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16th December: The Politics of
Space, and People's History

byAzfarHussain
They told us you will conquer

when you love.

We loved and found dust

and ashes.

They told us vou will conquer

when you give up your life.
And we gave up our life and found dust

L]

OST of the histoics

M of the 1971 Libera-
tion War, written so
far. have some obvious quali-
ties that include rhetorical
characterization, linear narrg-
tives, hyperboles and under-
statemenits,
tremes of accolades and brick-
bats, and of course, the osten-
sible and osientatious pres-
ences of the middle class. This
being the case. the complain
that a true, comprehensive
history of the Liberation War
has not yet been written is still
being raised. but not always
with the cansequence that this
complain is adequately ad-
dressed. In fact. this complain
moves further beyond the his-
tory of the Liberation War to
indicate that the history of the
alees itself is mostly un-
written, and that whatever has

hitherto been passed off as’

written -history evinces a
strong elitist bias.

It also needs observing that
a greal deal of our history,
since British rule in India, has
been written by outsiders — by
foreigners who have mostly ob-
truded their authotial selves
and presences upon the nar-
ratives of their own making.
These narratives still surviving,
effortlessly crystallize the
inevitable divide between the
'us’ and and the 'other', and
show how the process of colo-
nializing the 'other' is at work.
% Caprices have also had their
roles. Siraj-ud-Doulah, for ex-

the binary ex-

and ashes.
— George Seferis

idealized and apotheosized by
those who have found the ro-
mantic historiographic ethos
better suited to their temper
and interests, On the other
hand. the same ruler has been
subject to downwright deni-
gration when such an act has
been demanded by one's inter-
ests ranging from the personal
ones to class interests. But.
such caprices have mostly

drawn their support from the
coionialis’ ideology which !s

always in fayour of presenting
and writing a fragmented, in-
complete, discontinuous his-
tory of the colonized to the ex-
tent of even de-historicizing it.

The “elitist historiography
of ‘the colonialist or neocolo-
nialist type,” to use Ranajit
Gubha's words, has not yet lost
its spell even after more than
two hundred years of our
struggle for freedom.
Foreigners or outsiders are
still involved in writing our
history; even foreign media,
with images and focuses vary-
ingly constructed, adjusted,

distributed and disseminated,

have remained quite active as
‘our’ history-writers. Our aca-
demics, to a large extent, re-
main quite attached to such
practices in the name of mod-
ernizing their ways and means.
And what actually results from
such colonialist historiography,
media-dictated history-writing
and so-called modernist aca-
demic practices is that people
— peasants and workers — re-

politics, and

almost invisible margin or vir-
tually absent in historical
writings. Noticeable as it is, it
is the middle-class, a class that
is mostly involved in the writ-
ing of history. which consumes

‘and appropriates most of the

space within what is passed off
as 'history’. Yes, thus. history
inevitably involves the politics
of space which, in the present
piece,
COncerns.

Why are mostly outsiders
involved in writing our history
? True, ag Marx once pointed
out, a nation which is not in-
dependent cannot write its
own history. It Is to be noted
also that the very business of
writing is not an innocent, au-
tomatic activity. In fact, writ-
ing mvolves both power and
the writing of
history. particularly. is perhaps
more political than otherwise.
Because of this politics of writ-

ing. one can see how various

forms of divides and discrimi-

‘nations go on to characterize

historiographies or historical
narratives. We have, for exam-
ple. the history of the ruled
and the history of the ruler,
the unwritten history and the
written history, and so on.
Given the potentials of such
categories, one can also think
of linear historiography and
dialectical historiography.
Linear historiography is one
which is regulative, uniform,
axiomatic, sequential; which is
dominated and written by the
ruling class that invests itself
with the images and incidents
of self-satisfying, self-justifying
idealism and interest. For ex-
ample, when an Awami
Leaguer tries to write a history
of the Liberation War overplay-
ing and glorifying the leader-
ship of a few individuals, while
undermining the participation
of the masses, we have a linear
history pandering to the nar-
row interests of a particular

ample, has been inordinately

main either relegated to an

is one of its central,

political party. On the other
hand, dialectical historiogra-
phy indicates a mode of writ-
ing which is accommodative of
various internal and external
forces at work, conflicts and
contradictions between various
class-interests, and "people's
participation at various levels.

Such historiography is not in-

tended to either magnify or
dwarf any individual role, ide-
ology and interest as such. And
what is called unwritten his-
tory is part of this dialectical
history which is very much
concerned with potential and.
suggestive spaces like silences
and margins (here silences
and margins are not mere
metaphors for the absence of
the people, but they also indi-
cate the presence of the peo-

ple often lost sight of in the
elitist discourse).

