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For The Love of A Country

by Sadia R Chowdhury

FTER walking for

what seemed hours. |

asked Tarek how

much further Dhirpura was.

“You silly girl. we've only

walked for an hour.” he said
with a slight laugh.

Only an hour? It seemed
like days. Food... I was so
hungry. An hour? That meant
it was two o'clock already. We
were slill in Dhaka. Would we
be able to get out in time?
What if we didn't? Water.... |
was getting dizzy again.
Couldn't we take a ? No,
we couldn't. We had to get
out of here by four. Boy, was |
tired... but on we walked.

Kamal Bhai was getting
tired. His shoulders were
sag%m . "Here, give Raka to
me. Igtuuk hcrgiand contin-
ued to walk. Hour after hour,
we walked. Finally, my dad
said that we were put of
Dhaka. I sighed with relief.
We had just made it. Accord-

ing to Kaya, it was a quarter
tg‘%our. .

Sunset was approaching
and we were all hungry.
We hadn't had an since
breakfast. We neared a gram.
"Abba, is this Dhirpura?” I
o, b It's still a ]

0. honey. It's still a
while to Dgrpuraf hndt:rg.
we continued to walk. As we

ot close to the gram, vil-
agers came to greet us. -

"You must be hungry,” said
one of the villagers. "Here,
have some mishti.” Another
person offered water. they
pulled out chairs. Tears came

to m{] eyes. Never had | seen

anything so spectacular.
. These ﬂﬁagcrn had very little

to start with. However, what
little they had, they were
willing to share with us, who
to them were total sStrangers.
One of the inhabitants took
out a crib for Raka, We stayed
for a short period of time,
and then continued on our
trips =

I was refreshed : It

seemed as if we were
much quicker. | looked
and saw that there hundreds,
more like thousands, of peo-

le ahead of us. They were all

u:u? from Dhaka. "Where
would all these people go?" |
wondered.

As we passed another

gram, more vill offered
us food. We decm think-
ing that other le needed
it more than we . 1 asked
one of the villagers, "Excuse
me, sir. How much further to
Dhirpura?”

, it's the next gram.
Shouldn’t take you more than
an hour.”

"Thank you," | and
on we went. An hour... that

nightfall,
Dhirpura, and it couldn't have
been a moment sooner. | was
50 thauu!ied H}ri fIt hurt to
move m 8. eet were
wuumy :rgld filled with
painful blisters.

Once we got to Dhirpura,
it was only a matter of
time until I would be able to
sleep on a nice comfortable
bed, or so | thought. Dhirpura
was a rather large gram. We

.had to get directions to find
Hashem Ali's house. 2

I. don't know exactly what
I expected, but it sure wasn't
what [ got. Hashem Ali's
"house" . consisted of one
room only. I just kept on ask-
ing myself how on earth we
were going to fit the seven
people in our family and the
seven people in theirs into
one solitary room. It was
crowded enough with just
their family.

That problem was solved
quickly. Since "shaheb” had
come. the family was willing
to give up their house to us,
They would simply sleep in
other people's houses.

The walls of this room
were made out of clay. There
was no actual floor-it was
made of mud. There was a
single- bed. no pillows or
blankets. Hashem Ali's family
went around to theéir neigh-
bours and found us some pil-
lows and sheets. We placed
the sheets on the floor, and
lay on -of them. It was a
rough t. but at least I feit
safer lh:ll'l I did Iah: t. 1
went to rat quickly,
probably d’icﬁ'g to fatigue, and
woke up fairly late.

The only reason 1 did get
up was because my stomach
was growling. | badn't had
anything to eat since yester-
day afternoon. |1 was just
when | heard him tafking ic

: m to
Hashem Ali.

"I'm . sir, We have no
food at home. Dhirpura has
been " experiencing a severe
drought; there's no food any-
whcli_'ic.“

"Here's some - money,
replied my father as he took
some Taka. "See what you can
salvage from the market.”

