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National days get stranger as you grow up. As a child, you are told what a
certain day commemorates, you're told the stories, and what to feel about
it. It's easy to celebrate Victory Day as a child. But the burden of knowing
history, the politics behind that history, and the complexities of war, Vic-
tory Day as a 20-something can't just be about celebration.

The SHOUT team visited the Liberation War Museum for this week’s
cover story. We weren’t sure what we were going to write even as we stood
in the courtyard of the beautiful establishment located in Agargaon, Dha-
ka. But, it was clear the moment we looked at the first exhibits from 1971,
that we wanted to explore our reactions, and the raw emotions behind
them. And these emotions weren't straightforward, 50 years after the fact,
we were still angry, still sad, still teary eyed, and finally relieved that it was
over. December 16, 1971 was a glorious day, but it was also a sad time.

Thankfully, December 16, 2021 is by far a better time to exist in, and
our Liberation War demands that we make sure every December 16 from
hereon is better than the last.

— Azmin Azran, Sub-editor, SHOUT
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Rediscovering Ami Birangona Bolchi’

by Neelima Ibrahim

HASIB UR RASHID IFTI

Trigger warning: Contains referance to
sexual violence.

“After months of torture and brutal-
ity, I suddenly wondered how I looked.
There were no glass doors or windows in
the room, let alone a mirror. What if we
cut and kill ourselves!” said Tara, while
narrating her story. On March 26, 1971,
Tara was taken from her family by perpe-
trators. On the first night she was violated
by her countryman, a Bengali, followed
by six-seven others. After months of
abuse, when Tara was finally free, she
was relocated to Dhanmondi Women's
Rehabilitation Centre. She waited weeks
for her father to come get her. After Tara’s
father finally came, she asked him, “Baba,
will I come with you?” Her hesitating
father replied, “No, Ma, I can't take you
home today. The house is getting fixed,
your Mama has come too. Your sister
Kaali will come with her husband. Once
they leave, I'll take you home.” Tara freed
herself from her father’s arms gently, “It's
okay, Baba. You don't need to come here
anymore.”

I closed the book. It was 3 AM on a
cold winter night. With hands shaking
and vision blurred with tears, it took all
my strength to flip the pages and finish
Tara's story. And Meher Jan. And Rina.
And then Shefali, Mayna, Fatema and
Mina as well. These are all pseudonyms
Neelima Ibrahim used to protect the
war heroines’ identities in her book Ami
Birangona Bolchi. She failed to write the
third part of this book, partly due to
mental exhaustion and mostly because
of our conservative mindset towards our
war heroines.

After liberation, fearing humiliation
by her own countrymen, Meher Jan left

the country for Pakistan after marrying a
soldier at the camp. Others who stayed
back had to live with constant humil-
iation and judgement the rest of their
lives, more often than not from their
loved ones.

After Mayna’s father was left hu-
miliated and mortified by the groom’s
side when he went to talk about her
marriage, Mayna’s mother slapped
her, “Why did you even come back?
Couldn’t you stay back in the hell where
you came from? They killed so many
people, how'd they miss you? How
dare you step inside this house carry-
ing that sinful body of yours?” Mayna
left her home the next dawn. Fatema
had to live the rest of her life with the
brutal head injury she suffered at the
camp and the psychological trauma that
followed. Kids in her locality called her
“Foti Pagli”. Chapa, from Fatema’s story,
met a worse fate. Raped by hundreds of
perpetrators, when she came back home,
she was ostracised by her society. Her
only crime? She was a Hindu girl raped
by Muslims.

Each name echoed in my heart the
rest of the night and ones after that. Tara
was here, and so was Meher Jan, Rina,
Mayna, Fatema and 2,00,000 more.
Their sacrifice liberated this land, the
earth under my bare feet. Ami Birangona
Bolchi captures the harrowing tales of
seven war heroines in its seven chapters.
The soulful narration and gut-wrench-
ing description make it one of the most
impactful books ever written on our
liberation war, because untold stories
are often the most crucial ones.

Remind Ifti to be quieter at
hasiburrashidifti@gmail.com