The  history of the
Bengalees is obviously one of
cxploitation perpetrated on
them by the coleonialist rulers
and external forces, and this
history, for that matter, is also
one of resistance and opposi-
tion to such forces. Some re«
search findings recently indi-
cated that the 1971 Liberation
War, which resulted in the
emergence of Bangladesh as an
independent sovereign state,

was nothing but a significant

but unwritten phase of the his-
tory of struggle for freedoin.
The epithet 'unwritten’
might invite some questions
here; for, how can the history:
of the Liberation War remain
unwritten, while attempts have
been made, even at the na-
tional level, to come up with a
‘complete’ history of the war.
and while certain amount of

‘research has meanwhile been
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undertaken to unearth hith-
erto hidden facts, and while
certain volumes of historical

writings have appeared over
the past twenty years ? True,

“Victory Day Special
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well records selected se-
quences of military events, and
also faithfully documents the
temporal and spatial details of
the war, which are sometimes
also accompanied by relevant
analyses of causes and effects.

In fact, this kind of history
provides sustained narratives
ol the moods and movements
of political leaders, sector
commanders and soldiers who
fought with fortitude, despite
overwhelming odds and adver-

saries. This history further ac-
commodates individual remi-
niscences of encounters and
experiences: statistical ac-
counts of casualties and dam-
age, and lists of war-criminals.
Sometimes, .this history goes
on to pravide exaggerated ac-

counts of the middle-class
leadership, giving one the im-
pression that none but only a
few leaders or even a particu-
lar political party took part in
the liberation war. Yes, this is
the history which is linear in
nalture; this is the history

~ which is heavily class-biased as

much as it is party-biased in
that a political party and a few
individuals tend to be the mea-
sure of all things.

Of course. a class-biased
and leader-centred historiog-
raphy of this kind is not always
without its uses: It helps us to
know more about-the inherent
colonialist ideology of the
middle class, also about the
struggle of the middle class,
howsoever incommensurate it
might be with the spirit of lib-
eration, and further, as Ranajit
Guha puts it, about "some
aspects of the ideology of the
elite as the dominant ideology
of the period: about the con-
tradictions between the twop
elites and the complexities of
their mutual oppositions and
coalitions”. Abeve all, as Guha
informs. "it helps us to under-
stand the ideclogical character
of historiography itself.”

But, historical writing ef -

this kind fails to acknowledge,
to argue a la Guha, "the contri-
bution made by the people on
their own, that is, indepen-
dently of the elite," to the lib-
eration war. People, in this
history, are in fact conspicuous
absences. Sheikh Mujib has
become:- a hero, alright: Zia too

presence,

tion, but the people have never
become herves in. our written
history. despite the fact that
peasants and workers— the
subaltern classes — mostly
fought the war in vast num-
bers, sacrificed their lives un-
inhibitedly. far outstripping
the scale and space of the
middle-class participation and
intervention in the Liberation
War in 1971.

Now. the absence of a peo-
ple-centred historiography.
which is itself a conspicuous
indicates that the
middle-class political calture
has not yet been able to exer-
cise the 'colonialist goblin
which, in fact, increasingly as-
sures itself of its power, posi-
tion and prestige. This also
indicates that the politics of
the people is virtually left out
as an illegitimate practice to
the extent that the exiguous
few time and again occupy and
consume all possible space
within politics, society and
history. Had the culture of
recognising and facilitating
people's politics been devel-
oped, we could have by now
had our own written history,
our freedom from the spectral
bondages of colonialism against
which the Liberation War was
fought by none but the people
—'the subaltern classes. In fact,
whatever victory had been
achieved in the 1971 war pri-
marily through the participa-

tion of the subaltern classes
has ultimately benefitted the

. members, of the middle-class,

to be more specific, the ruling
middle class who have a self-
styled history readily available,
who have institutions of their
own making. and who have
power and wealth only at the
expense of the people.

Given the circumstances,
one can fairly easily see that
the victory of the people is yet
to be achieved. And such an
achievement is possible only
through the involvement and
intervention of the subaltern:
classes —peasants and workers
— who constitute the majority
of the population, in bringing
about an alternative political
and cultural revolution.
Indeed, the mainstream mid-
dle-¢lass politics has utterly
failed. in’'so far as people's in-
terests are cancerned.

this history, written as it is.

has been pushed to that posi-
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( Ode to fhe Sun of
- My Flag

by G A Momin

To the rising sun in the East
I | said:

‘Let your light wash away all the darkness of our land,
and scare away the vultures and predators’ band.

