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Victory’s Dream Ladder

Panna Kaiser

How fifty years have passed since victory! Swayed by delight and pride, the
Bengali nation has been harboring innumerable memories that have been
undergoing endless ruptures. After nine months, valiant Bangalees had freed their
country of its enemies, liberating it and amazing the whole world by doing so.
Three million Bcn_g.llls sacrificed their lives and innumerable mothers and sisters
had been violated in the process. In these memories of freedom are entangled grief,
suffering, joy and pain are entangled in these memories. The superhero with whose
mu'm, the hlblcl% of our independence is threaded is the Father of the Nation,

angabandhu Sheikh Mujibur Rahman. If he had not been born, Bangladesh
would not have achieved mdep-cndence “Since we have shed blood already, we
will shed more of it!” Amazing, valiant, uncompromising, dedicated to truth and to
the beautiful, a visionary—a true champion—it is without him that the country has
been celebrating Victory Day year aller year. But internally there have been
hemaorrhages. Those trattors who mnrderccf him and his famﬁy members in the
historic Rd. 32 house have committed sins that cannot be erased even il they are
bome pclE)cTuaily Bangabandhu lives, nevertheless, in his Bangladesh and in the
heart of lees. He is the light in the eyes of the golden people of golden
Bengal. On thm day they remember him respectfully and renew their vows In build
the nation up with his ideals. 1 also remember on the oceasion Sheikh
Fazilutunessa, Sheikh Kamal, Sheikh Jamal, Sultana, Rosy and the ten-year-old
boy Sheikh Russel.

Bangladesh’s
and Sheikh Rghﬂ.nu had survived because they were
assassins had ﬁnlluiad the ideals of the war of independence after h:wm;

ower in 1975! On her return 1o the country in 1981, Shcakh Hasina was able o use

er willpower, sagacity, and firm resolve; her wisdom was of the kind that would
have been able 1o conquer even unconquerable Himalayan peaks. | recall at this
time as well Sheikh Rehana and the manner in which she helped her older sister
Sheikh Hasina constantly and encouraged her in her work.

All of a sudden, through an open window raindrops drlpgedand a shadow caressed
me—1 felt a hand’s soft touch. Through the shadow’s imprint Raibazar’s killing
marshland appear—dimly at first. On 16 December, 1971 1 was Iooklnj;
desperately for my beloved in the blood-stained swamp that was Rayerbazar’s
k1llmF field. T turned over the many dead badies strewn there but could not locate
him. | got up from the swamp and returned home with my brother-in-law Zakaria.
This is how it was for me for a long time; that hands’ caress that come with that
shadow has given me the strength to go on. The eruel sport devised by the forces
that conspired against our inde ce had made me swear on the blood-soaked
soil of Rayerbazar that day, “1 will be always accompanying you—inspire me so
that I have the L‘(JI.I.In}:IgE to always do so™. That Victory Day 1 had spat at the
assassins publicly and come away. | never again returnéd to those killing fields.
But let the procession of bodies be in my memory forever. I live in my memories.
They give me the strength to move on. The moment of delight thal came with
viclory—memories—so many memories—at times still moistén my eyes:

. The way the

Shahidullah Kaiser had so margharﬂam He would reformat Sangbad completely.

On the night of December 3 ka was quaking repeatedly because of

and machine gun fire and bombs were exploding all the time . When 1 asked him

whether I would go downstairs with our two children, he said that we wouldn’t be
Eumg anywhere. “Look—look at Sangbad’s headlines!™ In the moming o
ecember 3, Zahur Ahmed Chowdhury and Ahmedul Kabir had visited us. I could
see that thery had some urgent matters to discuss. When [ served them three cups of
tea, Uncle (Zahur Ahmed Choudbhury) said, “Take care!™ My eyes moistened.
Uncle laid his hand on my forehead to give me courage and said, “The time has
come for decisive change.” | could not figure out what he had in mind, but 1
pretended did. 1 said to him, “Uncle—you three ke talking and excuse me for
now.” As [ returned to the room from the verandah, 1 kept remcmbcrm how from
27 March we had to take shelter in the houses of so man le we didn’t even
know. Every time we shifted from one house to another, ahl ullah would return
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home and place his hand on my forehead and sav to me, “You will be able 1o see
one independence day; I two!™ When the children have gone to sleep, look at
Sangbad’s headlines fet me go for now.” He left in a hurry and went to his study
lahlc He spent a very busly day afterwards. On quite a few ocecasions 1 would see
ople I didn’t know at all meet him; | couldn’t figure out what was being said as
thE talked in the verandah. At midmght on December 3, the loud sound of mortar
cr machine gun fir¢ could be heard. He took me to the rooftop. | saw bomber
planes and bombs with my own cyes.

In the only two years and ten months that | had spent with him after mmm% from
a village | was able to see so many things! | would hold on to his hand tightly and
sai' to myself, “If our country attains independence, while victory day is being

ebmted 1 mll hold your hands and work mt’h you to build up the country.” But
that was not going to be!

On 12 December, Nurul Islam (President of the Democratic Party) came to visit us.
He stayed with us for five minutes or so. After he had left, | came and stood with
“ﬁlhusband He held m'[y hand and said, *I will have to leave the house tomorrow.

I said to him. He held me close and said, “The country is going to be
md::plmdcnl now, but the Razakars will strike one last time for sure.”

After havln%takcn rcfug-:: in all sort of places, we had returned to our own house in
November. But wh we return then? He said to me calmly, “Has all seven and
half crore Beﬂgnhh been able to take refuge in India?” In reply to my question he
said that he was among those who had taken on the huge responsibility of working
for the freedom fighters. His own assigned work was to collect medicine. clothes
and food and then transport them across the border. | remember that the supplies we
had collected from Aunt Sufia’s house we would store on the other side of the wall.

