DHAKA FRIDAY,

HE car was rocking fr-
om side to side as it
swerved around the

bends of the twisting road.

There were three cfﬁupk —
Debashish who was the
car and his two friends, Moose

‘and Shanta. Moose spread out
a map to find the village of
Bh :

Your uncle’'s house isn't lar
away,' he said to De-baslnsh

ﬁuw long are we going to
stay here?' asked Moose.

'‘My uncle told me to look
after his house while he is
away on a business trip. We will

return as soon as he comes

back...' explained Debashish.
‘Don’t worry it's gonna be
fun....

He turned left and headed
north. He was looking for the
turn-off to the road that would
lead him to Bhuapur. He al-
most missed it and then
ammed on his brakes, moved
Lach: and signalled right. Half
an hour later they reached
their destination. Moose

sli d out of the car and,

cd around. They were shut
in the high walls of the
m‘:ig bouring gardens and

above a blank se of brick
in which a sin narrow door
was visible. shish pressed

the bell and stepped back to
get a better view of the house.
At that moment the door in
the wall swung open disclosing
a fat-faced manservant.

‘Aren't you Naku Miah? in-
quired Debashish, but the man
was already turing to them
to enter, so t followed him
up a short covered path and
the door was slammed shut
behind them. 'My uncle told
me a lot about you'. he said to
the servant, but the man only
nodded and led them across
the big room.

"The guy is deaf and dumb..
I'm certain,’ whispered Shanta.
As he spoke the servant led
them up the stairs. They

walked past a ﬁrandfath:r
clack, tlcking slowly and
steadily in its dark wooden

box. On the floor above, they
conducted a quick examination
of the bedroom, and all of
them were beautifully deco-
rated. They decided to sleep in
the same room for the bed was
big enough for two and Moose
would sl on the sofa which
was placed on one corner of
the foom.
The steady sound of the
ticklnf grandfather clock
aintly from the ground
floor. Thtn the little noises of
the night were hushed and an
immense silence, brewing and
terious, séemed to engulf
ﬂn Shadows began (o loom
where no shadows éxisted be-
fore. Debashish was awakened
at midnight By the sound of a
door bangin§ somewhere in
the hou le thought he
heard a sound, a slow deliber-
ate chuckle coming from
downstairs. He lay there for a
while, listening but he didn't
hear the noise again. Some-
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where in the house. the door
continually banged and paused.
Ml:anwhtle both Moose and
Shanta were awakened by the.
banging. They all sat up at the

"same time looking at each

other. :

'It's the wind,' said De-
bashish. ‘Somebody has got to
go down there and close the
door!’

'What's that? exclaimed
Shanta. The shadows in the
corner were forming a mass of
darkness. Something was mov-
ing there. Debashish got up
and switched on the light
There was nothing in the
COITET:

Moose suddenly rubbed his
hands to keep them warm. De-
bashish felt it too — a sudden
chill wind that escalated into a
rushing icy blast, so cold that
it stung his hands and face like
burning fire. The light flick-
ered and went dim and the

room was plunged in darkness -

‘My God! It's cold.' he ex
claimed
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There was something terri-

fying about that once quiet
room and they could all feel it.

Debashish found some can-
dles. and a match box. He
struck one and lit all the can-
dles. They flickered wildly and
then went out. He picked up
the match again and lit the
nearest candle, but it was
snuffed out immediately By
that cold wind. He tried again
but they wouldn't burn. He
then turned to look at his
friends — they were all con-
fused. Shanta's teeth were clat-
tering now.

An unearthly chill seemed
to creep up out of somewhere,
swirling and twisting about
their legs. Then th‘?r 11 heard
a faint low moaring. They
turned and looked towards the
wall on their left. Somethin
was moving in the corner.
violent nmst began to rise from
there. They remained where
they were. the blood draining
from their face, quick tremors
of terror running down {their

The Del-Worshlpper

by Md Kabiruddin

bodies. An awful stench of de-

cay filled their nostrils as they -

gazed at a dark face that was
taking shape.