Your heat the bloodstains all over must scorch. :
and your .warmth fondly ‘embrace the hutment of the

marginals
As the day draws to a close,

and hedges.

on all your pledges.
block your way.

As the sea flows
so do you
withholding
And shall lie in wait for you
I shall lie in wait for you

I shall lie in wait for you

to greet
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If you offer me. comrade,
a rifle, machinegun, SLR,

shattered down. "

A clanging egotism,
Instead, 1 can offer my

Heart's non-step bleeding.

If you can give me, comrade. provision tn-day at self-barter
Or responsibility for a mithe
Instead, at this instant | can face enciuy deadi arruw
For God's sake, willingly 1'1l go to death’'s den
Without utterances. and for weapon's sake,

I'll not ask for any slogan

With a sword of peace.

What you
Tell me, on what magic

Yet how easily | am keeping

Vlctory Day: Celebratlon for Whom?

HE Sixteenth of Dece

I mber comes every year
and with it the
celebration of victory. But for
many of us we cannot rejoice
November and December ' of
1971 was ihe time when the
war of our independence
Teached the fiercest point and
not only our enemy the Pak-
istand lorces lost many of their
soldiers we also lost a lot of
our comrades Thus, every
November-December, we have
anniversarits of our dead free-
dom fighters and intellectuals
and our mind is crowded with
the memories of our raped sis-
ters and mothers. This is Lhe
legacy of our Liberation War —
nine months of horror, blood
and tervor. Now after 23 years,
when | stand in front of the
tombstone of the unknown
freedom fighter. | ask myself
what right have | to bring the
bouguet of flower for him?
Have we achieved the dreams,
the ideals and the aspiration of
the Liberation War? Is this the
Bangladesh that we fought for?
Did the rivers flow with Lhe
red biood of my fallen brothers
and raped sisters for a nation
of the ungratefuls? Bangladesh
was born out of a blood bath
and much bravery by the whole
nation facing a force much
stronger to surrender. But in
no tme how could we manage
o erase all that from our

Imemory”

Twentythree years later |
winue o ask mvself. “What

ve you done” What was our
commiitment for? Why did we
take up the guhs in our hands
for?” Is the answer "blowing in
the wind™? As | look around
me what do | see? We are liv-
ing in a false pretence. Our na
tion has become almost a beg
gng bowl while we living in
the dream of our post glory
We falk aboutl Bengal bemng the
granary of India we Lalk aboud
our greal language movernent
we lalk aboul our great Dhaka
Vmversity which was the
th:iurd ol the East We talk

talk and talk, [}unt we see
whal we have become; what
are we today? Let us not Hve in
the past but in the present
The world is moving ahead and
we are treading behind. The
time has come for some
straight questions and straight
answers. Let us not hide be-
hind past glories and wait on
the top of the mountain for our
slow death. If we are to die let
us at least stand up on our feet
and proudly accept it. Before
we die. let us fight the last
fight and give all we have so
that, at least, we can leave be-
hind a legacy for those Bangal
survivors spread all over the
world They can have some-
thing to show and be proud of
where they have come from.
On a national level moral
degradation has reached its
lowest at the moment. All val-
ues and social fabrics have
broken down. We have re-
placed them with false, and
preientious. materialistic val-
ues that are breeding a totally
corrupt, vicious, and immoral
society. As a nation, rather we
have discarded morality for a
corrupt social order. And for
this. the man in the sireet is
no! responsible. The greedy
ambitious. and nonchalant attl
tudes of our leaders, and peo-
ple on the top. are responsible
The leadership has always ig-
nored the Iintelligence and
sentiments of the general pub
iic. but! always expected the
people to sacrifice whatever
little they have The patroniz
irng attitude of leadership to
wards the people ever since
our national independence
has had a negative effect. Their
weakness and insensitivity
have siowly bhecome more and
more apparenl as they became
national figures and.  with
porwer and prestige often have
lost their heads Ours is a very
Close society and we all bve in
glass houses Everybody s affair
i« somebody cise s Thus those
whc matter are rore visible

than the ordinary people. The
way of life of the people on
top. whose hearts bleed for the
loiling masses in the publig
meetings, apparently do not
bleed in their comfortabie
homes. This dees not go unno
ticed. Therefore. many people
feel they have the right to
comfort, by whatever means
they can use. And we then cori-
tinue with the vicious circle of
greed, ambition and corrup-
tion. Why work hard if you can
make more money by robbing
your neighbour? Why pay back
the bank, if the bank itself is
not all that kosher? Why pay
taxes, if the government you
pay to seems not responsible
in using your money for the
betterment of the people? The
list goes on and on and on. The
situation has become so had
that it affects our everyday life.
even in our home,

