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feeling | was back in
the old days. when we
were kids, when we were young.

At that time the days seemed
endless with the sun shining
brightly. on top of our heads..

we just lived for fun. bumet:mcs
it seems as though the rest of
my life is just a show! Those

were the days....!

As the years rolled by and I
moved further away from those
beautiful childhood days trea-
suring each moment and each
memory framing the joy to last
a lile time.

| will always remember the
days of my childhood when I
used to Pl“ in the open fields
among the wind and the trees,
the soft chirping of birds mes-
merized me. One had the [ree-
dom and innocence to do what
he chose and taste by while it
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was offering its most sweetest
varieties.

The last times where during
the weekends when we would go
to my grandmother's house and
play in her garden., Under the
shade of the trees we would play
all sorts of games, imaginable
and taste all the fruits and
herbs growing around us. I re-
member tearing up rose pelals
and trying to get their [ragrance
inside a bottle. 1 recall sucking
the thalamus of a hibiscus for
its honey before any insect

could. .
| remember the times

when we would steal the car
keys and open it and sil down
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and pretend it was a spaceshi
and we were on a million-dol-
lar-mission to discover life on
other planets. We would succeed
and we all would be covered
with gold!

In those days we never had
any difficulties, disappoint-
ments. loads of homework or
worries about exams. Its juslt
too bad a child grows up quickly

leaving his lovely childhood
forgotten behind.

That's the way lile is, isn't
it? We only have our precious
memories of childhood to guide
us in troubled times. At times |

wish we could time travel and |
could go back to those days but
only enjoy every moment ...... A
But nothing can bring back
those times. Those were the

The writer is
come to our Daily Star office
and contact the Rising Stars ed-
itor on Saturday March 15,
1997, at around 3.00 PM.
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HEXEN 2
.AVEN Software's
mega 3D game

Hexen's success has inspired
the making of the second
part of the game with all
new bright and crisp
graphics, loaded with weird
sounds. Anyone playing
Hexen before would love to
play this game. However,
this game is still under con-
struction. Here's a news
release from Raven

software:

You thought that Korax
was the last of the Serpent
Riders...

You were wrong!

Coming soon, the latest in
the Heretic Cycle, Hexenll
(Working title).

Chnuse from one of four
character classes to fight

your way to the depths of
evil and destroy the last of
the three Serpent Riders.

Each character class has its
own set of unique abilities

DHAKA FRIDAY,

i
4

1'+E s

3 PP

that are gained and
improved throughout the
game using an experience
system.

With five weapons per
class, four of Hhit‘ﬂ\ can be
powered up with the Tome
of Power, you'll have free
reign of 36 death dealing
weapons!

Hexenll uses the gquake
technology to propel the
player into a realistic
environment of fear and
darkness.

Lightning flickers
through the clouds, rain
drops fall from the heavy
skies, and torches flare in the
depth of the night. Run,
swim, walk, fight and fl
your way thruugh 30 levels
of real areas and intriguin
action... but be careful,
there's more to this game
than quick reflexes! A sharp
mind and cunning
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intelligence will be needed
to overcome the various
puzzles, tricks, and traps that
can be encountered. Add
these challenging puzzles to
a large list of all new
creatures, and you will have
a game to be reckoned with.

Hexen

Be prepared...
second quarter, 1997,

By Sharier Khan

Coming

HAT was the week Ann

Taylor came to teach

Summer school at
Green Town Central. It
was the summer of her twenty-
fourth birthday, and it was the
summer when Bob Spaulding
was just fourteen.

Everyone remembeired Ann
Taylor, for she was that teacher
for whom all the children
warnlted to bring huge oranges or
pink flowers, and for whom
they rolled up the rustling green
and yellow maps of the world
without being ssked. She was
that woman whn always seemed
to be passing by on Ja_',rs when
the shade was green under the
tunnels of oaks and elms in the
old town, her face shifting with
the bright shadows as she
walked. until it was all things
to all people.