But you had no idea about who our neighbor was. 1 can say now that the house was
the Russian Cultural Center. Those who had left for India. had handed over their
ration cards to Aunt Sufia before Ieavmg There was no lack of m to purchase
the rationed items, He said to me, “Listen—tomorrow—the l4th of
December—when curfew is lifted, we will leave. We'll have to go by tomorrow.”

14 December—we had been waiting since moming. Time passed but there was no
announcement telling us that the curfew had been lifted. Morning, afternoon and
evening passed. When the sun was setting and | was crossing the verandah to go
downstairs [ saw all of a sudden a little distance from our house four to five boys
talking. 1 moved away and placed myself behind the mango tree in front of our
house. After | had stood there for a while [ saw two of the boys pointing fingers at
the direction of our house and saying something. 1 rushed to my room. He was
listening to the news on BBC radio. In some agitation, he made me sit beside him.
I couldn’t tell him what I had seen even though 1 tried 1o do so. As 1 stondm‘Fu HJJ
after a while, he took my hand, made me sit down again next to him sai
“What is that you want to say? | "haven't been able to ]I&tt.l'l to the news vet.” When
I then told him what | had seen he laughed nnd said, “Those boys must be of this
neighborhood, Don’t worry, these pests aren tgmnF to find escape routes anymore
to save their skins,” I thought, “Perhaps he is right™ I then went into the bedroom.,

I prepared some milk for Shomi. | put the milk bottle on the table and stood up for
the Magl'lrﬂ:l [early evensng] yer, | thoughr. since Shmn! was qlec?lng I wauld
lake iy g;aan prayer | felt like crying.
cried aﬂd cmu;l till I finished pmymgﬁ\g e[yes were al wet th::n Aslw
my pmm by lifting my hands ﬁm{ sought His blessings f-:nr qi'iﬂ.ﬁttll.l]'lal:
Kaiser. gﬂ. as well for our E&iﬂ boy Amitav Kaiser and our baby daughter
Shnml After | had ﬁmshadmar prayer, | took the bottle of milk | had prepared for
Shnlm and said to her, “Tuntuni dearest let’s go to Dad.” Seeing the bottle of milk
%&, the little dear Fng!e S&dulhhmedm gall her “Tuntuni”
aml “Bhombal Das" I took Shomi in my lap and made her sit in
the living room and saw that he h.a put Amitav to bed and was writing something
or the utﬁ::r I then sat down on the sofa downstairs. The 14th day of the month was
almost over. And yet curfew had not been lifted and we had not been able to leave
the flat. He looked pale but said, *The country is abaut to become ind nt.”
But even before he was able to ﬁnlsh the sentence, my brother-in-law Mia came
and said 10 him, “Elder brother, le are knon.kmg at the door from
outside. Should T apen it for them?” Shﬂ]a said. “Yes, do” and stood u;!
said to me, “Give me the " 1 said to him, *What will you do with them?”
said, “Look, the freedom ghtm have come. They 1 need somu moncy
f at the knot in my sari’s 1o show where the money coul I-:eﬁj.
{e went in quickly to lhe bedroom. I heard the almirah door be{n_g e
returned to the living room u.lckly and tymg the key ring to my sari’s burder said
to me, “What is the mai comm 7" But then four man with
black-masked faces shawnd n s Sl'l idullah Kaiser?” one of them asked.
He himself said, “1 am.™ mmkﬂf men surrounded him immediately and
gzmkmg his hand, pulled him away towards the ndah. As they did so, I left
and ran to them and tried to pull him away by grabbing his other hand. The
milk bottle fell from the little baby’s hands. From that day onwards till now Shomi
stopped having milk. | came to the verandah and put on Ihe light shoutmg, ‘Wherr:
15 everybody?" But there was no sound at all and no one said anything. Those
Razakar assassins had tied everyone up downstairs, They dragged him to the
stairway. As | pulled open the mask from one of the faces ufﬂmac who were tied
with my hand, my sister-in-law came and took out his whole mask and started
shricking. But the two of us were no match for the four of them. My hand was
forcibly unclasped....

You looked at me and said, “Take care! | will come back soon.” [ had so much to
say to him, but he would not be able to listen and | was not able to tell him what |
had to say. I lost my senses. I have no idea how the 14th and the 15th went. From
the 15th might, the whole country reverberated with cries of “Joi Bangla"—

“Victory to r:ngai On 16 December, Zakaria came and said to me, “Uncle Zahur
Hossein has talked to several police station about him. Come Bhahi"
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k[mm-m law]. We took a rickshaw, first to Kotwali police station and then to the
otijheel one and then went to a few other police stations. But we could not get any
news of him. Later, we wenl to the Rayer Bazar swamp. On our way, we saw
victory celebrations going on everywhere. Mothers, sisters, old men and women
and young were congratulating the freedom fighters bg.r waving their hands at them.

The two of us had such dreams! The day the country would be freed of the enemy
would be the day we would welcnmc the day from the liberated soil of a (ree
country. But how cruel fate had tumned out to be for us! Things did not turn out that
way we had dreamt of for us. The 16th of December went with us searching for a
long time for our beloved one in the blood-stained, wet swampland of Rayer
Bazar's killing field. Frustrated, in the end we returned home. I thought—the time

now come to walk on the road to the future struggling with hardship. I had not
been able to see victory the way we had wanted to.

In Fate’s feet weak souls that we are
Let us not be begging and pleading
There is nothing to fear

For you are there

And I am with you

Writer : Ex. Member af Parliament & Edue
Translated by Fakrul Alam