Hashem Ali came back an
hour later with moori. dhal,
and some rice. “This was all ]
could find that is edible.”

My mother looked at the
food and said, "This won't
last long. especially with
fourteen le to serve.”

"Well, we'll have Lo make
it last.” lied Hashem All's
wife. “"We'll have breakfast at

L

- eleven and dinner at five.”

Days passed like this. |

we approached.

was hungry all the time, as
were my parents, brother,
sister, and cousins. We tried
not to complain, but it was
very hard. the other hand,
Hn;hcmhiﬂll'n Tl;::;ﬂy ;
said a t . accepte
their fate. a was alwa
crying. She needed milk,
something that was so rare
here that it was considered.a
delicacy.

Amma spent the
day in one corner of the
room
did everybody clse. but the
id everybody else, tt
efforfs were futile. Nothing
helped. 1
derstand her despair. At one
point net too long ago, we
were so rich that buying and
eating food were actions we
did without t , OT car-
ing. Now, the odour of food

never

whole,
ng. 1 tried comfort--

I could un-.

made us giddy. Im e hav-
ing to see your kids starve.
That's pro nhlﬁ the most
painful thing to have to expe-
rience. '
Two weeks went by like
this, and we were dlmost out
of money. Abba had talked to
someone who had just came
back from Dhaka. "It's much
better now.” he said. "The

fi has sto and ev-
%mnﬁhackm

normal .
mother heard

When my
this, sHe begged Abba to

back. "So we'll take a little -
- chance.

‘Anything's better

than this hH-hfute.l-]we are in

t now." My father agreed.

e next day, we got ready to

o back to hakif We never

id see Hashem Ali and his
family ever again.

To be continued
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IKITA! " Sanam shr-
N ===
aring my wedding
dress!”
Nikita looked at her
friend, stunned.

"What the hell are you
talking about!” she exclaimed.

"My dress... You're weaﬂn;
my dress, you nincompoop!
Her hands flew up in the air
in despair. "My dress. You've
made it old. Tell them to get
me a new gne,” she wailed.

"Oh, Sanam! You're becom:-
ing hysterical again. This is
not the time nor the place”
Nikita looked at her exas-

ted. 71 can't help it if our
ehengas’' are so similar.”

"Huh. Who says? My le-
henga is one of its kind and
now you've made it commeon,
just like yours!"

"Your lehenga maybe
unique but my Junaid is
unique unlike your husband-
Jo-be,” she flourished,

"You're simply jealous. |
never should've agreed to a
double marriage with you and
that comic you call unique.”
1II!:h:‘J‘.zlr.r:mn'n 3natcheﬂ Nikita's

enga and stomped off inte
the dressing room. She came
out wearing the dress.

"Sanam., you're looking
pretty in that thing!”

"How dare you say that |
look mnice in this drab outfit of
yours."

Suddenly, a gleam entered
Sanam's eyes.

Tve a brilliant idea... as
Mrn ‘

I" know I'll live to regret
hearing it.” Nikita grmmﬁ

"No! I'm serious.” Then
she fell into a Jong discussion
with her best friend. They
found the ides to be a good
one though there was every
possibility that it may back-

fire if the guys weren't as
stu&?d as they seemed.
e ulled down our
dupattas (veils} sp as to
cover our faces, just

when Iézt door burst : |
"“They've come. m'vt

come,” Mila and Shila cried
out excitedly.

"Guess what we're going to
do." spoke up Mila. en
without a pause said “WeH
hide the grooms' instead of
their shoes and demand
money for them from their
respective parties.” She

lau
out

ed at her own stupid
st. 1 am just joking.”

