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the

1 twenty-fifth anniversary
' of our inI:c ndence
thoughts ramble.
F;et back to the momentous
days of 1971. Such unity of the
le we had never seen,

uch determination never
own. The suffering caused
the enemy was enormous,

et we never faltered. The
sacrifice made by the people
had few parallels in history.
This was admired by
conscientious men and women

the d over. and our strug-

flr; attracted not only their re-

pectful attention but -active
support. No price was consid-
erecrotnu high for what we
wanted. And we paid it in
blood, sweat and tears, and
gaihed,’ what has been de-
scribed as the highest political
énd, freedom.
And then we acted like the
base Indian who threw away a
arl richer than all his tribe.
n our case it was, perhaps,
not one pearl but several.
Ingratitude. more strong than
traitors' arms, vanquished the
"man who by his deeds and
words had stirred our blood,
inspired and united us for our
tryst. with destiny. We all did
love him once and not without
cause: when comes such an-
other? In less than no time the
leaders who had guided us to
victory were brutally- mur-
dered. In the streams of blood
that flowed freely was thrown
much of the ideals we fought
for in 1971. Conspiracy and

cunningness, whim and
caprice of a few . gave
- l.‘..llll-.;

March 25, 1971: "The talks
. _have failed. Sheikh Saheb has
instructed us to return to our
constituencies and continue
the npn-cooperation ‘move-
ment, if necessary, through
. armed ' struggle.” So remarked
iy laté father-in-law, D Mofiz
oudhuri, the then Member
of Parliament from Bogra, sip-
glng a cup of tea at my Eskaton
arden residence. Frankly
speaking, I was qtiite amused
with his remarks. | countered:
"How will you fight the Pak-
istan Army? With DAO ‘and
- Bamboo? Do you have any idea
about” the might of Pakistan
Arov?" | tried to explain that I
W.. , Jtty awe-struck with the
" strength of the Pakistan Army
as | had toured extensively, for
over six years, the Punjab and
NWFP (including the.Army
cantonments] during my ser-
vice with Pakistan Tobacco
Company. I was now trans-
ferred to Dhaka and posted to
their factory at Mohakhali. But,
though greatly perturbed, 1
was excited. For the first time
Bengalees were able to assert
their rights (eternally grateful
to Bangabandhu for that) and I
was looking forward to the day
when | could retort effectively
the condescending attitude of
my West Pakistani colleagues.
The present WAS ‘filled with
uncerhainﬂes* insecurity and
fear but, at the end of the tun-
nel, there was the silver lining
of hope for a bright future.
. March 25, 1996: The pre-
sent is filled with uncertain--
ties, insecurity and fear but at
the end of the tunnel I DO
NOT see any silver lining of
hope. for a bright future.r

tably,

, the Constitutional

- well-bein

B adesh a shape very differ-
ent from the one created by
the sacrifice of so many.

For most t of her exis-
tence esh laboured un-
der direct or indirect military
rule while politicians of differ-
ent hues o llgin%lg served it.
The Bengalee entity for
which so much was done dur-
ing the Pakistan times was too
easily forsaken officially.
Secularism was abandoned and
a state on instituted. The
bitter truth came in the way of
the religious minorities in
1990 and 1992 that. despite
promise,
they were less equal citizens
than others. Who could have
thought in 1971.that in an in-
dependent Bangladesh those
who had opposed the libera-
tion war tooth and nail would
be rewarded by cabinet posi-
tions or state awards, that co-

. ercive laws would prevail, that

state-owned media would be
chained by the government of

the day, that the process of ™

free and fair elections would
mostly be destroyed, that stu-
dent
into the worst kind of vio-

" lence, that fatwas would ren-

der eminent people targets of
public wrath or humiliate
women to the extent of driving
them to commit suicide? !