She was the fine peaches of
summer in the snow of winter,
and she was cool milk for cereal
on a hot early-June morning.
Whenever you needed an oppo-
site, Ann Taylor was there. And
those rare few days in the world
when the climate was balanced
as fine as a maple leaf between
winds that blew just right, those
were the davs like Ann Taylor,
and should have been so named
on the calendar.

As for Bob Spaulding, he was

"l think we can pretend you
did.” she replied, smiling, and
at this smile he finished the
boards in an amazing burst of
speed and pounded the erasers
so furiously that the air was full
of snow, it seemed, outside the
open window.

"Let's see,” said Miss Taylor.
"You're Bob Spaulding. aren't
you?”

Yes'm.

"Well, thank you, Bob."

"Could I do them every day?"
he asked.

"Don't you think you should
let the others try?"

“I'd like to do them", he said.

"Every day."

"We'll try it for a while and
see," she said.

He lingered.

"I think you'd better run on
home," she said, finally.

"Good night." He walked

slowly and was gone.

The next morning he hap-
pened by the place where she
took board and room just as she
was coming out to walk to
school.

"Well, here I amn,” he said.

"And do you know." she said,
"I'm not surprised."

They walked together.

"May I carry your books?" he
asked.

"Why, thank you, Bob."

walk out of school and across
the yard, which was empty, the
janitor taking down the chain
swings slowly on his steplad-
der. the sun behind the um-
brella trees. They talked of all
sorts of things.

"And what are you going to
be, Bob, when l?lnt:-u grow up?”

"A writer,"” he said.

"Oh. that's a big ambition : it
takes a lot of work."

I know, but I'm going to try,"
he said. "I've read a lot."

"Bob, haven't you anything
to do after sf:huﬂl‘iyo

"How do you mean?”

"l mean, I hate to see you
kept in so much, washing the
boards."

"1 like it.” he said. "l never do
what | don't like.”

"But nevertheless."

"No. I've got to that." he said.
He thought for a while and said,

"Do me a favour, Miss Tay-
lor?"

"It all depends.”

"l walk every Saturday from
out around Buetrick Street

by Ray Bradbury

"Gee, this is swell,” he said.
"This is the swellest time ever
in my life."

"I didn't think I would ever
come on a picnic like this," she
said.

"With some kid." he said.

"I'm comfortable, however,"
she said.

"That's good news."

They said little else during
the afternoon.

"This is all wrong,” he said,
later. "And [ can't figure out why
it should be. Just walking alon
and catching old butterflies an
crayfish and eating sandwiches.
But Mom and Dad'd rib the heck

peace and happiness forever,
when suddenly the court house
clock struck. It was a block

away and its great bronze boom
shuddered one's and made
the ash of time sh away off

your bones and slide through
your blood, making you seem
older by the minute. Stunned by
that clock, you could not but
sense the c flow of time,
and as the clock said five o'-
clock, Miss Taylor suddenly
looked up at it for a long time,
andthmsh:putdﬂmhcrpul

"Bob", she said.

He turned, startled. Neither
of them had spoken in the
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"First, let's admit that we are
the greatest and best friends in
the world. Let's admit | have
never had a student like you,
nor have I had as much affec-
tion for any boy Il've ever
known." He flushed at this. She
went on. "And let me speak for
you — you've found me to be the
nicest teacher of all teachers
you've ever known."

"Oh, more than that,” he
said.