Time ceased to exist for
them. An utter silence seemed
to fill the room. Then a pierc-
ing scream penetrated the si-
lence. They stood there rigid,
numbed with fear. A tiny pulse
throbbed in Shanta's forehead.
'Let's get out of here,' shouted
Debashish. But Shanta couldn't
drag his gaze from the maliEr
nant eyes which glowed in t
black face. Debashish realizing

that his friend was being hy‘E '
e

sotized. grabbed him b

arm and dragged him tﬂwards
the door. But it was locked
from outside. They banged and
pulled, shouted and kicked at
the door, but it wouldn’'t budge
an inch. They turned to face
the dr:adful figure. It was
mbcking them with a terrify-
ing chuckle.

‘The window...let's get out
from the window, cried De-
bashish. Fortunately there was
a iree close to the window.
Debashish raised a foot over
the sill and balanced himself
on the nearest branch. He then

" climbed down and slumped to

the ground. Moose did the
same thing. But when it was
Shanta's turn, the window
slammed shut on its own ac-
cord. His friends could hear
him banging and shouting but
there was nothing they could
do. They remained there, the
sweal streaming down their
face and staring with fasci-
nated horror at the figure be-
hind Shanta. The face grabbed
his neck with one ha and
pressed his mouth against the
glass of the window. The glass
was misted by his cold breath.

‘Help me.” he pleaded qui-
etly. But his friencfa only stared
with horror at the Eccnc inside
the house. The dreadful figure

ulled him back and banged

is head against the glass. The
glass shattered and blood be-
gan to trickle down the wall.
He then threw the lifeless
body down and laughed

'Let's get out of here
shouted Moose almost pulling
him. With all the speed“l’:atl_?
could muster, they ran to
the fence bc:,rund which their
car was waliting. Moose had
broken out into a sweat and
was gasping for breath. When
th rcathed the fence, De-
bashish saw that his uncle was
standing beside the car.

‘What's happening here?
Debashish panted.

You're all here to be sacri-
ficed to the Devil.' said his un-
cle ahn'w'InF the bared teeth in
a snarl of ferocious rage — his
eyes glinted hot and dangerous
with the glare of insanity.
‘What are you talking about?

shouted Debashish. But he only
gave an evil laugh. 'Oh God,'
sobbed Moose. 'Oh, God, d:ar
* God. He's a devil-worshipper.'

‘Don't be afraid,
sacrificed to the Devil your
soul will become immor-
tal...Don't you want to be im-
mortal?' said the devil-wor-
shipper with an evil smile on
his face.

Debashish felt that if he
didn't do anything fast, both of
them were going to die. With a
sudden access of bitter fury, he
turned to his uncle, and seiz-
ing him by his shirt, shook
him like a mad man. 'You mur-
derer,’ he thundered. Tl kill
you.' But he wasn't too fast for
the devil-worshipper. With an
incredible swiftness. his arm
flew back and the next ond
his fist struck Debashish with a
smashing blow full beneath the
jaw. For a fraction of a moment

e was lifted from his feet, and
then he crashed on his back.
Now it was Moose's turn to do
somethirig. With the agility of a
bull he lowered his head and
charged him with silent animal
ferocity.

But the devil-worshipper
moved aside with lightning

- speed and caught his neck in

Fassmg He jerked him off his
et and sent his spinning
head foremost against the car.
The- side window shattered.
Moose's lifeless body slowly
slid down leaving traces of
blood on the car. Debashish
realizing that his friend was
dead dashed for the car. He
flung open the door. tumbled
in and pgot the engine going.
The car rockete forward,
plen:in%. the silent darkness of
the t with its great head-
lights. 'I11r:n to his joy he dis-
covered that he had left that
sandy road behind and was
running through a well-lit
street towards his home. He
passed through the twisting
streels, now silent while its
inhabitants slept. He then
pulled uP before a twelve sto-
ried building. He ran up the
stairs to the first floor where
his flat whas situated. He was
almost out of breath.

