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UMANS cannot fly. But of course they dream that
they are flying by spreading their wings in the clear,
cloudless open sky like a bird with a feeling inside
that they are free, free forever. But when our eyes
we find ourselves lying on our beds, under the
blankets. We tell ourselves it was just a silly dream
because we are not birds and humans cannot fly.
yesterday, 1 was watching a cartoon show on the television
where a little boy goes to the past and gets to see a person
putting feathers all over his body in the wish of flying. And then
the same goes to the future and finds people flying in the
sky. Like this in the past many people tried to fly like birds mak:ng
hand made wings of their own but of course they did not succee
in that because if they would have succeeded then today we
would be flying in the sky instead of flying by aeroplanes. Yes, the
reality of the present time is that we cannot fly by flapping our
wings (since we don't have any). We are too heavy to float in the
sky because of the gravitational force attracting us from the
centre of the earth. Again we do not have any wing muscles but
we have only strong body muscles and our bones of the body are
also not hollow like the bird's bones so practically we cannot fly.
gut I am not telling that people have never flied. _Peonle like Nelil
Armstrong who have travelled to the moon have flied though only
for sometime, But even at this point science have not let us be
unha because some more marvellous creations of science
have made it possible for us to fly. That is with the help of the
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transport called aeroplane which
developed transport at the present time which can take us from
any place to place, country to country and from an airport to
another airport.

When we think of airports of course a thought comes into our
minds that it has to be in a very large area where planes can take
off easily and where the main waiting room and the office building
should also be big sized. That is the place where people wait for

chairs reading newspapers, especially when the plane is late to
arrive or take off. So it must be very clean and comfortable. All the
tickets, visa and passport offices and many other official places
are included in the airport. They are often crowded and there are

passengers, officers and everyone are on their way for something

unnoticed by the people and they often throw away garbage
hither and thither. In some countries maintenance of the airports

are very good _
systems should be developed a little more. Not only the systems

knowingly and sometimes unknowingly. When a foreigner arrives
at our country the first place he will see Is the airport and of
course we do not want to give them a bad first impression about

“foreigners”, 1 remember that some months ago some relatives of

By Irtifa Tazkia Islam
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is the fastest and the most

lane to take off or to arrive. They have to sit for hours on the

some little (and expensive) shops all around. Staff,

hey often make the place a littie dirty. The dustbins are often
but in some countries including our one, the
Iso the people who often make these places dirty sometimes

country. Talking about the "systems" and about the

true.

Pl

our living in Dubal were going to visit our country. They were
coming by the Bangladesh Airlines directly from Dubai to Dhaka,
We were all so excited because they were coming to the country
after such a long time, My parents went to the airport to receive
them, waited impatiently for hours for the plane to arrive but it did
not and later on they came to know that only one plane would be
coming today from Dubai but not at noon as we were expecting
but at evening. My parents again went to the airport and looked
for them almost everywhere but could not find them. After they
returned home they found them sitting in our living room in a very
angry mood because they were not brought directly from Dubai
to Dhaka as they were told by the airlines officers but from Dubai
to Chittagong and then to Dhaka. Is this what we call a system?

Airports really need a lot of care and attention for it to be in a
proper form. Every day so many people go to the airports, so
many luggages are carried there. That is why the airports need
more attention than we give to them. Our main airport is in the
model town of Uttara. It is a very nice place, with gardens all
around. 1 am sure we all will be able to make this place nice and
clean. So we have to try harder to bring a good result. We dream
to fly. Maybe that dream will not come true but we can surely fly
by planes. We know that out dream cannot come true but of
course we can dream about another thing and that is to make the
place from where we fly a better place by our hard work and skill,
We only need the dream and the wish to make the dreams come

| wrote this at a very low time in my life,

DAIRY

| haven't really let anyone read it, but | felt like sharin g..don't mean to be depressing,

but it's actually something that keeps me positive! Pleaseread.. .. | 9
Dark and dismal, that's how | fell. Jealousy, self-pity and misfortune are welghing me down. If | could just fly away for just

one fleeting moment, to where the sea cools my anger and the air clears my thoughts. Then to the birds to calm my fears. Why
must | feel so much heartache? | should be able to see that beautiful paradise wherever | go. To have that lightness In whatever |
do. Unfortunately for me | carry my heart deep withinme where no one may touch or see. | wish someone could just pullit out of