“The stupid grooms were
too clever for their own :
You know what they
she continued.

ih:rﬁ thegi“mh'
at |
mmmm,- in
from the back door he
n-dehhch:mcmhlulbr
impersonating as the groom!”
Nikita was laughing softly.
her shoulder shook uncon-
trollably as the words sunk

in. 1 always knew Novel to he

an idiot. she thought. Leaning
towards Sanam. she said so.
Sanam was too surprised to
say anything. Mila and Shila,
too. were lurg:'llad by the
reaction they had got from
their elder sister, Sanam
(Nikita in disguise).

Mila and took hold of
the brides' arms and started

“Oh nies, ve to
do that ," Nikita said,

"I tho that brides
were supposed to be jittery

and on the ver
you two have talking a
mile per second.” Shila
“They ks tage
were toas
adommed with red roses,
where they sat next to each
other.

“Hey. Nikita,” Sanam whis-
could you move a lit-
. I'm having trouble resting

™ S
do you to
kick off my own dais?”

e
Nikita laughed slightly.
“lsn't it enough utzt you're

of tears. But

want. ..

p—

stealing mr limelight by
wearing eh -

“Put a lid on it, will you?"
Nikita said with a tense Hittle
’ h
They both at first had
t-«:Ill:v.:mrlr:g th by
nervous e 'eddmg
but now things seemed to
different. Their little jokes

weren't enough to cover their °

NeTVOUSNEss anymaore.

"My goodness! 1 don't
think I"ll even be able to cryt!”
Sanam f ted with her
necklace. But Sanam was

oS

" The Plight of _leve

KAY, so you've finish-
ed your O-Levels.
Now, you've got to
decide which school you'll go
to for your A-Levels. This
decision will lead you to one
of the few English medium
schools in D which cater
to students, at this level.
There, you'll be asked to
sit for an admission test.
Don't worry if you think you'll
fail. It simply doesn’t matter.
Pay enough money and you're

in!
Okay, you've covered the

first leg of the long and te-
dious journey

to '‘Frustration’'.
Now start the classes. Some
schools admit students at any
time of the year this makes it
very difficult for the new
students, the old students,
the faculty, in fact dy.
The new students don't
know where to begin or
where to end; the old stu-
dents find classes being re-
ted. making it extremel
for them: classes be-
come overcrowded and this
causes the teachers of lose’
control over the students;
teachers have  to repeat
classes or have to live with
tHe fact that majority of
his/her class does not know

Students in Dha

they

by a member

w
what he/she is talking about
on their consciences.

These problems result in
this : students are forced to
seek out te tutors. These
tutors. are like the hical
Stymphalean Birds. That is,
profit from the students'
discomforts. Each tutor
cha;ggno between 1500 taka
to taka per month. As
A-Level students are required
to take a minimum of three
subjects, imagine a monthly
‘tutor bill' running into the
big thousands (10,000 taka
or more), not to mention
high school fees, transport
tlolm';l‘.llt;clm:l:e l;onh ol

you may not
have with this but
others dqulhavt trouble keep-
ing up with these expenses.

Another reason why stu-
dents are forced to to tu-
tors is the quality of teachers
in the schools. Some teach-
ers are from stigious in-
stitutions like Dhaka Univer-
sity. But even so, they some-
times cannot get ideas across
to us students. Most teachers
do not even bother to try and
understand how we feel.

There is a dgET in communica-
tion so wide that even though
some students and teachers
(very few) try to bridge it.
they just can't. This es it
cxtremelifrustrating. I'm not
saying that it's always the
teachers’ fault. There are
'‘pests’ within the students —
young people who pose as
students just for kicks, and
disrupt classes by being un-
ruly. As a result some teach-
ers take it for granted that
the whole class is bad and
don't bother to teach prop-
erly. I mean. who'll teach if
students are rude, pass
comments, don't listen to
what the teacher says, and so
on, making complete nui-
sances of themselves? The
teacher 'll want to leave the
class as fast as possible!