He had never subjected
himself to such physical exer-
tion. He allowed himself to
smile a bit thinking of how
narrow his t&t:aﬁ; ad been
and also felt sad knowing that
he had dragged his f[riends
into such terrible death. -

Once he was inside his
well-decorated room. he heard
a noise. It came from his bed-
room. Who. who's there? he
cried out, but there was no re-
ply. And now the door was
slowly opening. It swung back

upen its hinges. Then the Devil
walked out with an evil sneer
on its face. The red eyes began
to g,lﬂw in the dark far:c

Oh God!" cried Debashish.
His whole body began to jerk.
He tried to run away but a re-
lentless force was drawing him
tnwards the silent menacing

if you are

For The Love of A Country

he Army had secured

all of Dhaka. They con-

trolled everything from
communi®ation to- trarlnpurta-
tion to water supply.

They had done such a
good job that to other nation it
mgmd aanccilf the war had al-
ready en ni up the
schools and uﬂ?cp:u a?'lgd dgdnr
ing that
was merely a facadc H:me uf
the true atrocities that oc-
curred were heard outside of
the country. Everyday, hun-
dreds of people were killed
and tortured for absolutely no
reason; they never did any-
thhil(g to hurt the government.

amal Bhai also told me
that since Dhaka was secured,
the army was advan into

neighbo cities and grams.
They burned down huts ran-
domly. They tied up families
into a bundle and shot each of

them one at a time. Torture
was a common OCCUITence.
However. the Pakistani
army had one disadvantage.
They did not know the area as
well as the Mukti Bahini. The
Mukti Bahini hid in boats and
arttcipnt:d in guerrilla war-
against the army. Another
uﬁu e was the g aphy of
East stan. East Pakistan
was filled with marshes, lakes
and rivers. On the other hand,
West Pakistan was rather dry.
Pakistani soldiers were very
superstitious and they never

got near the water bodies. This -

made the army much weaker.
The Mukti were able to
take over all of the land that
was near the water.

After a whilé, the Mukti
Bahini regained rhost of East
Pakistan. Independence was
almost guaranteed.

It was now December. The
war had been raging on for
’iﬁﬂ[ months. Though 'East

stan was giving very good
fight, the West Pakistani army
refused to give up. On Decem-
ber 5. Kamal Bhai and Tarek
come to me with wonderful
NEews.

Youll never guess what
happened.” said Tarek enthu-
siastically. His boyish face was
lit up with joy.

‘Hmman. Let me think.
Could West Pakistan have.pos-
sibly agreed to grant us our In-
dependence?” | said with a
touch of sarcasm. | was con-
vinced that the war was near-

ing its end.
"Nope.” replied Kamal Bhai
with a grin. | racked my brain

trying to figure out what was
Enir;g on. At the end, | gave up.

oure right. I'l never be
able to guess. What's going
un"*‘

"Indira Gandhi sent her
army to hciﬁ us rebels.” Tarek
said with a smile.

"What?" | asked.

by Sadir R Chowdhury

“India has officially declared
war on West Pakistan and is
going to fight on our side.” an-
swered Kamal Bhai with a huge
smile,

"You're right. This is won-
derful news. The war should be
over in no time." We all ran to
tell Amma the wonderful news.
She, too, was overjoyed.

El:f'nl‘t nuw India only
helcred nendlng us arms

:ttmg our soldiers train at

b Nagor. Now, .she was

wi ing to risk her people's
lives to help us.

The war was become highly
ublicized in other countries.
engalis in foreign nations

raised both money and aware-
ness for our cause. When the
United Nations discovered our
plight, they sent all sorts of aid
to help up.

My fifteenth birthday was
on December 5. For the past
two weeks or so, | was hoping
that the war finish before my
birthday. Unfortunately, my
wish didn't come true. I was
sulking the whole day until I
saw the beautiful cake my par-
ents and bought for me. It was

a h:av:nlf vanilla cake with
i

rich cious chocolate
frosting. When my parents told
me to h::w out the candles, |
knew precisely what to wish

for — treedom.

