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E got on the train at

m o'clock in the

morning. My father
had come to see us off. I

looked at my friends, Bushra

and Nazika and saw the
excitement in their eyes.

Yes! we were finally goimng

to Sylhet. It was a nick-of+
the-moment idea of burs
which. entailed a lot of dis-
cussions among our parents
finally coming to a compro-
mise. that my mother would
go with us and we would be
staying at my cousins place
who was a manager in one of
the tea there.
| My brother, Ben and one
of his friends, Sayeed seeing
the opportunity had also
some¢how trailed along with
us. So on 24th June 1994 we
finally set off.

The train started off at
quarter past seven. | thought
we'd ‘be too excited to sleep
but: after two or three hours
of journey Bushra started to
dosk off, with the rest of the
excited travellers following
And lucky for me, | was

Dhaka. And then there
were the bungalows. They
m gorgeous. were
right out of a
fairy-tale book. My cousin
latér told me that they had
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taking a bath and
having lunch we went to the

H

factory near my cousin's bun- | #
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and the sound of different
kinds of machinery greeted
our ears. We looked at all of
them and asked the labourers
what they were doing. They

answered our questions pa-
tiently. It was all very fasci-
nating.

That night we all played
monopoly. To liven up the
game everyone tried his best
to cheat. which was reduced
to a minimum by Ben. the
honest banker. Since we
were very tired that day we
went to sleep right afler din-
ner.

Early next morning Bushra
and | went for a walk to ex-
plore the placeffurther. The
early morning light made the
vast landscape of tea gardens
seem even more magical. We
noticed that though early but
the women were already busy
at work. picking tea leaves.

-~ Sayeed

by Hana Shams Ahmed

We had walked quite a long
way — entranced by the
beauty of it — we realized
that we were lost. We started
to walk back and look for a
landmark te find our way
back. I soon spotted an old

“tree with initials marked on

it, that we had noticed ear-
lier. I started to run excit-
edly, lost my balance and fell
right into a paddy field. |

' stood up and turned around

to see Bushra laughing her

head off. Whmwecamehackf

we found that Nazika and
had gone on a motor-"
cycle ride.

Later we went to a stream

nearby. It was breathtakingly
magnificent, but very slippery
where the mosses grew.
had a great time there and
came back after an hour or

« 80. Us went into one of
. the ooms to shampoo
*  our’hair and Bushra clumsy as

usual (sorry Bush, no offence
meant) fell right into the
bathtub.

We had a party invitation
to one of my cousin's col-
e's place that night. We
decided to doll ourselves up.
Sayeed must have taken it
very seriously because he fin-
ished halfl a jar of my cousin's
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Sylhet — Heaven on Earth

hair-styling gel to obtain his
"wet-look". We had a good

, laugh much to the poor guy's
 embarrassment. We set off at
"one am and reached their

bungalow. in forty-five min-
utes. On the way there we

sang loudly in the microbus.
After having a good time

there we reached our bunga-
low at five am, half-asleep.
On the days that followed,
we went to Tamabil, the bor-
der of Bangladesh. We also
went to Sripur, Jaflong and
Madhobkundo. We loved
Madhobkundo the best be-
cause of its magnificent

scenic beauty. The falls and
the greenery was overwhelm-
ing. I had no idea Bangladesh
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was so beauttful, '} *

We spent the nights gos-
siping or playing cards,
sometimes till fuut or five!
am.

But like all good things,
our week-long trip had to
come to an end. We came |} .
back to Dhaka with my cousin |}
and his wife on their micro-
bus on lst July. We were
quiet for most part of the
Journey, ‘lost in our own
thoughts. Bul as we neared
Dhaka. everyone started to
moan and groan. Dhaka was |}
noisy and ugly. our dream- |

To ne who hasn't
gone to Sylhet. my advice is, ]!
"go there, you'll love it."
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What is a Myth?
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" natural powers.. They: were, in fact., not able to
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Being a Chair

by Reshmin And Jesmin Haq

. T was one winter's day,
-1 was with a

dozen of other chairs,
yes Fam a chair, it was very
cold, tough the heating was
on but I still could feel the
cold as most expensive chairs
like me do. | was only two
months old, | was made of
the best tree in whole
England and burnished win.
The brightest colour, and I
also had a wonderful cushion
fixed to me, as | was too
expensive people didn't
won't to buy me. until now,
the shop too opened a young
handsome very young man
came in, he had come to buy
a chair, he started to look at
the chairs, for a while then
he looked at me, then he
asked how much would | cost
he liked me very much. he
said to the shop sales man, "I
like this one, my room would
look wonderful with this lit-
tle chap”. Se soon | was set
on the top of a black toyota,
and takes to a beautiful house
with a little garden. Then to
my new owners room it was
a room full of books, an ordi-
nary chair and a table a bed
and a pile of a games a twin-
ner, a TV, a VCP and a large
wardrobe, he set me sear his
bed. My owner's same was a
large he had two younger sis-
ter and a father and a mother
whao growled when she saw
me as for wasting so much
money on a chair, just like
humans. they use things kill
them, but never care about
them, George liked see very
much, so did his sisters, they
loved to sit on me which
warmed me to my they
never stepped on me or did
any thing rude, as long as |
was beautiful, cosy and
comfortable, George's
favourite time nittjng on me
was, when he had a wonder-
ful mug of hot chocolate milk
with a book.