"Perhaps more than that, but
there are facts to be faced and
an entire way of life to be con-
sidered. I've thought this over
for a good many days, Bob.
Don't think I've missed any-
thing, or been unaware of my
own feelings in the matter. Un-
der any normal circumstances
our friendship would be odd in-
deed. But then you are no ordi-

I know myself pretty

a? 1 think and I know I'm not
sick, either mentally or physi-
cally, and that whatever has

evolved here has been a true re-
gard fnr

our character and
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the cousin who walked alone
through town on any Oclober
eveniing with a pack 'of leaves

"It's nothing," he said, takm%; but thhose are not
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spring in the tart waters of the casc he was anc lhﬂw nappy l E:L "I'm afraid not.” sirest trorn 1938 e 1942. just if I was ten years older and sell. and c::rtatnly you can't ex- board, slowly washing out the
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his face by autumn. Or you never did. When they reached "Yes, I'm sure of that, but 'm ry make all the difference, "l guess I'd better get ho ing up and down.

might hear his voice in those
treetops where the wind enter-

the edge of the school ground he
gave the books back to her. "l

going to be busy."
He started to ask what. but

becam® @ full-ime wrlier In 1943, mﬂﬂhuﬂwg
nUMerous alh@w arﬁm te mﬂwm@ﬂa befors

that's silly.” he said,
how tall a person is."

"to gnby
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he said.
"“You're not mad at me, are

He moved away from the
town the next week and was
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at the world, and later you
might see him on the lawn with
the ants crawling over his
books as he read through the

"I'm not sure | do, either,
Bob," said Miss Taylor.

“Why we're friends,” said Bob
eanestly and with a grea® natu-

And orange pop and just walk
along, taking my time. [ get
down to the lake about noon
and walk back and get home
about three o'clock. It makes a

His

fietion was established with he
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The Marilen Chronleles In 1980 (published In
England under the e The Sllver Locusis, which

protested.

"I know it seems foolish.,”
she said. "When you feel very
grown up and right and have
nothing to be ashamed of. You

There's one more thing. I
want you to remember, there
are compensations in life.
There always are, or we
wouldn't go on living. You dcn't

again until he was almost
thirty and married, and then
one aprlng they were driving
through on their way to Chicago

and stopped off for a da:,r
long afternoons alone, or ral honesty. rih il® e feel well, either do 1. But
S LA real fine day, and I wish you'd describes the first allempis of Ea people have nothing at all to be well, now; n
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haps some other time."

A few days later she found an
old copy of 'Great Expectations’,
which she no longer wanted,
and gave it to Bob. He was very
grateful and took it home and
stayed up that night and read it

house and many days she wmﬂ
start to say, "Bob —" and tell
him not to come to meet her an
more, but she never finishe

and finally he eifect on the Marilan ssiilers of @

the early atomic age of the 1950's : the (ear of

nuclear war, the longlng

for @ simpler life,

reactions @wﬁaﬂ mlw and censorship, @nd
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"You have,” he said.

man, though his body is only
thirteen; by some miracle of
circumstances and fortune, this
is a man, with a man's recogni-
tion of responsibility and posi-
tion and but unul diat

"] don't like that,” he said.

"Perhaps | don't like it, ei-
ther, but do you want to end up
far unhappier than you are

"If only,” he said.

“But I'd be thirty-four and
another person entirely. per-
haps. No, | don't think it can be

done.”
"Wouldn't you like it to be

cone?" he cried.

*I'll never forget you,” he
said.

"It's nice for you to say that,

even though it can't be true, be-

at first, and then one of them

" i r " bered.
He looked at her and said. "1  masslve nuclear war on Earih. In an ideal climate. Bob, ok L . "oh the pretty teacher
s dn't h ked you, e ilelsm e maybe someday they will be "If only you'd wait for me, . yes, pret .
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come to think of it., she never

had.