All this has proved to be
disastrously divisive, for these
measures have succeeded only
in fragm:ntin% the nation.
Changes were brought in the
fundamental principles of state
policy to serve narrow political
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politics would ‘degenerate

Twenty five g:ars have passed
and we are
— but this time, it is worse be-
cause we cannot blame any-
body else but ourselves, for our
present precarious situation.
So what went wro "Failure
of the political leadership - our
olitical leaders have totally
ailed us. Their priorities are
all wrong. First priority is their
own interest, the second is

‘their party's interest and last

of all, if at all, the country's
interest.” "No body loves this
courdry. | sometimes think the
Liberation War should have
lasted for nine years instead of-
nine months,

Sure, in the process, people
like you and I would have per-
ished but the survivors would
then have been made of
sterner stuff and not like the

-bunch of opportunists that we

now have.” Thesg thoughts are
being continuously echoed all
over the country bu} does it in-
fluence our political leaders af
all? Not a bit. One is shouting
"Right to constitution” and the
other "Right to democracy”
and caught between the two
are the people whose woeful
cries of "Right to survival' have
no effect. Here again, the pri-

orities are wrong. First priority —

should be people’'s welfare an

thereafter the Constitution ™"

and/or Democ . The Consti-
tution is made for the ple's
and not the other
¢vay round. But who will listen
to is? Who will pay for the
mind boggling losses to the

ack to square one

interest. We have been paying
its price for the last twenty
years. In Bangladesh today
there does not appear to be
any consensus on any funda-
mental issue concerning the
nation. The unity achieved in

1971 appears to be a matter of
a distant past. Loyalty to the
natlat}gc!éa;. ili1 n'u:;lt‘camt , been
repla y loyalty to groups,
pal::'ti:a and Indlviclualgu, 1%:
current political crisis is both
a resudt and a proof of that
deep-rooted division. =

s there, then, no hope for

Bangladesh? Don't we have a
future?
The bare facts do not make
one optimistic. In the 25th
ear of the existence of
angladesh, 120 million peo-
ple live in an area of 55,500
uare miles. The per capita
GDP is around US 8 150, and
more and more people are be-
ing pushed below the poverty
line. The literacy rate is
around 30 per cent and
urbanisation 10 per cent. The
"Golden Bengal' is a food
deficit area where, industrial-
ization has not made any
headway. It d
foreign aid and suffers from
~natural calamities. It also suf-
fers from political instability,
student violence, labour un-
rest, .and widespread corrup-
tion.

Yet our people are known to
have worked wonders. They
have joined hands oyer all divi-
siveness to overthrow an auto-
cratic military ruler. They have
extended every cooperation in
holding the fairést general

economy which a poor coun
like Bangladesh can ill affo
When my business goes
bankrupt or | lose my job, will
the political leaders compen-
sate me? M
wil be unable to answer these
questions and the people will
remember this for a very lo
time *and | do not think the
people-will forgive their utter
selfishness,

The younger generation are
today totally disillusioned. We
n the educated youngsters
because good managers are not
-easily available. So what do we
tell these young people? "Start
a movement to the non-
cooperation movement of the
opposition” says the tuling
party politicians. "Sacrifice for
the sake of Democracy,” Sﬁ:ﬂ
the u!ppnsitiun politicians. The
people realize that these

. politicians want to use the

shoulder of the ple to fire
their guns, so tm they can
hold on to the
power. What is alarming in this
dangerous game of power pqli-
tics, is the rise of lawlessness
and erosion of moral vahies.
"Today is the age of might is
right”, "End justifies any kind
of horrendous means," "Bank
default is smart business",
"Protection money is justified”
etc. etc. etc. have become ac-
cepted values of our sodiety.

oever rules Bangladesh will
face a very tough task to re-
move: these value distortions
from the society for yhich we
can only blame o S.
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TODAY, 25 years after the

independence of Bangladesh,
I believe ¢he future of Bangla- "
,desh rests with a new"

generation of Bangladeshis,
most of us too young to have
actively participated in the lib-
eration struggle. Yet we all
have in our own families and
friends, experiences and

g:iemuries of the tremendous

truggle and single-mindéd
pmmitment of an. entire na-
ion. We may not choose to
old up each and every sacri-
ce or individual contribution
s an obligation unto us for the
ation, but we know the
normity of the price that had

be paid go that today we can
laim nationhood. .