me. Throw it away, far away so that | may never have sO much de
one thing lead to another making it seem that nothing and everything you do Just Causes you failure, and that everyone around

ression stopping me from the joy that | use to feel. Why must

ou has this touch that makes it work. Where's my touch? Where has God hidden it? | wish He would show it to me, but | Know

feel powe ess. My mind wonders off, my b

leftinme. | don't kKnow where it's comin

This darkness is a great big, dark cloud that

By Sakib Aziz Chowdhury
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Fhat this s a test to see if | feel His strength and power. God, oh God, 1 do feel it, that's all | feel. Your honour, and ?fom protection,
your love keeping me through each day. As if to say my answers to my probiems are right before my eyes and
Dark and dismal, it clogs my thoughts makin
some things can change you. You should just drown the heaviness and fly away with your i
to want it rrou have to make it happen. You need that power that onlz your mind, body an

refuse to see it.
o am 12 Why must | feel this way? It's interesting how
htness. It's not that easy. You have
soul put together can make. Well |
do have some sparkie

me another person.

ody hangs on to my soul that's ready to give up. | know that

from. but it's there. Maybe God's lighting it for me. Trying to show me that | am special
and that | owe myself the joy and happiness that | use to feel. Well that sparkle or light, whatever it may be, it needs to grow

brighter for me to see, because the clouds are too heavy
one thing that is getting bruised the most. That sparklie or li
confusion that causes my three connections to disperse an

and thick for me to see through. My heart is hurting the most. It's the
ht needs to heal my heart, then maybe it can cure all the pain and
fade. The parts that do remain are strugglin%to keep me together.

clogs my thoughts. It will not last. | will not let it. It will pass. If 1 hope and pray for that

better day, | will see that light and feel that sparkie that used to shine so bright in my soul. For now I must live day by day, fighting
and waiting for that angel of mine to come to me and bless me with her magic.

By Azfar Hossain

buy some onions and salts from a nearby shop. The sho IS run by
Rezwan, a middle-age man with a huge potbelly. His wife and two
young children help himin running the shop.

it was almost completely dark when | reached the shop. Rezwan had
switched on the lights in his small but adequately stocked shop. He was
alone at the time and | was the only customer. Rezwan greeted me with a
huge smile. | always wanted to ask him how he kept his teeth so sparking
white but | was afraid to ask. Anyway | told him what | wanted to buy and
he went about getting the things for me.

Next door to Rezwan's shop is a coffee shop run by an Indian man. It
was still open at that time. From the coffee shop emerged two men. They
came into Rezwan's shop and | could smell the overpowering smell of beer
coming from these two men. Both of them were young but from the way
they half-walked, half-staggered into the shop it was obvious they had a
bit too much to drink. 1 kept a safe distance between these two men and
me. It was never a good idea to be near drunks. One never knows what
they will do next.

True enough, my caution was justified. for the next moment, without
any waming one of the men swept a pile of tinned epods from a table
onto the floor. In a second the neat rows were reduced to utter chaos. The
man who did it roared out in laughter. | could see Rezwan's anger rising,
He raised his voice. Asif in reply to his retort, the twomen started shouting
obscenities at him. Then suddenly a knife appeared in one of the men’s
hands. The man that held the knife was small and wiry and judging from
the muscles in his hand | had no doubt that he was very strong.

The knife man lunged and in a flash. he had the point of his knife at
Rezwan's throat. Rezwan froze and his face paled. | was so overwhelmed
by the suddenness of the events that the next thing | new | could not move

One evening when the sun was about to set my mother asked me to

SP: The world comes to life through our senses. We use our senses
to see what's going on around in our world. By using these senses
we can see, hear, feel and taste.

But many scientists believe that we can obtain information without the
use of our senses. They believe that some of us may have the power to
take in information without using our senses. This process is termed as
"extrasensory perception” or "ESP". "Extrasensory” means "outside the
senses”. Psychologists term this field of their work as "parapsychology”. It
deals with things that happen without any physical prove.

