
Today, 16 December, marks our great Victory Day. This day stands as a symbol of our 
national pride and the culminating success of our struggle for independence. On this 
joyous occasion, I extend my warmest greetings and heartfelt congratulations to all 
Bangladeshis living at home and abroad.
Independence is our greatest achievement, founded upon a long history of exploitation, 
deprivation, and struggle. On this very day in 1971, we attained our long-cherished 
freedom and sovereignty through a nine-month-long, bloodied Liberation War. On this 
day, I pay my deepest respect to the valiant martyrs who sacrificed their lives in the 
war, the wounded freedom fighters, the mothers and sisters who lost their dignity, the 
families of the martyrs, and all the courageous individuals who dedicated their efforts 
to the cause of our independence. It is through their sacrifice that Bangladesh emerged 
as an independent nation.
The aim of the Liberation War was not confined merely to political independence; one 
of its fundamental objectives was to establish economic emancipation and social 
justice. Yet even after five decades, our people have not achieved complete political 
and socio-economic freedom. In this context, the student-led mass uprising of 2024 has 
rekindled hope for building a just Bangladesh, free from discrimination and 
corruption.
To ensure that the true benefits of independence reach every citizen, we must further 
strengthen and institutionalize our democracy. We must cultivate a culture of tolerance, 
mutual respect, and unity at every level of personal, social, and national life. Inspired 
by the spirit of the great Liberation War, let us commit ourselves to working together 
to build a prosperous Bangladesh, free from discrimination and all forms of 
oppression. This shall be our pledge on this glorious Victory Day.

Today, 16 December, is our great Victory Day-an unforgettable and glorious chapter in 
the history of Bangladesh. On this day in 1971, following nine months of a bloodied 
Liberation War, we achieved our long-cherished victory. Through immense sacrifice and 
the bloodshed of countless martyrs, we secured our independent national identity and 
our red-and-green flag. On this occasion, I extend my warmest greetings to all 
Bangladeshis living at home and abroad.
I pay my deepest respect to the brave martyrs who laid down their lives during the 
Liberation War and throughout our long struggle for independence. Their supreme 
sacrifice strengthens our resolve to stand firm against injustice and oppression and 
guides us along the path of freedom in every crisis and struggle.
The dawn of independence that rose through the victory of 1971 has, over the years, too 
often been dimmed by the shadows of authoritarianism and misrule. Through the July 
uprising, we have once again gained the opportunity to establish a democratic system 
free from discrimination, corruption, and tyranny. The extensive reform initiatives 
undertaken by the present Interim Government to build a well-governed and progressive 
Bangladesh are now moving towards successful completion through the collective 
participation of our citizens. I hope that through these efforts, authoritarianism will be 
uprooted and transparency and accountability ensured, alongside people-centric and 
sustainable development in all spheres of the state.
May this Victory Day serve as a renewed call to national unity. Let it be a day on which 
we pledge to uphold, at any cost, our commitment to the true empowerment of the 
people and the democratic transformation that has begun, guided by the enduring spirit 
of the great Liberation War.
Let us work together to build a safe, happy, and beautiful Bangladesh for the new 
generation, fulfilling the promise of the hard-earned independence we achieved through 
immense struggle. Let us move forward hand in hand-irrespective of religion, ethnicity, 
or community-on the path of peace and prosperity.