It must be heartbreaking for
hose who did actively bring
bout the birth of our nation to
ee what has happened today
- 1o Bangladesh. e current,
ow but sure, strangulation of
e life, the economy, and

ur exporters work night and

Y to make up for time lost to

8, or our vegetable sellers

riné in produce on foot to

U£ y the markets, or the

t:d shawpuller or;uku hladﬁ;-
means of income

by plaﬁng the roads, they

not prompt sense of

reciation from our politi-

ans. Instead it is taken to

that they are either in

pport or

since they are trying to

our greatest undoing. When .

nst these ac-

carry on. Every act of courage,
every strugfle against the odds
by the cominon man is ma-
nipulated and exploited for the
purely personal political gains
of our so-called leaders. |
My generation knows its
history, we know our glorious
tradition of having overcome
impossible odds against an oc-
cupation force to bring about
the reality of Bangladesh. But

that is not enough for us to live *
F THE PAST, -

on. ENOUGH
WHAT IS OUR PJJTL[RE? Every
university graduate, youn

farmer, garments worker an

civil servant wants to build a
better future for themselves
thap they have now. This de-
sire is the strongest force for
change in human society. But
sad to say the current political
leadership in Bangladesh has
totally failed to harness'this

force. We are tired of dwelling

in the past; we want to move
on to designing our future.

Bangladeshis working around

the world have shown that we _

posses a tremendous work
ethic, we are capable of build-
ing institutions and that we

want to do better for our soci- -

ety. and ourselves. Even in
B desh the success story
€ garments industry Has |

not due to- multinational
Investment or policy. This suc-
cess is the on of the natu-
rab talents and abilities of a
oung, new class of en-
who, d'E!Pﬂ,E capi-

tal and structural limitations, -

have built viable businesses

from scratch simp‘lgr betause
they believed that by helpin
themselves they «could bes
help others. This simple belief
has produced millions of suec-
cess stories all aver
Bangladesh of people trying to
actively shape their future, in-
stead of waiting to have it pre-
scribed to them. Today this
spirit is :being snuffed gut in
e name of democracy, Con-
stitution, etc etc ad nauseam,

-My comment to all our
politicians spending their in-
valuable time and energy in
‘preserving the Constitution”
or "formation of a neutral non-
Paﬂy caretaker government" is
our simple words: "Its the
E‘%GE?IE' stupid”. Government

the people, [emphases my
own] by the people and of the
people. People do not
support” strikes and hartals
because they believe in it — it:
is because they fear for their
life and property. People do
not bestow legitimacy through
silence, they remain murte be-
cause- they lack freedom of
speech. e rickshawpuller,
farmer, factory worker and
storekeeper have not abdi-
cated away their righ
determinati
the hope that their hopes and
aspirations of a life with demo-
cratic and economic freedom
will find its way into the
countless charters of demands
drawn up dail?r. But unfortu-
nately no one is listening. Our
leaders mistake silence
quiescence,

epends largely on -

political friends.

wer or grab

t to self- .
. they live with _

or HE; :

e et S |

elections we‘ever had. They
have stwood for communal har-
mony. Despite the fatwas, they
have elected women to gemeral
seats in the liament and as

Prime Minisfer and the Leader |

of the Oppesition. Women are
fighting back the vested inter-
ests both in rural and urban
areas. The Grameen Bank and
other NGOs in the rural areas
and the garments induntg in
the urban centres have helped
them a great deal to be much

less d ndent on menfolk fi-
nandci
The people of Bangladesh

still fight for their rights and

' make supreme sacrifices. They |

have not failed but our leader-
.ship has failed them time and
again. Authoritarianism on the
part of the political leaders

and remﬁmg
"their wnrkc? hhnvt tarnished
the image of the political par-
ties. They must redeem it by
hard work.

in Bangladesh today we
have a greater ce on
the state than ever. When the {
state becomes all aslve,
then, whoever captures the
state finds it easier to mould
the civil society the way he
likes. Thus there is a need for
the civil to in a
way that it becomes less de-
pendable on thg state.

The reality in Bangladesh
has taken away our courage of
dreaming again. It is equally
true that history takes unex-
pected turns. Since the coun-
try belongs to me 1 can ill af-
. ford to be pessimistic.