Now I'm quite old and
worn out. My celour has
faded. my cushion is almost
flat, and I'm quite wibbley
wobbley all the time. George
sits on me less and when he
does he is always rpugh on
me, | feel very lonely know,
nobody likes me anymore,
One day George came in with
a hot cup of coffee. he was
just about to sit on me when
suddenly he tripped over the
carpet and spilled, the mug
full of coffee on over me. you

-wont believe how terrible |

feilt my whole body burden,
and nobody ever cared to

.wipe the coflee of me.

Things were terrible for
me sow, | was always cold,
lonely and unhappy, one day
George and his mum had a
terrible row, George's mum
was so0 mad at him, that she
took me up, life makes me
shudder when | think about
it, any way and thawed me to
the door. My back was half
broken, and | was more
weak, george picked me up,
but didn't fix me nobody even
didn't looked at now, until
one say, George was sitting
on the ordinary chair, when
one of his friends come in a
French boy, George told him
to take as cat, the boy's eyes
fell one me and asked George
in French as George know's
French "ES.cc use chaisc?”
You know what George
replied to this, he said that
I'm a stool now on expensive
chair like me compared to a
simple stool is insult, and
disgrace, its just like hu-

"mans, they use something

worn it out, break it, burn it
throw it. From then | realized
George or anyone else would
not look at me any more. But
with the hope, of one day Ge-
orge will turn his face and at-
tention towards me once

again. By that | am still living.

Note:

Please send typed or
computer printout of your
article to us. Otherwise our
press department face seri-
ous problem with your H.
writing. — RS Editor.

Jokes!

You're very late in
coming from school,
aren't you?
'1 stayed in for fencing
lessons, Dad.’
‘Right — tomorrow you
can help me mend the
one behind the garage.’
‘Doeter. how can | cure
myself of sleepwalking”
‘Sprinkle tin-tacks on
your bedroom floor '
Have you any

experience with
machines” the foreman

asked the youth
Yeah-slot and pin ball!

For the Love of a Country

T eleven o'clock, we

all crammed into my

father's car. Our des-
tination was still unknown.
We were definitely going to a
gram, but which one, we
were unsure of. We could
either go to my paternal
family's gram, which was
Jessore. erwise, we could
go to Faridpur. my mother's

No matter where we went,
we had to cross the Padma
River. Once we crossed the
river, we could to either

am, whichever was ‘safer,

ause they were beth on
the same route,

To ctrl'nu tthrIm' we haﬁl
to go throu irpur, whic
waE a mree‘hhuur drive. Mir-
pur was tly filled
with Biharis. Biharis were In-
dian refugees. When India
and Pakistan divided into two
different nations, the people
from Bihar. India, who were
Muslim decided to leave the
Hindu nation and settle in
East Pakistan. The Biharis

by Sadia R. Chowdhury

were Muslim, but spoke
Urdu. Basically, Mirpur was a

rd‘gf‘:mmm

wondered which side H-
haris would take. Would
help the rebels, or wou
they the Pakistani gov-
ernment? | didn't have to

wait long for an answer,

As we approached Mirpur,

we got stuck in a traffic jam.
Ever so slowly, we inched
forward. After waiting ' for

whllletmudllkemm

Tarek annoyed. He

out frjr: the window,

beta. H.w fur is to
The boy replied, ©

mile, sir."

"Well, in that case, it
shouldn't take us too long.”
he told the rest of us. As we

., we saw a lot of

cars turnh'lg;u:k.
“1 won why they're
turning back.” | said. | heard

a lot of clamor ahead. It
seemed as if the area was in

pandemonium. =

A man a

dtnldlhtdﬂmtuoﬁ
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ther than this. 1'£
are killing any Bengali pass-
ing through Mirpur. It's
chaos up ahead.”

- "Thanks for the tip.”

voice.

The driver tumed the car
around and started
back to the urban area

T HE 30th of January,

1993. It was a bright

shiny day just fit for
some excitement or ‘real life
what you call! But for me, it

meant nothing like that —

just another usual day at
school with the boring
sequence of Jlecturing
teachers. | was sitting there,
in class, half drowsily,
completely ignorant of the
turmoil of events happening
at that very moment......