Many people say that humans live through stories. Stories are their habitats; their existence; 
past; future. This statement is applicable even more in case of languages. Many pundits have 
said, language is man’s habitat; man’s existence. It undoubtedly has many philosophical and 
existentialist ramifications. But simply said, the raw materials accumulated and manifested in 
languages ultimately become the main refuge for human existence. Stories are the greatest 
among these raw materials. In other words, the subtle ingredients conserved in the shape of 
stories are the best suppliers of that raw material.  
In this context, we can mention a speculation about early humans. Many scientists hold the 
view that more than one species like the Homo Sapiens had flourished on earth. Out of them, 
one species has survived. How? That must have happened through numerous blood-spilling 
struggles. But what advantages did the Homo Sapiens have in that struggle? What was the 
reason? It is assumed that the main reason was stories. The Homo Sapiens could advance 
much in life’s struggle because of the accumulated stories related to their mutual and 
collective struggles. Besides, sudden events and favour from nature were also there.
What does a story do? From where does its big role come? The main task of a story is the 
creation of mutuality between individuals. Stories create an average picture by gradually 
reducing the innumerable distinct attributes of individual human beings. Images of life are 
presented through stories. People observe one another, but how much can they see? Much of 
the huge population remain outside their purview. However, stories present many such 
characters who gradually generate the concept of average human beings. Through this, man’s 
own shape and boundary are also created. Story itself is a structure or framework. Natural and 
manmade structures remain present there. The collective human is also there. The individuals 
in the stories perform individual actions inside the diverse structures and events of collective 
humans. The humans can visualise themselves in this beautiful structure of collective 
framework. They can observe their surroundings. They become engaged and related to each 
other.   
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But it does not end there. The motley mixtures and innumerable complex collection of feelings that construct the stories also generate 
feelings and realizations of similar nature. Humans become aware of their dormant and obvious ideas in this way. At the same time, they 
enter the process of becoming one with the collective. Besides, the world of experience is always there. It is true that humans gather 
experiences through words or deeds only; but how far can that extend? And how far can a person stretch the boundaries of his experiences? 
The events or actions – whether of individual humans or of the collective – can travel very far by crossing the geographic boundaries, and 
can even transcend the boundaries of time if they wear the garb of stories. If the stories permit the small and big collections of experience 
to travel great distances, only then can individual experiences expand by accepting the companionship of the collective.  
But it does not end there. The real magic of stories commences in the next phase. The words of stories routinely travel from one mouth to 
another. They go through a reduction process. Their shape becomes more and more complex. By breaking the boundaries of place and 
time, they become storehouses of multidimensional knowledge. Myths are born. From the structure of myths, many people get the 
raw-material for attachment to the collective. The human society grows in this kind of backdrop. They become inter-related groups of 
people, who consider themselves to be of similar type up to one degree or another. 
New types of stories and new myths occupy the lives of modern humans in perennially new forms, in such a manner that it appears as if 
we have emerged from a world of stories. As if, the stories no longer have much role in the making of individuals and the existence of the 
collective. But the reality is not at all like that. It is not long ago that humans started to recognize and identify themselves as nations. Many 
theoreticians have shown decisively that the stories of religious-books, magazine-stories, especially those of novels have played a critical 
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role in the shaping of at least the Western nation-states. They have shown that by emerging from the glorious world of myths, humans have 
been living under the collective reign of new myths. Humans cannot become free from the reign of tales! 
The people of Bangladesh have gone through their biggest experience in the long (or known) history of collective life during the liberation 
war. The period might not have been very long. But through consolidation, a comparatively brief period has given rise to long experience. 
The territory centring which the web of events revolved had a flawless particularity. These heartrending experiences were gathered from 
the particular place and populace where we live even today.  
We have penned numerous accounts of those experiences. We may not have touched the refined process observed in the practice of writing 
world-history. But we have certainly written history. History – whether elegant or comparatively weak like ours, has an academic flow that 
is detached from the people. It has a spirit, which does not capture the experiences of human society in many instances. History even 
becomes absolutely anti-people on many occasions. However that may be, it is not comparable to the stories that emerge from the accepted 
and lived experiences of human society. Many branches emerge from the stories of the common people, one intersecting another. Often, 
rumours and propaganda become reliable partners of those stories. Individuals start to participate in the stories of the collective in line with 
their convenience.    
What an experience the liberation war had been for the individuals! One segment was engaged in frontal combats, running from one terrain 
to another by betting their own lives. It was driven by an endless desire for embracing death or killing others. Another segment could 
observe a big part of the tale by remaining at a convenient location inside or outside the country. They may also have been controlling the 
situation slightly. Some were sticking to their political standpoints; others were dying before death arrived by viewing the existential crisis 