But there are some freak
teachers. They act like..... I

n't have the language to
express what they act like).
provoking students to be un-
ruly. They do so by not teach-
ing properly, or by not an-
swering students' questions
properly. This can be very
trying on the tempers of the

students,

You see, we students of A-
Levels are just the victims of
the circumstances. For 0O-
Levels there are so many
good institutions to choose
from but very few for A-Levels
so few that they can be
counted on the fingers. Thus
we are forced to stay in a par-
ticular school, knowing that
the place is not worth going
to, because we have nowhere
else to go. Even if we do
think of leaving, we probably
will not bother as the admis-
sion fees are so high.

Good students who don't
have very good financial
backgrounds have lo study
hard to get scholarships to
study abroad as they cannot
afford to pay for their own
tuition as theyre very expen-
sive. They have to rely on
their O and A-Legvel results to
get them scholarships.

[f these problems could be
solved, or at least modified to
some extent for the better, it
would make life much easier
for sufferers like myself, my
friends and fellow maters. So
please, teachers, students,
give us a chance and your-
selves a clean conscience,

N the 21st of

mber Ihﬂ wr.ntl to
Nepal. Nepal is a
sovereign ind dent King-
dom. It lies between 80.4'
and 88.12' Longitude and
26.22 and 30.4° north Lati-
tude.

The place is surrounded
by Tibetian, Chinese and In-
dian peoples. We arrived at
Kathmandu at 2pm. At night
we went to a restaurant and
saw traditional Nepali dance.
After that day left for
Pokhara.

Pokhara is situated at the
North-western part ol Nepal.
it is a lakeside town at the
lap of the Amrm Iitis a

ey of bea river, lakes,
mountains, Forests and wa-
terfalls. The Himalayan
mountain ranges with Mt

Dhauhﬁtl. Annapurna, Lami-
jung Himal. Fishtail and
especially Mt Machapuctrare
can be seen from ;
The next day-early in the
morning we went to our Ho-
tel rool nn&l n;; the heauﬁ}tﬁ:l
lc:-c:.fpe ramids. ter
seve hours we went the
Phenwa lake for boating.
Swimming and

done best in the lake. We
went to an island temple

0,

name Barahi in the middie of

the lake. The next day we vis-
ited Davis falls. And then we
went to the Tibetian refuge
camp. This was an interest-
ing place we t a num-
ber of handicrafts there. We
also went to Mahendra Gufa a
Cave a series of large lime
stones caves near the village
of Batulechaur. The next day
we left for Kathmandu. it was
a seven hour journey.

The after we came to
Kathmandu we left for Patan.
Patan (Lalitpur) is the oldest
of the three cities Iin the
Kathmandu valley. It is [a-
mous for its Hindu temples,
Buddhist monuments, arti-
sans wo with stone;
wood or After that we
visited Dhulikhel.

Dhulikhel is a small quiet
town. And Is known for its

Nikita thought that the
idea was stu since she had
seen Junaid innumerable

, groom next (o
Sanam, saw face, Junaid
let out a of astonish-
ment. Sanam chuckled. Their
ideas had produced the de-
sired effects they had wanted
to

see.

Junaid started with mock
rise. “"Who are you? And
t are you doing here sit-
next to me.”

i3

by Sadaf Mustafiz & Nishat Hussain

proved to be wrong. The next
thing she knew that she was
crying when the kazi had
come to hear her say kabul
three times!

After that, the grooms
were t in and seated
next to ir brides to be
(Junaid and Novel sat next to
the wrong bride without
knowing soil) Mirrors were
brought to the two couples.
Mila and Shila, each, picked

a mirror and held it up for

the two couples to see each
others face.

“I'm your twin's bride, id-
jot!" she laughed nervously.

People were staring with
curious

‘What an unusual

wedding!” ofie girl sald.
“I"r:ttntcrfunmml tool™

exclaimed another girl.

Novel and Junaid changed
places. The cere

mony ended as as Ii
had n. girls ended
up in their dilferent rooms.