The younger generation
remarks, "Hartals have be¢ome
a way of life in Bangladesh.
Suppose, for arguments sake,
the Awami La:agl.h% coines to
power and then calls Har-
tals on any issue. in order to
give a taste of their own
medicine to the Awami ue.
Where do we go form there?”
Recent returmees from abroad
queries: "All our lives you have
‘told us what a great country

- Bangladesh is, and since we
belong to the privileged few
who -have studied abroad, we
should repay our debts to our
country by working here. So
we have come back to our
country. But we see a small
section of the people, i.e. the
politicians, are ruining the
country because of their sill
ego problems. We have no abil-
iﬁ; to fight these politicians

o have brought in a reign of

terror ahd we do not see any

solution. Tell us why we should
waste our time here?" My
paolitician friend will sarcasti-
cally reply. "So who is telling
you to stay here? Go back to
your beloved America or Eng-
land or wherever 'you have

come from. We do not need
people like you in Bangladesh.”

With apologies to Mr. %‘:f
- sham, "Eﬂfeoplc. after driv-
ing out g le, will rule
Bangladesh.” Will this be our
future? I do not know but I do
remember what Mr. Lee Ken
Yeuw said in his convocation
address at the Universit
Ségﬁaporc a few years hac'};

g

u]]peciple do not join poli- -
en that country has no

.of
i |
tics

sTasseBeREREES ¢

The politicians of

Bangladesh are bankrupt; they
have nothing new to offer, no
vision to share. The reason
that our best and brightest are
seeking i ation is not be-
cause they do not support:
democratic institution building
in B adesh. It is only be-
cause they realise that this,
like all other "issues”, have be-
come a lever for power and a
way to settle scores. In these
Byzantine power struggles the
p;glple are 'innocent bg'-
standers and increasingly the
victims. Burning public trans-
}mrl, disrupting production,
otting stores, closing down
campuses does not cause any
real hardships to the political
leadership. Our’ political lead-
ers do not use BRTC buses,
factories and shops are not
their major sources of income,
and their scions probably do
not attend Dhaka University!

So then whom is it all in aid
of? Why is the proposal for
formation of a non-political
caretaker government, that
has been shown time and time
again to be in accordance with
the desires of the people, ac- |
ceptable ONLY after the coun-
try has been brought to its
knees? Why is acknowledge-
ment of the irreparable dam-
age to the fragile economy by
this non-cooperation move-
ment ONLY possible, after the
feqple have been pushed to

heir limits and forced ento
the streets? When will the big-
ger picture, the country, gain
precedence ‘over short term

litical ambitien and the lust

to violence by |

INDEPENDENCE DAY

DHAKA TUESDAY, MARCH 26, 1996

Pages from My Diary _
Thoughts on Independence Days

26 March 1971, Friday

CHITTAGONG Histor
shall record the events of this
day in letters of bloed. It's onl
the beginning. I'm convince

much mere blood shall be
th,‘.d -

It was past twelve last night

when Atiq rang. He was all ex-
citement, "Haven't you heard?
Sheikh Saheb has declared in-
dependence! Fighting is going
on in the streets of Dhaka.”

It was a ni
excitement. | hardly
eyes. Again there was another
telephone call at seven-thirt

. in the morning. Bengali sol-

diers in the Cantonment are
locked in battle with the Pak-
istanis. Some of them have left
the Cantonment and are al-
rm“lj"l! in the city seeking help.
' en came another piéce of
alarming news about Dhaka.
Pakistani tanks and heavy ar-
tlllcr?; are being used to attack
the Bengali residents in the
city. Indiscriminate killing and
arson are cortinuing since last
L
Dhaka radio station come

alive at eight-thirty. The an-

nouncer spoke in Bangla —

with heavy Punjabi accent. The

Dhaka city is under curfew till
further orders. Anyone seen
outside shall be shat dead.
This was followed by the an-
nouncément of a number of
martial law orders.
| heard so many thi on
e situation, both in Chit-
and Dacca, during the
day. I'm certain a good part of
the same are just rumours and
speculations. But the news
about the soldiers of the Ben-
gal t fighting the Pun-
abees is definitely correct.
:egollc: and Ansars have
oined them. We could hear
he sounds of of fire,
iocluding mortars and heavy
Htlﬂnnl. throughout the
whole day. Thousands of
men are helping them as
as they can. ey are going
from house to house collecting
any kind weapon available.
The ttmenl' Chittagong is
free. And Chittagong radio
station is in the hands of the
freedom [ighters. It jas
thrilling to hear the declara-
tion of independence in the
radio. Appeal was made to
world to mﬂnth: genocide. At
the same time, instrucfions

are being issued to the ple
to remain vigilant and our
soldiers!