On December 9, | was able
to get the hewspaper first. As |
was reading the cover story,
my mouth transformed into a
smile. West Pakistan was re-
treating from East Pakistan!
They were letting us form
Bangladesh! The treaty would
be signed on December 16. |
ran to my parents roorf® to tell

the good news.

e Pakistani that oc-
cupied East Pakistan knew
now that no matter what hap-
pened, they would lose. They
were given an ultimatum of
leaving b{; December 16. Of
course, ey wouldn't leave
without causing a little de-
struction. The army went
around the country ¥It¢ral1

massacring peu le by the hun—
dreds. Among the people they
killed were university profes-
sors, writers, film directors,
and p-uwcrh.ll businessmen. Ev-
eryday, the papers reported
the deaths of East Pakistan's
most revered people. Among

them wer: Munir Chowdh

a writer, Zahir Raihan, au?’m
director, and Altaf Mahmud, a
poet and music director. This
way, when East Pakistan was
given its independence, it
wouldn't be able to sup port it-
self. Those who weren't killed,
v maimed for life.

Un December 9. my father
received a phone call during
the night. The caller, one of
Abba's friend's said that my fa-
ther had to leave the city as

the

soon as possible. The Pakistani

army was looking for him, and

E he was found he would be
illed.

Evcnlhuugh none of the
mn;‘? ydamily partjci:
pated directly in thc gutrilla
warfare, we ail supported the
Joy Bangla group. My father
donated large sums of money
to the Mukti Bahini to help
them in any possible.

Without telling us what was
wrong, my father simply said,
‘we must leave Dhaka tomor-
row.’

To be continued.

Mohammedan Sings The Last Song !

LAS curtain falls on this

rs cricket |eague

s year's champion s

Mohammedan. The played all

their games like thampmnl
and won the cup quite

edly. While lhcir archrtvall
ﬁh-hlm became too confident
mfﬁ;..h got the third

ani couldn't play

thclr natural They were
in eat dilemma. They
lll well, but at last lost
their grip. Brother's Union this

year pla really well The
didn't ﬂlﬁdw:u h{n after 1»!»*1:1:?Ir
ning the Jewel Mustaq, Sriti
tournament, they got back
their confidence and started
some adorable cricket
matches. They became run-
_ners-up with 24 points.
Brothers Union achieved
this due to their captain Zi-
auddin Ahmed Shoven who all
the time gave courage to his
. Biman another force in
the domestic cricket {eague
couldn't plnj' according to the

them this season. In the last
match they fought well with

Mohammedan They weni
down by two wickets
Al the last maAlch Mo

hammedan Captain Aminul Is
lam, behaved every badly with
Pakistani umpire Mehboob
Shah It wasn't expected from
a player ol his calibre But he
later apologized Next year
Bangladesh |Is going to play in
tht ICC Trnpﬁ Lﬁ"hry musl
stary practising Ifrom now. or
later they might face tremen
dous problem BCCB already
started looking for a good
coach. They are soon suppose
lo get one. Meanwhile Eulh
istani Master batsmen Zahir
Abbass wanted o coach the
Bangladesh leam But BCCB led

down his pr by thinking
about the failure of Mahindar
Amarnath In fact they are

looking for some one profes-
sional, and they would prefer if
the coach is from England or
Australia have already
told the ICC about this matter

And they are going 1o get a

coach

soon huprlullv

by Ishrak Ahmed &ddiky Bangladesh couldn't

ll}’ nr
this World Cup but nul?
dot 94 thnuund pound Iur par
ticipating in the 1CC Trnph'f
Fournament

In the last ICC, BCCB's In

vested 60 lakh to coach the
Bangladesh National team
BCCB had to give 22 lakh Taka
to Mahindar Amarnath, unfor
tunately without good results.
BCCB Is still facing another
problem, that is sponsers for
the Bangladesh National team
BTC has stepped down from

this position as had Navana.
Navana stopped sponsonag Lhe
domestic cricket league,