There are three kinds of ESP. The first one is when a person can read
another person's mind. Just think about it! A person reading your mind will
know what you're going to say or do even before you've said or done it.
~ The second type of ESP can be illustrated by this case: a mother living
in one town dreams that her son, who lives elsewhere, had an accident.
The following day she learns that a car hit her son. It does sound a bit like a

mv hands, nor any other parts of my body. The other man held me in a vise like
grip. 1 did not even see him coming. | struggled but all | could do was to make the
grip tighten more. It became difficult to breathe.

| heard a lot of shautigg and | could see the night man slapping Rezwan.
Reluctantly Rezwan opened the drawer where he kept the cash and the man
with the knife leaned over and made a grab for the cash. That was the mistake
he made. For a fleeting moment his Knife was forgotten and in that short
moment Rezwan seized his chance. Rezwan's huge ri% t hand came down hard
over the back of the leaning man'’s head. The force of the blow carried the man’s
head right down hard onto the table. The knife-man's head rebounded like a
rubber ball from the table and | could see blood all over his face. He was badly
hurt. The knife dropped from lifeless hands onto the floor.

Moving with surprising speed, Rezwan grabbed a bottle of tomato ketchu
from a shelf and broke it over the man's head. Red tomato ketchup splattered all
over the Elace. | could not distinguish how much of the red stuff on the man’s
:ace was his own blood, and not tomato ketchup. Slowly he sank to the floor and
ay still.

| struggled to get loose. It felt so easy. Then | realized that hands no longer
held me. | tumed and saw the dark figure of a man running out of the shop and
disappearing into the semidarkness. | was about to g0 in pursuit but Rezwan
stopped me. He said it was useless pursuing somebody in the dark. Moreover the
man could be armed and dangerous. Ten minutes later the shopped was filled
with curious people all waiting to know what had happened. The knife-man was
herded into a police car. Rezwan and | gave our statements to the police.

When | arrived home an hour later, my mother was waiting impatiently for
me. She was about to lecture me about being slow in getting a few things but she
stopped and listened dumbfounded and related the recent events to her. When |
finished she smiled and said that she was glad | was notinjured.

movie, but many say that this is very much possible.

The third one is concerned with people who can look into the future and know
what will happen. In other words they have an insight into your future. Imagine
it! You have your exam forthcoming and someone is telling you about it.

But these are not just possibilities. There are many cases of these happening.
It is not surprising that a mother feels very uncomfortable about something and
it turns out that her son/daughter may be in trouble. If we look around we can
see many cases of mothers feeling uncomfortable about their children just
before something happens to them. Does it prove that ESP exists? Scientists had
done a lot of experiments on ESP but there is no satisfactory answer to this. Many
people say that they feel things before they happen but there is no perfect,
scientifically satisfactory record of those events to prove the existence ESP.
Though something seems to be there in these happenings, the concept of ESP is
still an open question for most scientists.

By Narmin Tartila Banu
Beyond the stars
Deep into the sky,
Further than ﬂ't"r}ngling
Wish | could spy.

To see you universe
To know you better,
To answer every question
About every matler.
What great wonders,
What queer mystenes,
Do you behold
As untold stories?

A little creature
Like me on earth,
Knows almost nothing
Of your vast worth.
Where you start,
Where you end,

Is beyond my power
To fully comprehend.
You were a mystery,
You still are,
How far ull
Your door 1s ajar?

THE TREE THAT LOVES THE STORM

By Antony Jacobs

[ stand here, alone and naked,
Your blow has left me devastated.

But I still look forward to your armival.
Your Devastation, because,
Though I do not dare tell my kind,

I love you.

You come every year and
sweep me with your wind.

You go through my leaves unthout pause,
Without restraint.

Never realizing that this is
THE TREE THAT LOVES THE STORM.
[ wonder, Do you ever look back
after your devastation.

Do you look back at the tree you have left,
Ruined and alone,

I guess not.

It 1s just another tree.

But do you know that this tree
dreams of this devastation.

Waits to be tom apart by
your indifference.

Grow leaves only to be torn by your wind.
These leaves don't flutter to any wind but

' yours.

But as | wonder [ see that
You have gone up in the mﬂ
And are caressing the clouds.
It is then that I realize that,

I am just a tree.

You are my friend.

by Sumaiya Tanim Hugq.
We had picnics together on the roofs
and got tanned
When we were young
we used to play unth bears
Now my eyes are filled with tears
I don't have those funs now
You forgot me, | wonder how?
Do you miss me?
You don't have a minute to spare to call me
I believe we could still
have those days back
And | am missing you
And my heart feels like a rock