It was 16 December 1971; the time was 4.31 pm in the afternoon. The commander of the 
Pakistani Eastern Command Amir Abdullah Khan Niazi removed the honorary-applet 
from his shoulder. He handed over his .38-bore revolver along with the lanyard to chief 
of the eastern command of Indian Army Jagjit Singh Aurora. Two drops of tears rolled 
down from Niazi’s eyes. The freedom-seeking Bangali spectators assembled at Dhaka’s 
Ramna Racecourse Maidan burst out in joyous celebration. A golden chapter was added 
to the history of this land. The day was Thursday. The roads of Dhaka were already 
occupied by the masses since morning. The surrender of 93,00-strong Pakistani 
military-men led by Niazi marked the victory of Bangalis in the great Independence War 
of Bangladesh. The freedom fighters (Muktibahini) and the Indian forces had entered 
Dhaka via the Savar-Mirpur Road after 10.30 in the morning amid huge applause and 
jubilation of the masses. The common people welcomed them on the way. That was a 
golden day after nine-months of blood-drenched war. The sun of victory rose in the sky 
of Bangla at the cost of three million martyrs. Since then, over half a century has elapsed, 
but that pride and joy of victory remain unfaded till today.  
The liberation war of Bangladesh in 1971 was by any judgement an extraordinary 
people’s war. The pains of deprivation and the desire for freedom nurtured by 
seventy-five million people had coalesced on a path to freedom. The people of this land 
could elicit recognition of their rights following a long chapter of 190-years of British 
and 24-years of Pakistani misrule. That great moment of victory did not arrive all of a 
sudden. The trend of protest was started through the chorus of ‘no, no’ voiced by the 
students and masses after the forceful announcement by Muhammad Ali Jinnah that 
Urdu should be the lone state-language of Pakistan. The starting point of our great 
struggle for freedom also commenced from that juncture. The people of this land 
conveyed that they were not afraid of the blood-red eyes of tyrants. From then on, the 
freedom-struggle was carried forward through a long trail of agitations that was centred 
on the great language movement of 1952 and the subsequent movement for autonomy. 
The Pakistanis considered the people of Bangladesh as a weak and spineless nation. That 
same ‘weak’ and ‘powerless’ people displayed their proverbial valour during the 
nine-months of the liberation war; that bravery was written on the pages of history. 
Through that process arrived the golden moment of victory on 16 December 1971. 
The Roman writer Publilius Syrus had said, “Where there is unity, there is always 
victory”. This triumph of the Bangalis was in fact the outcome of their unity. The 
Pakistanis repeatedly tried to break this resistance. They tried to shatter the morale of this 
nation through ‘Operation Searchlight’ conducted on the dark night of 25 March. 
Through indiscriminate killings of innumerable people, burning of habitats one after 

another, and turning this riverine cum fertile land into a graveyard, they left no stone 
unturned to subdue the people of this country. But they failed to comprehend the 
ever-awake spirit of freedom in the being of its people. They forgot that the people of this 
land were greatly inspired by the poem of a valiant son of this soil named Sukanta 
Bhattacharya:      

When all of a sudden on the innocent soil
The paddy of consciousness was born,
Erasing the deaths during last famine
The spirit of Bangladesh again returned.  
The country becomes agitated with the words:
‘Either paddy, or life’,
By dying once, they have forgotten
The fear of death today. 

The glorious Independence War of 1971 has a historical perspective. The people of this 
country were subjected to systemic deprivations during Pakistan’s 24-year-long misrule. 