My brother. Timothy — it
is better if you call him
Timmy — was -(and is still)
the naughtiest creature on
the face of earth. Perhaps. it
might sound a bit exagger-
ated but to us he, actually,
seemed so. That day he was
not allowed to go to school
since he had femperature.
However, he would not ac-
cept it. Timmy, somehow,
managed to steal his way out
of the house and down the
stairs. [We were then living in
a flat on the fifth floor.)

After half an hour or so.
my mother realized that the
house was unusually quiet for
Timmy to be around. At once,
the alarm was raised. Both

my parents started searching -

every nook and corner of the
house but in vain.

My mother checked every
flat on our building while fa-
ther went out of the gates In
search of his three year-old
son Taking a rickshaw. he
travelled deeper into the lane
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I am Old Enough

by Najla Sushoma Khan
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at the rear of which our
building was situated. Calling
out Timmy's name the whole
time, father reached almost
the end of the lane There, a
rickshawpuller informed him

that he had seen a little boy
of about three, wearing a
black sweater and white

J
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trousers, afound that area. He

also mentioned that two

teen-aged boys had taken this
kid to a house on his own
rickl After requesting him, to
show the house, my father
was soon on his way to that
specific house, His heart was
beating fast — pounding, in-

the basis of their tion.
As myths were imaginary stories, were bound to have
N— ' — imaginary characters in them. is why they had
Pho A K M Mohsin r:f:ru;um:htn ; ml::nsters fairies, gln;::; and
gods ese characters powers were
much more than h&fnm
Different types of m wcwmmlbnutthcum:thing
in different of the world. It was, in fact, these
that gave rise to different rcl:lg!dnu in various
: parts of the earth.
owned a large rice |
masew | What is a Saga?
I'E word — — was used for l.’lljf ttory

huﬂlcdeadlnl'a medieval |

dual tcam:tumnnhgmtﬁﬂnmlm

about a or social group or dynasty etc with several

chnpten cantos or even volumes.

A saga has several s of heroes added to it. These
heroes may be real or half-real and half-i . But
on the whole, theﬁ'lmemrkoflhemlmm.hhumd

on truth,
An epic is indeed a a but it is in poetry whereas the
are in prose. For le, the Mahabharata is one
of greatest epics in the world as it was composed in
poetry. But we can say that it is a ufthc eventful
story of the Kuru dynasty. Colonel d's "Rajasthan” is
a saga of heroism of the Rajputs who dominated the

Indian political history for about 1000 years.

- What is a Fable?

fable is a short tale not at all based on fact. It invol-
ves animals as essential characters in it and carries
e nmun:n[urthcmdera The animals are described
talking men or to one another wi foolis
and in all other wa uhumlnh;rf;ydu e

‘ s are a . Panchatantra too is
(To be MM_ gt collection of fam each of ch is lcl:m
fact! o E:fu m:rélml n;;:cnuﬂh] fables are, in fact, very
as as e. can impart
The bell rang ‘t"hh“’“{ * in most difficult situations and lead one out of
seventeen opened door Fables are a good source of wisdom, tact and other noble
My father explained the situ- means. Thus they go a long way to put one onto the road
ation and was finally permit- to success and - if their morals are translated
ted to sit inside. Just thén a into to-day life. So, fables should not be read for
familiar giggle of laughter only but for learning to be a successful
caught his ears. Timmy, person as well.
walked into the room, .
anmg i o weer | WWhat 1s a Folk-Tale?
girls. My father's heﬁt. % .
.klppﬂl hﬂ.nﬂ M-ﬂﬂmﬂ& fanciful stories handed down
A N F ey thcy'umt mngm mmﬁt mmum
ular as at pa er
mm-mmm ts). K

. My mother was in no

: a natural fanciful way. As the human and fears are
;:mﬂfm;:ﬂ:. thlmaem:tmthewﬂd,ncmnndm
bours folk-tales in tly apart countries. There may be
pletdly: and ‘hev neigh ‘differences in the versions of these similar -
were trying their best to wthurthumH-Mtumm
comfort her. My mother | pypoet social group has its own folk-lore traditions
stepped outdoors, recklessly mtlm-.lt- ‘tales are based on these traditions
and hopelessly. at that and beliefs. So, folk-tales are very near to day-to-day life
moment; she sight of " The element of fancy and tion gives them colour
a little boy coming her way. Mm.ﬁllmﬂt.tlﬂ highly fascinating.
ﬂmymﬂlﬁﬂly'llw- It is for this reason that c are very fond of folk-
‘up the stairs, with no care of tales. - " ?
the world. Seeing my
me worid e~ What is a Fairy:

he put out a straight innocent
face and simply declared, 'I.
was just going to school....I

Later, when | came to
know this whole incredible
incident, | could not believe | |
my ears! Is it really plausible? }
Wow! | wondered why and
how he ever dared to do it. |
got an even greater shock
when | asked Timmy, "'Why?

Timmy valiantly answered,
'It's no big deal....... | have

them.
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