and two aunties this young dude did
all the partying he wanted to do.

Chota mama used o tell me
about the Bill Board charts in Amer-
ica, it didn't matter if I didn't under-
stand a word he said, just having a
grown up coversation was enough for
ghost stories which would keep me
up most of the night but | loved to
hear them during the day time.

And then there was Kabir
mama, who, given the opportunity
would grab me by the hair and ask me
recite the multiplication table. I had
serious doubts whether he knew it
himself. Those were the good old
days, I'd give anything to go back.

It's strange, now | come to think
-of it, how my young mind would con-
jure up romantic and sometimes
funny images of rain. I don't remem-
ber, but someone once told me that
rain was actually the tears of genera
tions past.

It was facinated. I had no idea
that dead could cry. 1 used w0

watch the rain in earnest belief, poor
souls what were they crying about?
After all everybody went to heaven
after they die, so why are they sad?
This explanation suited me just
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fine until a distant cousin discretely
furnished me with a more i

and enjoyable explanation to the
phenomenon. It was the dead spirits
urinating on us in utier disgust at the
way the world was being run. Oh, yes,
| thought, rubbing my hands, that's
more like it. Logic was never one of
my finer qualities, and you have to
admit to a six vear old it's the origi-
nality that counts.

As | grew older the scenario didnt
change much. I cherished a rainy day
with as much gusto as befores I think
the lexi s moulded the word
lazy after me. A rainy day means living
in perpetual slow motion. a moral
catastrophe for the workaholic. But
for me, it is as if the devil himself
beckons me to commit the ultimate
sin. ease my body into a soft chair by
the veranda, coffee at my side, and
read an angry Stienbeck or mellow Du
Maurier.

And ever so often | will doze off
into a wonderful daydream coaxed
on by the hynotic stimulae of the
sound of rain. I've carried off count-
less fair maidens and solved innumer-
able world problems sitting on that
casy chair,

| sometimes wonder, it would
have been a tragedy if God hadn't
created rain. You'll agree. if you're as
lazy as 1 am, we're fortunate that he
did.