The resources created through the labour of its people were transferred to West Pakistan. 
This amount was around Taka 300 crore per year. The condition of mills, factories, and 
various infrastructures in this region was very frail. Then the borders of East Pakistan 
were kept unguarded during the India-Pakistan War of 1965. It was as if the only task of 
the eastern wing was to supply raw-materials for the development of Pakistan’s western 
wing. The culture and heritage of East Pakistan or Bangladesh was also not attached any 
importance. The desire for the right of self-determination that got solidified in the minds 
of the masses here was ignored year after year. This huge discrimination created the path 
for an independence struggle. It generated a confluence where the aspiration of 75 
million people merged at a common point. All movements for self-determination and 
autonomy of the Bangalis conducted during the decades of 1960s and 1970s were geared 
towards that confluence. 
Then during the fiery nine-months of 1971, the freedom-seeking people of Bangla built 
impenetrable fortresses on every inch of their land starting from Teknaf to Tetulia. The 
adolescent boy who never went beyond the boundaries of his village stepped out to join 
the war while his mother was asleep. Some among the innumerable freedom fighters 
returned, while some mingled forever with the red sun on the green of Bangla’s flag. 
Therefore, the 9-month-long people’s war and the Victory Day of 16 December were not 
the achievements of a lone individual. All 75-million people of Bangla had a share in 
that. The masses included the peasants, labourers, students, job-holders, men, women, 
children, the elderly, Hindus, Muslims, Buddhists, Christians, people living on the 
plane-lands and the hills – or everybody.
Our liberation struggle was a people’s war by any judgement. Apart from 
anti-independence Razakars, all the people of Bangladesh irrespective of their age had 
participated in that war directly or indirectly. The contribution of that rural woman who 
hid the arms of the freedom fighters or served them cooked food was no less important 
than that of the fighters who went to the war with arms. The common masses raised their 
hands in homes praying for the victory of the freedom fighters. In many cases, the 
mothers themselves sent their armed offspring for ridding the country of enemies. As the 
tortures and repressions by the Pakistanis intensified, the spirit of resistance among the 
Bangalis became even stronger. The modern weaponry and ammunition of the Pakistanis 
could not be effective against that spirit. 
We did obtain an independent country in exchange for lakhs of martyrs at the end of 
nine-month-long Independence War; but the misrule by the post-independence 
government and its failure to run the country properly paled the dream of independence 
as visualized by the common people of this land.  This failure in running the statecraft 
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Sacrifice for Freedom of Speech
Rezauddin Stalin

The first condition for freedom of speech is self-sacrifice
The sound ‘freedom’ emerging from the tongue’s oscillation

Infects the towns and villages like the sounds of sea,
But it was blocked constantly by the walls of blood-red eyes

Even the prisons became research-labs of imposters in twenty-first century
The years rolled on through the hands of my resistance

And my entries for the diary got edited incessantly
Like myriads of stars. 

Where the humming of bees and the news of paddy-sheaf are not rare
Nor are the ripples of rivers and the cries of hornbill infrequent,

The sound of the farmer’s footsteps wet with dew, unending stream 
Of tears flowing from the eyes of a child waiting for father, 

The fleeing of emperor, the shouts of grocery-owner, 
Or the rise and fall of the share market. 

The second condition is the stirring of beauty filled with victory’s feat
Beauty implies love engraved on the letter of dedication for spring – 

Those who returned for vengeance – riding on liberation war’s wagon 
Let them feel the caution of the secretive hunter while standing

Before the burning coal of sunrise on Asia’s coast,
Let them see the fire in the eyes of wildcat, or read

My poem flooded with the moonlight of alkaline ice. 

The third condition is to seek a crown adorned with the diamond of pledge 
Removing the signal of traffic-rabbit on a path laid with tinsel of golden leaf

Searching like the squirrel through the gaps of tree-leaves – 
And for that we need the self-sacrifice of Titumir or Khudiram – 

In whose crystal-clear eyes the whole of Bangladesh can bathe and cleanse, 
In real terms, the third condition is the inheritance of age-old tradition 

A bright essence like the sizzling geranium
Made of copper, zinc, silver, and steel plates.  

We shall have to traverse our path by turning the conditions centring
Beehives of lungs into noun at one point and adjective at another,

We shall have to take preparation like the ants’ silent journey, 
I believe the gold-plated crown shall be found in a termites’ mound

Or inside the hole of rats, and then the time shall be transformed 
Into an amazing rosy season – the spring.  

Translation: Dr Helal Uddin Ahmed

Song of Victory
Abdul Hye Sikder

Tears and rivers of blood brought about the tidings,
Triumphant song of Victory-Day in proud Bangladesh. 

Song of triumph in fields and towns, victory-song at heart
That victory for freedom and ending exploitation. 