BCCB also couldn't earn
much this year, because the
people got ured of cricket
after the World Cup. In the
match between Abahani and
Mohammedan there were 5
hundred to 6 hundred people
only In the future two impor
lant lournamenis are coming
up. One the ICCrsand other the
qualification for the Asian Cup.
which will be held in 1999 1
our players fail. the people of
Bangladesh will have no place
to hide their anger and sad-
ness

WI"s Wnrlcl Cup ‘96

- by Hftekhar Rashid

F the World Cup Cricket
'M brought anything to
Bangladesh. it is the
augmentation of the preval-
ence of this sport in our
cou . (It must noted that
cricket was always a popular
sport in this nation, but
never saw the
streets used as cricket
fields during the continuous
hartals that the r
Boveite face]
“It is a form of recreation,
and the public loves cricket!.”
sa‘;s a middle aged man, who
I;ng cricket on
thc utmeta While the rwtlv:
nntiuﬂ tournament was

tnw would taEEttm:

Eup home. West Indies, Pak-
istan, and Australia were the
‘hot favourites'. while India.
England. and South Africa
were supported by many. In
‘the latter part of the tourna-
ment, a large number of
Bangladeshis supported 5ri
Lanka. who made it to the fi-
nals, and won the Cup. The
students and a faction of the
m:-rking p-apuiatt were able to

petition to the
ﬁﬁ lest mrm hrcnusr of the

continuoms useless hartals
which are very common in our
country. "Hartals are great only
when such a tournament is go-
ing on.” declared a Inend of
ine. /
Some other aspects of the
tournament are worth noting
PILCOM {Pakistan-India-Lanka
Committee] was very success-
ful in organizing this contest
This competition proves that if
these three nations embark on
something. they can do it. in
spite of the slralm:d relations
tween them, ially be-
India and F' stan
" However., the chaos by the
Bengalis at Eden Gardens
shows how idiosyncratic the
Bengalis are. They love cricket.
and were emotional when
saw their national team lose to
Sr! Lanka. However. the next
day. 13000 people of Calcutta
signed a state t that they
are so far their behaviour
During chaos at Eden Gar-
dens. one [Indian was seen
with a placard that read, "We
are sorry! Congratulations Sni
Lanka!" West Bengal ( hief
Minister Sri Jyoti Basu also
apologized on behall of the
peopie of Calcutta

Sri Lanka deserved the Cup
more than any other nation.
Sri Lanka played in twent
World Cup matches from 197
to 1992, and lost 16 matches.
while winning only 4 of 1992
and never reached the quarter
finals. In this year's$ competi-
tion. the isl & won all the
six matches that they plaved
with the giants like Indfa,
Australia, minnows Zimbabwe
and Kenya, and lhc team of
Enﬁ]and They ayed very
well, under the Ica ership of
Arjuna Ranatunga, and with

t players like Aravinda de

and Srinath Jaysuriya.
Thc grutul advantage of the

Sri Lankan players was "that
they were always relaxed,
Ranatu was always very re-
laxed, played well. and took
swift decisions. “Arjuna played
well.” said Mark Taylor, the
captain of runmers-up Australia.
The victory of the Sri Lanka
team, constituting both Sin-
halese and Tamils. should be

SFeT as a of reunification
This shows that the Tamils
and Sinhalese lation of Sri

Lanka should unite for the fu-
ture.

Even though Kenya. UAE,
MMHuihnd ayed
in this Worid Cup, Bangladesh
did not gqualify Let us hope
Lha!-r'fﬂmthﬁnlnﬂng
land after four years.

Why is Life So Comphcated For Us?

by Somaiva Shameem

MATS THE SPIRIT. BOY)
WHEN 4 WAS YOUNG | U
10 PE FRUSTRATED Too-

HY does life have to be so complicated? This is

probably the question, most t

s ask and the

eenager
very same question that baffles adults who ponder
over it's importance. On the other hand, this is the guestion
to which no mcmﬁrr ever finds an easy answer. Why does it

have to be this way”

This is the age when we teenagers are considered to be
neither children. nor adults; we are dangling somewhere in
between. Maybe life itself is very simple. Hlﬁﬂ’x‘ we are the

ones who make it complicated. Perhap- we

nd life comphi-

cated because during this phase. we face situations we never

had to deal with before.