All the time, | am glued to
the radio. alternating between

Chittagong and Dhaka. Yahiya
spoke at eight. "Sheikh Mujib
is a traitor to the country”. he
declared. "He and other
traitors and rebels will soon be

suitably punished.” Yahiya
added that he would consider
restoring  power to civiltan
‘public representatives’ when
‘suitable conditions' are en-

Our leaders and most of our
people. I think, kept on hop-'
ing that there will be a solution
through dialogue. But I was
never optimistic about it. For

one simplé reason — the other

side is neither sane nor ra-
tional. | suspected- all along
that they were going through
the charade of dialogues just to
gain time to get enough men
and weapons from West Pak-

istan, and then they
strike. And | trjed to tell the

_same to everyone I could.

Todayel wish | were wrong:

.Now it is nearly midnight.
From my hill-top house, 1 can
see the city enveloped in eerie
darkness punctuated by the
sound of guns and streaks of
tracer bullets. It's+=as if I am
viewing a war-film. Yet, it's not
in cinema; it's very real and
happening right here.

t of anxiety and
closed my *

'

would

Past And Present :

Kazi Fazlur Rahman

. Are all those who are either
already dead or shall be dyin
soon giving their lives in vain®
Only Heaven can tell. .

26 March 1972, Sunday

DHAKA : Independence Day!

It.seems we have traversed a
century in a year, On 26 March
last year. we were the slaves of
the Pakistani soldiers. Today
we are Bangalee — the free cit-
izens of Bangladesh! The peo-
ﬁlc of Bangladesh paid a very
€avy price indeed fto acquire
this status.
Still, a question haunts me
"What next?” . :
On Monday tenth of Jan-
uary, Bangabandhu on his tri-
umphal return addressed the
nation in words truly befit
a great leader. He narrated
how Bhutto had pleaded with
him te retain;some kind of
link with P tan. "No, that's
not possible”, he had replied.
‘Let the people of Pakistan live
in happiness. But we can't have
anything to do with it. We have
our own independent sovere-
ign land — Bangladesh." He
advised non-B ees living in
Bdngladesh to fully identify
themselves with the country.
He appealed to all countrymen
to desist from takin
in their -hands, and not to
punish or harm anybody
Without the due process of law.

His very first address to the’

nation set the right tone and
laid down the right guidelines.
Like almost every citizen of the
new Bangladesh, it engen-

“ dered hopes in one that now a

system will be at last in place
which will enable the ener
and aspirations of all to g

chlnntlladﬂfu:e the peace and
prosperity of the nation.

It has not beeén even three
months. Yet somehow | sense
An unease — even disa nt-
ment and despair — sl en-
gulfing the whole nation. |
cant help asking mysell —

the law >

why? | must be mistaken —
sometime | try to reassure
mysel. .

26 March 1974, Tuesday

DHAKA : Independence Da
was celebrated with all offici
formalities. It was only three
years ago that Yahiyva and Tikka
unleashed the armed Pakistani
beasts and set them upon the
unarmed Bengalges. They
wanted to perpetrate a holo-
caust. and make permarient
slaves of any survivors. Th
failed. but the cycle of killing
begun by them seem to go on
without end. Why?

~Last evening, TV broadcast
the Prime Minister's speech
recorded from his sickbed in
Moscow: On this day, he said,
he remembers the millions
dead. thousands upon thou-
sands of our women raped and
dishonoured. He assured the
country that all secret killings

shall stop.- And he condemned

all “ acts of nepotism and
favouritism by all those in posi-
tions of authority.

He sounded very sick, and
appealed to the countrymen to
Eray for him and to forgive

im. Yes, most. if not all, in

this country will pray for him
and even forgive his mistakes.
But how will history deal with

his lapses as the ru

I spent almost the whole
day reading and re-rea
diaries of seventy-one.'l just
can't stand the illumination
and the air of festivity outside.
To many in Bangladesh, this a
t:la’y of mourning. not of
celebration. | am one of them.