He walked out to the ceme-
tery in the afternoon and found
her stone, which said "Ann Tay-
lor. born 1910, died 1936." And

\

in the town saw Bob Spaulding's’
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' =2 y 1d." H t there a long time. Later in the day the people
’ beyond sight of her boardi dinary world. e sat the g
.

wife strolling to meet him un-
der the elm trees and the oak
trees, and they all turned to
watch her pass, for her face

saying it, and he talked with Best Ammerican Short Story colleciions (1946, 1948, now? Do yor want :}-#h of us to cause | life isn't that way. You'll e At Bt aien p
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| 2;1:;1 ‘;‘:’ﬂﬂuaﬂd gtlf::]ri El:rI:::\vm.lnpg anxﬁrl Wﬁﬁ;&:ﬁﬂ. the Benjamin Fronkiin Ewglﬂg E tainly wnuIJ . There really is "I'll never forget, I'll find a she walked; she was the fine

on Grandmother's porch, or
picked oul a solitary tune upon
the black piano in the bay win-

"Yes'm?"
"Never mind." She walked
away.

Eﬂing to school. She found a
utterfly on her desk on Friday
mnrning She almost waved it
away before she found it was
dead and had been placed there
while she was out of the room.
She glanced at Bob over the
heads of her other students, but
he was looking at his book; not
reading, just looking at it.

It was about this time that
she found it impossible to call
on Bob to recite in class. She

1984, the Aviallon-Space Writer's Assoclalion

Award for besi spa@

ce arlicle In an American

ne In 1967, the World Fanlasy Award (ot
llletime achlevemeni, and the ©rand Masier

Award frem he
America.

Sclence® Fletlon Wrliers of

out of me if they knew, and the
kids would, too. And the other
teachers, [ su ld];poae wnuld laugh
at you, wouldn't th

peaceful and good hour belore.
"Why you come here?" she
asked.
He put down the sponge

no way to do anything about us
— it is so strange even to try to
talk about us.”

"Yes'm."

"But at least we know all
about us and the fact that we
have been right and fair and
good and there is nothing wrong
with our knowing each other,
nor did we ever intend that it
should be, for we both under-
stand how impossible it is, don't
we?"

dow. You never saw him with "I'll be in class," he said, would hover her pencil about "1 m afraid so." slowly. "Yes, | know. But I can't help
any other child. . And he was in class, and he  his name and then call the next "] guess we better not do any "Yes" he said. it.”

That first morning, Miss was there after school every person up or down the list. Nor more butterfly catching, then.” “Bob, I want you to sit down." "Now we must decide what to
Ann Taylor entered through the night for the next two weeks, would she look at him while "l don't exactly understand “Yes'm". do about it," she said. "Now only

side door of the schoolroom and
all of the children sat still in
their seats as they saw her write
her name on the board in a nice
round lettering.

"My name is Ann Taylor”,
she said, quietly. "And I'm your
new teacher."

The room seemed suddenly

never saying a word, quietly
washing the boards and clean-
ing the erasers and rolling up
the maps while she worked at
her 1]()a]:m-rs, and there was that
clock silence of four o'clock, the
silence of the sun going down in
the slow sky, the silence with
the catlike sound of erasers pat-

they were walking to or from
EEhDU] But on several late af-
ternoons as he moved his arm
high on the blackboard, spong-
ing away the arithmetic sym-
bols, she found herself glancing
over at him for a few seconds at
a time before she returned to
her papers.

how | came here at all," she
said.
And the da

That was a
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ut all there was

.to the mcctinﬁl of Ann Tayl

and Bob Spaulding, two or
monarch butterflies, a cop
Dickens, a dozen crayfish, l)c’:
sandwlch:s and two hutt]es nf

She looked at him intently
for a moment until he looked
away. "Bob, I wonder if
know what I'm going to tal
you about. Do vonu know?”

"Yes."

"Maybe it'd be a good idea if
you told me, first.”

"About us," he said, at last.

u and I know about this.
Liter others might know. | can
secure a transfer frnm this
school to another one—"

"No!"

"Or | can have you trans-
ferred to another school.”