After independence we had to bear unforgettable pain
Hunger and deprivations after so many years.

Even now spilling of blood, even now harsh deeds of misrule,
Please dye our hearts with red and green for ejecting that ghost. 

Victory is unfettered air, clouds above the open window,
Victory is our terrain from Teknaf to Tentulia.

Let victory arrive at every home – the biggest among all, 
Make this victory fierce and strong at every moment.  

Translation: Dr Helal Uddin Ahmed

as the lone constant. Or, they were jumping into the huge cavalcade of life from the lap of death. Stories 
were being created, whatever the situation might have been. Those stories were reaching the collective 
after passing through the individuals. They were being fused together. Joint stories were prepared and 
myths were created.     
If war had arrived for the people of this country despite this segment of population being not part of the 
overall reality, even then stories would have been definitely generated, as during the First or Second 
World War. But the liberation war was no such thing. It was a reality embedded in the depths of existence 
for all the citizens collectively. Its all-pervasiveness was much more, as the event had taken place inside 
the framework of a modern state. The liberation war was a people’ war for the inhabitants of East 
Bengal, the boundary of which was determined much earlier. The people of this region had to fight even 
during 1947. They did this almost likewise as the population of East Bengal. But the state-boundary that 
was created owing to that fight lacked the unity of a tale. The people of East Bengal shared only a bit of 
that story with West Pakistan. Human society cannot be created with such an insufficient story. 
Collective story cannot emerge from such dissimilarity of experiences. That was, however, related to the 
state. The stories of human societies also possess separate layers outside the state-experiences. 
Therefore, the people of East Bengal accumulated the raw materials for their own collective stories 
based on their experiences of centuries-old combats and liberation struggles.  
The story was different during the Anti-British Movement. The movements against the British had 
unique dimensions due to own realities of the population and diverse arrangements of existence, which 
did not resemble those of the people of West Pakistan. Those experiences could be distinguished even 
from those of the people of West Bengal as well. When the peasant movements were taking place here 
under various names and ideals, did those resemble the experiences of northern or western India, or even 
West Bengal? In fact, the story of that long-running struggle resembled that of West Bengal only slightly. 
With the nomenclature of peasants-tenants, the people of this region could then become the owners of a 
beautiful story! That story was incomparable. The story was of people’s own making. And when the 
people changed that story to align with the Muslim League for worldly reasons, that still had huge 
dissimilarity with All-Indian Muslim Politics. The trend of politics after 1947 could change so much 
because of the distinctiveness of those stories. None had to be told; it happens like this. The story that 
emerges from the core of existence provide fodder to the flow of subsequent story. Through the 
accumulation of their own story over a long period, people confronted a new story in 1971. Therefore, 
the raw materials of a long story piled up layer after layer in that tale. Variegated stories and directions 
accumulated over the previous decades left distinct imprints in the new silhouette. 
Our historians must have tried to discover the order of that story in various ways.  But it appears from 
numerous signs that many of them could not track the long accounts of previous stories in the tale of 
liberation war. They could not fathom the vital importance of that tracing. By prioritising ideological 
construction over the experiences and stories that piled up in public domain, they spoiled the multilayer 
significance of the story. Some even tried to reverse the assembly of fresh stories that happened before 
people’s very eyes in such a way as if to give the impression that nothing like that had ever happened. It 
appears from various indications that many story-tellers lost the essence of the story while attempting to 
translate it in the context of mere power and state-structure, a story that pervades the core of a huge 
population. Can the essence be found if attempt is made to separate and fit the ingredients scattered in 
the public domain in conformity with one’s preferred mould and measurement?
In this destitute nation of historical and political tales, the status of art and literature may be in a bit better 
position. Fine arts tell stories, the tales of humans. It transcends to a collective level from that of 
individual one. It places the person in the domain of the collective within natural and manmade 
frameworks. This genre comes very close to the stories prevalent in human society. Therefore, when our 
story-tellers, novelists or cinema-makers told stories about the liberation war, the tales from the public 
domain appeared with much more success in those structures. But it seems there were some flaws 
somewhere. Our liberation-war-based fine arts have seldom seen success for the same reasons that did 