26 March 1976, Fiday

DHAKA : Another Indepen-
dence Day gﬁilng celebrated
with all the official trappings.
Yet' a feeling of unease per-
‘vades. Almost everybody ap-

ars to be waiting anxiously
or some disaster to happen.
People of Bangladesh only

“"to General Ziaul

' tlosed. Education is

yearn for peace.
26 March 1977, Saturday

DHAKA : As usual, Indepen-
Day was celebrated

dence

-

with a garden party in Bangab-

havan and street illumination:

There was mmethh}lgvtoﬁljilz

unexpected in the

evening. A feature story de-
of
947 showed

scribing the
Bangladesh from
Sheik Mujib's historic speech
in the Paltan on 7th March
1971, There was only
ol him making the speech
without even mentioning his
name! This was the first time
since 15 August 1975 that a
picture of Sheikh Saheb fea-
tured even fleeti in an offi-
cial medium in .
How outrageously ridicu-
ldus! He may gl:
haps with
many acts

enesis

ustification, for
commission and

omission as the ruler of the .

country. But who can
but for him, there would ret
have been any independent
Bangladesh? How can anyone
presume to write a history of
. this country without mention-
ing the name of Sheikh Mu-
jibur Rahman?

26 March 1978, Sunday

ABOARD ROCKET
STEAMER GAZI : Bhutto has
been sentenced to death.
Miraculous is the way the prov-
idence dispenses justice. .

I read that there have been
many requests, including one
from the

spare his life. What is really

amazing is that a group of per-
sons in DHaka are issuing

statements mn his favour; Jadu .

Mia's party even staged a

glimpse

N Secretary General
Haque to

blamed, per- -

demonstration in front of the

Pakistani
The massacre that in
. Bangladesh on this day
seven years back was r the
culmination of Bhutto's
scheming, that fool Yahyla was

but a tool in his hand. And to-
day demonstrations are

held  in Dacca for saving his
life. What an frony!

26 March 1979, Monday

. Dhaka was buﬁmg ust lt.&'l

time. Dead and mu bod-
ies had piled up on the roads
ahd in the ashes and ruins of
houses. Those dead bodies
-constituted the lltp].lil&
stones to pomp and
the presidents, ministers,
erals and bureaucrats of all
inds. But who remembers
them? | doubt if anyone both-
ered to pay even a pro-forma:

, homage to their memory on

this day.
26 March 1980,
~ Wednesday |
DHAKA: Another Indepen-
dence Day has been observed

amidst great fanfare. | didn't
attend any of the functions and

1 festivities. To me, it is still a

day of mourning.

26 March 1983, Monday

MANILA : Semehow our In-

cieﬁcndcnce Day has made me
reflect on the state ‘of affairs
back home. It seems that every
thing is on the boil, 7-party
and 15-party alliance success-

_' fully observed "hartal” on 1st.

March despite active and vio-
lent resistance from govern-
ment party "students” and
"workers". was also ac-
tive with their lathis and guns,
official version concedes two
deaths. Those arrested number
more than five hundred. Most:
of the educational institutions
includin universities are

always the

Nirst casualty in the games

Continued on page 12

1

or pewer?

N January 1971 [ was a
student of Class X of

Holy Cress School. We

were then living across the
road from Central Shahid
Minar, in the Dhaka University
Quarters. My father Dr
Jyotirmoy Guhathakurta has
appuinted provost of J ath
Hall, a residence hall for
minority students. It was only a
matter of months that we had
moved into our new quarters
from the old town ‘and my
father being very fond of

| sgardening had transformed the

ack yard of our ground floor
flat into a vision of many
colours. Little did we know
then what the future had in
store for us. °
March 1971 was a month of

[ turmoil and being situated op-
'posite the Shahid Minar, we

were right in the middle of it
all. The day-long demonstra-

tions, the speeches, the
solemn oath taking and the
tensions permeated the air

with an ominous sense of
dread. The 25th of March was-

just such aday. ¢ :

It was just after midnight
on the 25th, that we suddenly
heard a burst of gunfire. They
were exceptionally loud and
fast-approaching. At one point
they became'so loud that gy
father, mother and I had Tu
crouch on the floor of the bed-
room, We asked our cook
‘Swarna mashi’ to join us, but
she did not want to leave the
kitchen. Then we heard a con-
voy of Pakistan military jeeps
stop outside the gate of our
campound. My mother peeped
outside the window and saw
the army descend on our
compound, breaking the

chains of our gate with a sim-
ple wrench of the hand. They

swarmed. into the building on

- The

we 'will take him away.’
mother asked 'where?'
ficer went up to my father who
was,

much time to
the soldiers came back. They
started to search our home
bathrooms, under the bed. At
one point they asked us ‘where
is Mujibur Rahman?' | replied