Maybe it is
Jems to be

efficient

the parent's efliciency
their child to face hh.ﬂ"hﬂ'
Some

simply because adults don't consider our prob-
problems in the first place, and helping
fetched Iantasy Once | came across a quote saying
you are as a parent depends on whether
lnenml have problems or teenagers are

us is a far-
that, "How
you think
problems.’ | think

depends upon how much they can help
oblems.
people like to believe what they

like to understand what they believe. Al this

understan®™ Others
age we don't

know what to believe because in our society very few people

practise what they preach.

Maybe life is c
at this
kno to solve
why do even adults

Answer:? -

omplicated because if we deal with
age. we will turn out. to be wiser aduits, with the
oblems we are faced with. Then again,

ave to face problems?

It is almost as il someone up there is testing us. Testing

for what?
Answer 7

Ma
nmmuy:md
have fun. So,
But always maintain
courageou

that is what life is all abdut and there is no use

groaning. Most people say that this is the
go ahead | Have fun and enjoy
limits. Study

0
life to the fullest.

seriomsly and face your

. You'll see that life will turm out Lo be

problems
just fine. But you have to live with theteenage blues.
After all, if you want a place in the sun, you've got to put up

with a few blisters

Can You Wipe Her Tears?

have a little [riend. |

won't tell you her name,

but yes, we can assume a
name for her. How about
'‘Sarah'? Sarah and | have been
friends for many years. What a
good friend she is. All her
secrets are known to me and
mine are known to her, too.
But still. sometimes | can't
understand her. Sarah
becomes emotional but yet,
she controls herself. Once |
asked her why she tends to get
depressed at times. And how
on earth could she overcome
her fear. anger and tears? She
lold me her story. And now
when she's not with me, let
me share the sadstery with
you. This is what she said:

"You know, Sam, llllll a very
very ha person. ove ev-
eryone rﬁmw And | love my
mother. too. But something
deep in my heart makes me
feel guﬂgc The feeling creeps

into m art. It keepa saying
and uylng ‘No! You don't love

your mother. you just like her
as a mother. Hut nothing
more. And do you know the

reason? No, you don't. Cause

by Samia Israt Ronee

this is the one and only secret
| haven't told you.

When | was four, we lived in
an apartment. In our .floor
there were four other apart-
ments. In The house next
door, there lived a family of
three. including a boy of wmy
age. He was my only playmate;
| used to p IIL with . One
day, Mu ad given me my
bnth and told me tn go to their
house, lay there for exactly
half an r and also said that
after I return. she would wash
my face with the newly bought
children's soap. That was
the toast of all children. Any-
way that's the business,
let's not bother it! I went
to play. But Sam, | was then a
little girl, a playful child! How
could | have known that the
hands of the clock moves so
fast; it was in no time that an
hour or so had past.

When | knocked our door
no one answered. | ¢ried and
cried but still Mummy didn't
open the door. When the next
door aunty came. she also
knocked. It was only then

Mummy unlocked the door
and let me in.

I had to wash my face with
my own hands with an ordi-
nary soap. The bubbles kept
going into my eyes and they
got red. At lunch | had to eat
alone. And I couldn't and still
can't bear eating alone. And |
forgot to tell you, Mummy gave

‘' me lhunch not at lunch time but

long afterwards. And all this
time I was weeping alone and
lying on my bed. A four year
old couldn't rational the reason
or such behaviour.”

All the time Sarah cried,
tears rolled down her cheeks.
Next she told me. she couldn't
stop loving her Mummy. But
whenever she recalls this inci-
dent she blames herself and at
the same time that weird feel-
ing comes up and makes her
weep. And when she.is afraid.
or sad she herself remembers
this story and makes herself
think, "T've been through such
lear. why should | be afraid?
This is nothing!” But. | know
Sarah doesn't want that feel-
ing, and not to tion those
lears. | can't help
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