Are we to remain the
wretched of the earth because
somehow, by hook or by crook.
a few people can manipulate
and misguide (like the Pipe
Piper of Hamilton) the whole
nation to a point of drowning
may be in the black waters of
the Padma Meghna-Jamuna. It
is unfortunate that ever since
the birth of Bangladesh after
such a § us but cruel war of
liberation, every leader we
have had and put our faith in
rather turned their backs on
us. What is it in us that makes
us so different that. as soon as
people put their trust in us, we
becomne untrusthul? Can we not
have one among us who s
magnanimous and self-respect
ing to put the cause of the na
tion before self. Are we =xo
short sighted that we do not
realize and forget what hap
pened in this short 23 vears of
our vountry” We have already
had three heads ol government
— none of whom has had a very
pleasant exit

After twenty years we Ban
galees have been g@iven a ser
ond chance 1o emancipate our

selves and embrace democ-
racy This is an opportunity we

' cannot forego. After a long

struggle we were able to get
ourselves rid of Pakistani op-
pressors and then for long
couple of decades we have al-

lowed our own people Lo rule
s andd subjugate us, At e st

aftvr nine years of intolerant
reign by a single man who
(thought himself to be "above
all” we have been again liber-
ated. But now the gquestion is,
are we going to fall "into the
fire from the frying pan*? If
one looks around and sees the

so-called political parties and |

the leadership, one has to be
skeptical: Are they going to
run and ruin our eountry? la
this what all the blood were
shed for? | do not think so. But
nobody is going to bring us the
"golden deer” on a platter The
process of democratization
must start. And let this be as
good a time as any. We are at
the threshojd of 21st century
and Bangladesh is 23 years oild,
but what do we have to show
for it? Lot of bloodshed. a few
slain presidents. flood. hunger
arl poverty? Arent we Ban-
galees capable enough to stand
on our feet and be self-suffy
cient? Of course we are! Bul
who's |s stopping this? One
again is inclined to point to
the so-called leaders and their
rif-raf followers. To keep
Bangladesh backward perhaps
serves |heir purpose. The "no
goods” In our society are sur
viving by holding the nation
hostage. We have a parliament,
we have the courts and we
have an elected government.
Hul why then do we need vio
lence to express a resentment
or difference of opinion, or
demand for something? The
call for a hartal by anybody
hringing in disruption of life
and property of the people
rmust stop. This is total black
imailing at a time when the na
tionn. as a whole. is going
through a crisis of survival. Our

Corntinued on page |

who for their hopes longingly look to your torch:

to the setting sun I say with regret

You have only diverted darkness from the field
and have placed it all into our hearts

you have scared the grisly beasts

out of the forests and swamps

but only to find safe haven in our backyards

. The bloodstains have not been scorched at all.

instead they have received additional gloss from your shine
and that way you have gone back

Your lustre does not reach an underling's yard
for the palaces and fortresses of neo Rajas and Maharajas

without offering a drop of water to the thirsty mariners
glide over our horizons

your bounties from the needy milions.

S0 | sit in here on the edge of a moor

whispering to the parting sun ' | shall wait for you.'
amid bedevilled and bedewed crﬂp]and

in a tiny boat in a foamy river

beneath the tall tree on the edge of my village

a reformed and invigorated sun rising tomorrow.
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Two poems by Aroop Talukdar

If You Offer Me,
Comrade

Or at least a granade by whos explosion Enemyfort would be

Except "freedom’ till my death.

Secret Incantation

From self agony hoe do ynu now back again

To that blazing world where golden childhood
Awaits erect and unshaken, where a life in frustration
Have lit up in the dark; like an inert fool

Someone s striking terribly in each moment

Here who are friends, who is darling to a bad

Though all the time a shapely and delicate arm

Has been a necklace. although lips are on lips.

On bosoms' spire as if a wild youth extends a kingdom
call a flower. it is a surpnising rule

touch does the whole world
crime and virtue, varied colours turn down?

On what illusion love becomes charming?