"You don't have to do that,”
he said.

flooded with illumination, as if ted together, and the drip of wa- And then on Saturday morn- Crush. "How old are you, Bob?" "Why?"

the roof had moved back; and ter from a moving sponge, and ing he was standing in the mid- The next Monday, quite un- "Going on fourteen." “We're moving. My folks and
the trees were full of singing the rustle and turn of papers dle of the creek with his over-  expectedly, though he waited a "You're thirteen years old." I, we're going to live in Madison.
birds. Bob Spaulding sat with a  and the scratch of a pen, and  alls rolled up to his knees, |ong time, Bob did not see Miss He winced. "Yes'm". We're leaving next week."

spitball he had just made, hid-

perhaps the buzz of a fly bang-

kneeling down to catch a cray-

Taylor come out to walk to

"And do you know how old I

"It has nothing to do with all

en in his hand. After a half ing with a tiny high anger fish under a rock, when he  gchool but discovered later that am?” this, has it?"
hour of listening to Miss Tay- st the tallest clear pane of looked up and there on the edge  ghe had left earlier and was al- "Yes'm. | heard. Twenty- "No, no, everything's all
lor, he quietly let the spitball window in the room. Some-  of the running stream was Miss  ready at school. Also, Monday four." right. It's just that m¥ father
drop to the floor. times the silence would go on Ann Taylor. ) night, she left early, with a “Twenty-four." has a new job there. It's only
at day, after class, he this way almost five, when Miss “Well, here | am", she said. headache and another teacher "I'll be twenty-four in ten fifty miles awa}r | can see you,
brought in a bucket of water and Taylor would find Bob Spauld- laughing, finished her last class. He years, almost.," he said, can't I, when | come to town?
a rag and began to wash the ing in the last seat of the room, And do you know", he said, a1ked by her boarding house "But unfortunately you're "Do you think that would be
boards. sitting and looking at her "I'm not surprised.” but did not see her anywhere, not twenty-four now.” a good idea?"

"What's this?" She tumed to
him from her desk, where she

had been correcting spelling pa-

rs.

“The boards are kind of
dirty”, said Bob, at work.

“Yes. | know. Are you sure
you want to clean them?”

"l suppose | should have
asked permission.," he said,
halting uneasily.

silently, waiting for further or-
ders.

"Well, it's time to go home,"
Miss Taylor would say, getting
up.

"Yes'm."”

And he would run to fetch
her hat and coat. He would also
lock t.ie schoolroom door for
her unless the janitor was com-
ing in later. Then they would

"Show me the crayfish and
the butterflies,” she said.
They walked down to the

lake and sat on the sand with a

warm wind blowing softl
about them, fluttering her
and the ruffle of her blouse, and

he sat a few yards back from her

and they ate the ham-and-
ickle sandwiches and drank
51: orange pop solemnly.

and he was afraid to ring the
bell and inquire.

On Tuesday night after
school they were both in the
silent room gain, he sponging
the board contentedly, as if this
time might go on forever, and
she seated, wor on her pa-

as if she, too, would be in
his room and this particular

"No. but sometimes | feel
twenty-four.”

"Yes, and sometimes you al-
most act it."

"Do 1, really!”

"Now sit still there, don't
bound around, we've a lot to dis-
cuss. It's very important that we
End:rutandﬂﬂcxactly wha‘; is

a ng, don't you agree '

i ety ooipeld

"No, | guess not."

They sat a while in the silent
schoolroom,

"When did all of this hap-
pen?" he said, helplessly.

"l don't know," she said. "No-

ever knows. They haven't

know for thousands ol years,
and I don't think they ever will.

eople either like each other or
dunt and sometimes two peo-

way of never forgetting you," he
said.

She got up and went to erase
the boards.

Tl hf:lp ymL ' he said.

"No, no", she said, hastily.
"You go on now, get home, and
no more tending to the boards
after school. I'll assign Helen
Stevens to do it."

He left the school. Looking

peaches of summer in the snow
of winter, and she was cool
milk for cereal on a hot early-
summer morning. And this was
one of those rare few days in
time when the climate was bal-
anced like a maple leaf between
winds that blow just right, one
of those days that should have
been named, everyone agreed,

after Robert Spaulding's wifc




