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n the 2nd of March, Bangladesh

beat Pakistan in the semi-finals

of the recently concluded Asia
Cup. It prompted an outpouring of
patriotic love, supplanted by the tears of
certain political figures, and oh, what a
good time it was to a Bangladeshi. In the
month of March, no less. A few hours
after this, at dawn on the 3rd, Hiramoni
Shaotal quietly passed away in her tin-
shed hut in Chandpur Tea Estate. Her life
was marked by a one-minute silence at a
protest organized by the tea workers' to
demand rights to their land. In that one-
minute, the tea working population
stood in silent revolt. Here was another
body on which this country had built
itself, and then left to starve by the
wayside.

In history books, we sometimes read
about the birangonas of the Liberation
War, and we are told about the
numerous accommodations and
recognitions that the state has provided
them. The story goes that Bangabandhu
Sheikh Mujibur Rahman had loudly
proclaimed that should any birangona
be disowned by their families, then he
would be their father, on certificates and
identity registers. History is seldom as
kind as it sounds. The pages of history
are a wrestling match which, in our
particular case, has been won by
Bengali supremacy. And Hiramoni
Shaotal is the collateral.

During the fateful months of
independence, Hiramoni Shaotal was
residing in Chandpur Tea Estate with her
husband Laxman Shaotal. They had been
able to escape in time as the Pakistani
army had set up a camp directly on the
Chandpur Tea Estate grounds. A few
months before that, Bangabandhu
Sheikh Mujibur Rahman had visited the
tea gardens. He had intimated that war
was imminent, and he asked the workers
to arm themselves to protect themselves
from the Pakistani army. Those who did
not flee took up bows and arrows in the
face of Pakistani tanks. Hiramoni Shaotal
was raped in her own home by a group
of Pakistani soldiers. She bore a child
named Shohodev. Her husband Laxman
stood by Hiramoni and the child.
Shohodev passed away when he was
around 22 years of age and Laxman
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Shaotal passed away soon after that.
Since then, Hiramoni Shaotal had been
living with her two daughters and trying
to get by.
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Like her entire family, Hiramoni
Shaotal was a tea worker. She worked
until it was no longer possible for her to
work. Today, the daily wage of a tea
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worker is Tk.79. After retirement,
Hiramoni Shaotal begged for money in
order to feed her two daughters. The
abuse she faced at the hands of the
Pakistani army was not an isolated
incident. It was not an unspoken
consequence of war. It was part of the
larger system of abuse that those like her
face every day in liberated Bangladesh-
the women, the indigenous, the tea
worker, the poor.

Whose liberation do we remember in
the history books? When we live through
March every year, amid a cacophony of
recorded speeches of March 7th and the
proclamation of independence of March
26th, do we picture an independence for
which Hiramoni Shaotal gave her life?
Even with her passing some 45 years
after independence, make no mistake
that she died for/because of this country.
She is a martyr and her poverty is our
poverty, her pain is our collective shame.

When I first visited Chandpur Tea
Estate and heard about Hiramoni
Shaotal, | wanted to speak to her. This
was two months ago, and by then, she
had become too sick to meet people.
She died quietly, but not shunned by her
community- a community that the
country has collectively left to starve
under the yoke of colonialism to this
day. Will there be a Hiramoni Shaotal
highlighted on billboards next to a
Shakib Al-Hassan?

The story of Hiramoni Shaotal is part
of the dirty underbelly of a war that we
have tried our best to forget- the
sufferings of the indigenous, of the
birangonas, of the millions who starved
to death. The Bangladesh today is a
glorious Bangladesh, where mention of
the millions of freedom fighters who
have since starved and died is not only
ungentlemanly but also unsavoury. But
millions like her will continue to haunt
us, as we enjoy the amnesia of cricket,
development and 3D-printing. Will we
ever be brave enough to stand beside
her community, who are fighting for
their land? Will we ever be brave
enough to admit that we have
collectively failed her? In memory of her
passing, | invite the readers to mourn
with me. For our country, our mother
and ourselves. m
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destruction of their habitat.
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he number of crocodile population remaining in the rivers and

canals of the Sundarbans, according to a survey jointly

conducted by Bangladesh Forest Department and Centre for
Advanced Research in Natural Resources & Management (CARINAM),
a wildlife research organization. Using the Global Positioning System
(GPS) the survey was done to identify the locations of crocodiles live in
there. The crocodile population has declined to nearly 100 due to
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DLI can literally die for saying mundane things these days. But since man insists on his freedom of

speech they must find a way to negotiate the tricky controversial waters of expression. One such

way is through the use of Haikus. If you go on Facebook these days then you'll see that everyone is
a grade A poet because most people don't understand poetry. Why should we be left behind? Here's a
choice collection of timely Haikus (maybe they are Haikus, | can't really be sure because it is very
complicated) that everyone can relate to or pretend to relate to. Sticking to conventions, these Haikus
follow the 5-7-5 syllable routine (hopefully because counting syllables is also complicated).

OSAMA RAHMAN

CARTOONS: ER RONNY

| WANT
YOU.

(TERMS &
CONDITIONS
APPLY)

The Patriot Act
Welcome to my house!
Take all my private data-
| feel so safe now

YOU'RE MARKED.
THANK YOU FOR
COOPERATING.

Demoncracy

A state united!

For bigotry or for greed-
Pick your poison please!

ALL MEN
ARE EQUAL IN
GOD'S EYES

God's Son

Holy men judge fair,
-rom chairs high above their laws-
Peddling pure prayers.

Blood Suckers for

Blood Suckers
Too many people,
Make policies nightmarish!
Mosquitoes can help.