I do no know anything of it at all

Who'll teach me now this incantation?

simple faith for ever '
In my big flying kerchief on hand |
Even from the burning den of silence

I'm picking up eternal materials of life at high-tide.
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These Soldfers would Never Grow Old

. by Siraj-us-Saleheen Lovelle

AT-TAT - TAT - TAT —

machine-gun bullets

bursting through the
air, bombs falling from the sky
like rain, dead bodies ev-
erywhere, people screaming
for help — the scene of war is
the same everytime. For each
country its liberation war is
the most important glorious
event! in its history, and so
should be the case for our
country and for us,

We must never forgei those
brave men, to whom we owe
gur deep gratitude for giving
birth to a new nation. These
great heroes have fought to the
last drop of their blood risking
their lives to make this coun-
try independent. They now
rest in peace at varfous grave-
yards thrfoughout the country.
Among these tombs the most
widely known is the mass
burial of Rayerbazar,

Just three days before our
independence, which we
achieved on the 16th of De-
cember. 1971. the enemy
forces (ook up the mast
abominable strategy. as a dying
animal would do, and
butchered a great many intelli-
gentsia at this very place A
very grieving event for any na-

tion is to be crippled like this.
Well. no use crying over

spilled milk now. Time passes,
and we must follow their foat
steps and move on but the
most ironic fact is that we are
totally forgetting this event
and its heroes. They are in
much more shameful shape
now tham ever before Now. il
you g0 and visit the burial
place, situated beside the dam
near Rayerbazar., you will be
surprised to find nothing but
just some soft of brick cavity
whose construction (i.e i you
call some bricks placed to and
fro a construction] is near ra-
ins. Surely this they do not de-
serve

Urchins play football on top
of this burial ground. not
knowing the consequences or
the past for that matter. To
them it is just an open fleld or

a playground. No use blaming
them. It is we who have cre-
ated such a situation. The
graveyard is literally in a no-
marn's land position. Construc-
tion work is going on nearby,
trucks unloading and loading,
people working here and
there, but not a single soul is
to be found near the burial
place. Shouldn't there be some
guard or even some sort of
caretaker to look after it? But
of course what a fool 1 am,
there is nothing to take care
of. Are we so ungrateful?

Md Mostafa., a middle-aged
man and a localite of this area
for many years. gave some very
saddening infofmation. He said
that. whenever it is the month
of December, only then you
may see people randomly visit-
ing the graveyard. Other than
this, it's just a play ground for
the local boys.

There are two tombstones
near the burial, one founded by
the existing government, the
other founded by the children
of those who were killed
namely ‘Progjonmo Ekattur’
Both these groups come on the
sixteenth of December and
place fowers. wreaths and
then it's just goodbye for the
rest of the yedr. Mostafa has
been a localite of this area for
the last thirty years. His broth-

ers are also missing in the war.
He said that that night the en-
emies came and took away his
two young brothers (who were
brave freedom fighters] and
they never came back. Inci-
dently, he was not at home, or
else the same fate would have
fallen upon him. Then on the
severiteenth December, 1971,
when he went to investigate
the place. he saw the most
horrifying scene of his life.

Disembodied dead bodies
where lying here and there,
some with dissected hands or
legs or even heads. Asked if he
knew the number, he shud-
dered and said that he didn't
know and never wanted to.
When stating the story, he be-
came unmindful and distang
and there were tears in his
eyes. Mostala angrily com-
plained about the maintenance
of the graveyard. Every year in
the rainy season, water keeps
hitting the edge and crevice
are formed thus it is eroded
day by day. The government
must do something about it
immediately.

If this be the case with such
an important burial place
(which 18 in question now),
then what is the situation with
so many other unknown graves
throughout the country. One of

SO mqur m is the grlve of
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martyr Tite which is situated
in the Dairy farm beside 1he
Jahangirnagar LUniversiiy
Campus. It s right beside the
entrance of the farms gate his

‘tomb is placed which is sigm

Mt
his

fied by a small brick wall
even a (omb stone with

name on it. is there.
In his renown book Tiior

Shadeenota (The Indepen
dence of Tito). Nasiruddin
Yusuf very clearly sketches the
war moments and at the same
time his moments with Tito
as Yusuf was in same sector
with him. At the end of his
book Yusuf stated that Tito be
fore succumbing to the
wounds. received in a verny
brave operation against the en
emy, kept saying that he
wanted to see his country lib
erated before dying. ' Tito ge!
his liberation, but is his self
sacrificing work worth the
treatment now? This is jusi
one simple example of un
known graves of brave heroes
Like Tito's, so many graves
are left unnoticed, throughout
the whole country. Beside the
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