Each sat on the bed which

L]

are F

The R'oydl Nepal

by Jéeshan Ferdous Mirza

traditional crafts, it offers a
:]R:ictacular ﬂzwf of tﬂg Hi-
ayan range, from Cho-
to cast to Himal-chulix innt?'hlz
west. T}u: l;::ﬂectmn of the
sunset in the snowy peaks
creates a beautiful panE:ama

of colours.

We saw the largest moun-
tain ol the world the Sarga-
matha (Everest) from there.
The next day we went to
Bhaktapur ﬂ.nl:iII Pashupatinath.

Bhaktapur formerly
Bhadgaon  is the second
largest of the three cities in

~ Kathmandu valley. We saw a

part of the Golden cow (an
idol that Hindus worship). A-
tew hours later we went to
Pashupatinath.

Pashupatinath is a temple
and is Nepal's holiest Hindu
shrine and Boudhant and one
of the world's largest stypas.
[t is also known as Little Ti-
bet.

After that day we went for
a short trip to Calcutta and
then to Dhaka. And that was
the end of a great journey!

Courtesy Nepal Traveller.

had been decorated with
flowers. The heady scent of
the roses was getting on
Nikita’'s nerves, it was so

jet inside and she didn't

l it one bit. | wonder what

Sanam’'s doing. Nikita
thought.

Sanam too was feelin
restless. This is stupi

Where's that drat husband of
mine! She felt like throwing
her dupatta away from her
face. She couldn't see a thing
because of it. If enly she
could have worn her jeans

_" i

and T-shirt for the wedding.
gshe definitely would have
bern a lot more relaxed.
Now, she felt butterflies in

happened to his voice. Did he
have a cold? And what had he
sald, that | was looki
:reltyn He'd never said t
efore, Sanam wondered
confused. Maybe he was
buttering her up alread
thinking that Sanam d

2 f
0 T

do all the work around the

house and listen (o his
bidding. Well. he could think
twice a t that.

Novel came near her and
raised her dupat{a away from
her face.

"Yeaks! You... You two-
timer. What are you doing
here." she gaped at Junaid.

"What were you doing sit-
ting beside me in the stage?"
Junaid smirked.

"Well....," Sanam said halt-

i with a guilty and mis-
:mwa smile.

'm" »

r

/4

Nikita thought shé would
scream if no one walked

through the door. Sitting in
tion for hours

wasn't a plece of cake jor her.
She felt uneasy in wed-

ding dress. It felt hot. She
thought of .Igln down but
then sat u when she

heard a click and the door
opened. As her husband
umhll:d into the room,

Her eyes locked with a
pair of laughing coffee
coloured eyes but no... it can't

- be!

"Novel'”! What are you do-
ing here?”

“The same as you are.”" He
smiled mischievously. She
almost screamed when she
saw him make an advancing
step towards her.

Crash! What had hap-
pened” Both the Jamai-Ra-
jahs had been thrown out of
the rooms. They lay on the

floor in a heap. .
&
‘Ouch!” cried one of them.

(et of my back you stupid
skunk! screamed the other.
You're breaking my back!”

"If it does. it'll be your
wife's fault! And who do you
think vyou're calling a
'skunk's. you rodent!”

Tm older than vou!” the
other one bellowed.

"Hah! Four minutes
doesn’'t make any difference!”

"If you two don’'t stop your
silly jabbering then you'll
both end up spending the
night outside our rooms!”
pointed out Sanam.

They got up hastily and
ran to their wives. Oops! They
had 1{{1[1? to the wrong brides
again

"Il you guys don’'t stop
fooling around I'll ..., "Sanam

n.

"What'll you do? What'll
you do?" Junaid charged her.

"Go to Nikita, where you
belong!” Sanam pushed the
charging Junaid towards
Nikita. He bumped into her
and both of them went
sprawling onto the floor. Ju-
naid jumped up quickly.

"Why you... "His voice was
drowned out by the slamming
of the door on his face by his
twin.

Novel turned to his wife,
"Now where were we?"