5 at Ble

jound

Meghna Guhathakurta ..

all floors, g on the doors
with fists and :

My father and I ed my
mother away from the window
and were confusingly wonder-
ing whether to open the doors
(we couldn't even if we tried
because, the doors were

jammed from the blows of the

soldiers) when three soldiers
(one officer & two jawans)
came in throu the back.

They ordered ouf cook to open

the kitchen door and then
threw her to the ground out-
side. She ran awacr scared, to
the room of our driver above
the garage a few yards away.

e officer ed in Urdu,
is the professor here? M
mother replied, yes. He sa;dc{
e of-

putting an a Punjabi-
assed to him by my mother.
y father fett sure that they
had come to arrest him. The

officer told my father to go
with him. My father asked
‘why'. But instead of answering
the soldiers led him away. On
their way out he shouted at the
soldiers still ban
the front door: -Yaqub, stép
banging. I'm here'.
with a wrench of his hand.
pulled o
minute they left with my fa-
ther, | ran to the
then discovered that it was
dead. The phone
cut off. Bul we were not

ng away at

d then
n-the door. The
phone and
lives were

given
think became

wway out they

*doors & left.

she * screamed ' and
away from the door.
went
screamed
screamed before because the
sight that met our eyes were
undescribable

we don't know him. He barked
at me : "What do you mean, you
don't know him." My mother
was tryinig to get I.n.I{:rmatinn
as to 'where they took my fa-
ther, but to no avail. On their
; asked whether we
had any boys in the family. My
mother held me close and said
that she had only one daugh-
ter. They told us to stay in-

. In the meantime our cook
had returned distraught, but
before we had time to explain
we heard a commotion from
our front door. Several sol-
diers had brought down pro-
fessor Maniruzzaman of the
Statistics Department along
with three member of his fam-
ily (all male) and there was a
tussle going on between his
wife and the soldiers. My
mother tried to calm WMrs

. Maniruzzaman, by telling her

that they had also 'arrested’ my
father, so if she creates prob-
lem they might shoot. As we
were still trying to get seme
communication though our
telephone, we here running to
and fro, when he heard several
loud shots which pierced ous-

eardrums. Seconds later when

my mother went to the door
wnrd
en |
door [ too
I've never

the
like

1o

soldiers
four of

The

had left and all

Moniruzzaman s family were
dying in their own blood
wife cried out to my mother °
Sister you said they wouldn't
shoot '

His

Two of the persons

eds

only

but the doctors who
my father said there was no
hope He breathed his last on
30th March around 10 am in
the morning

shot were still Emanlng SO
there was a lot of and
sC for water. mother
asﬂ%r cook tthylh: me
away from the scene, but soon
another lightning struck us.
The wife's sister informed us
that my father had also been
shot outside the building, he
was conscious and asking for
water. and calling out our

names. We rushed to the spot.
There we saw my father |
on the ground fully conscious

but his body was alysed
waist down. He saldpatlj;lt the

soldiers has asked him his
name, and his religion. He
couldn't lie. So after he said
that he was a Hindu, the offi-
cer ordered to shoot. Helping
hands came to help us to carry
him to our flat, thrwh the
front door., over the ies of
Prof Moniruzzaman and family !
But what were we to do ?
Thcr;_-_i was a curﬁl:]w going on
and firing was sti ﬁdﬂg on.
Jagannath Hall has

We stayed like that all night,
all day and night the next day.
my father growing weak but
still in his senses. In the mid-
dle of the next day, fear visited
us again as the soldiers came
to get the dead bodies. But
the bodies of Prof
Moniruzzaman and his family
were in their court. My father

escaped being taken away alive

for the second time. On the

morning of the 27th when the
curiew
came in from the streets and
asked il they could help.

carried my father to the hos-

bHroke, some

people

ital, just across the street

¢ hospttal has in a chaos,
tended