not allow historical tales to become all-pervasive by coming out of small confines or through touching 
the variegated terrains of public life. Fine arts have also witnessed excesses in ideological dispensations. 
However, the main limitations of our fine arts in using the tales of liberation war have probably been a 
failure to access the intimate narratives of individuals. This needs some elaboration. 
The stories become attractive only when the individuality of people get a chance to fly on its wings. 
Therefore, we always see in the outline of stories the inseparable organic relationships with the 
collective; the individuals appear in the collective symphony in such a degree within the framework of 
interpersonal relationships that the consumer can find a parallel existence for himself. If the bigger 
shapes get prominence in fine arts by attaching lesser importance to this aspect, if ideological moulds 
are set firmly like immobile stones in the tales of humans, then where can one find the real story, or how 
can fine arts prosper? Here, maximum number of fine arts have been created based on the lone event of 
the liberation war. Quite naturally so. Where else can one find such types of experiences, or the supply 
of experiences immersed in the blood of existence? Many people say that the experience of the liberation 
war is so near having such close proximity to real life that necessary distancing required for 
disenchantment has not yet occurred. That may be true. But there is no doubt that the naïve desire to 
bring all discourses under the cover of the liberation war has been a major reason for this failure.    
Yet, what an infinite storehouse of stories is our liberation war! There may have been political mistakes 
in that. There may be numerous accounts in favour or against. The presence of innumerable episodes of 
intentional or unintentional fraudulence is also not surprising. But that does not nullify the innumerable 
micro and macro-level stories, the many colours of measurable or immeasurable feelings, the told and 
untold narratives of original or composite experiences that emanated from the liberation war as a 
profound and widespread occurrence in the routine lives of the public. The liberation war was a time of 
limitless fear; at the same time, it was a glorious tale of valour. The liberation war was like an 
unresolvable laboratory for testing our multi-coloured existence. It was an all-out people’s war.       
For many people, this war was a sudden event coming from the blue. It became a liberation war by 
testing the depths of our existence. For many people, the liberation war was an inevitable expression of 
their aspiration. However, that aspiration may have been transformed into infinite bitterness after 
passing through the experiences of reality. The stories of many people have been added to the painful 
experiences of others. They became united, or got involved in blood-feuds. Many went to the battlefields 
with meagre resources; maybe, some of them could not even see the battleground. It was such a 
profound experience that touched all inhabitants of this territory. The grammar of taking sides changed 
constantly. People could see the real faces of themselves and others. This kind of all-pervasive story 
does not happen in the lives of all communities.  
The stock of this kind of all-pervasive stories is used by most communities of the world for building 
themselves. This task can be accomplished due to the presence of structural relevance in the experiences 
of public life. Not messages or words, it is the stories that touch the humans most intimately. The 
universality of stories quickly makes people unified. Therefore, this type of storehouse of universal 
stories is conducive for the endeavour called nation-building, or for the process called politics of 
state-formation. A sad aspect of our experiences has been that, we could not utilise this extraordinary 
depot of stories in building a human society.  
This failure may be explained in this way. The parts of liberation war that we have used in history or fine 
arts or politics have been claimed by us as the whole thing. Some ideological conflicts or well-organized 
activities of ideal-based parties may be explained by claiming such wholeness within limited 
boundaries. But the event or activity that is linked to crores of people, where crores of people got 
involved by neutralising their personal wishes, how can that be explained through the delusion of ‘for 
and against’? ‘For and against’ must be an important matter, as the liberation war was at the same time 

a political event; but the claims that are made in history, fine arts or politics of getting the 
whole in the partial mould of ‘for and against’ is akin to denying the huge expanse of the 
liberation war. It should also be said that the mistakes of those who provided leadership to 
the liberation war in various ways, or the crimes of those who opposed the war, are not 
sufficient for capturing the whole liberation war, as they represent only a tiny fragment of 
the story of liberation war.   
This lack of comprehension has been devastating for our politics or state-building. The 
failure to utilise the extraordinary opportunity that we had and still have for forging the 
feeling of unity by discovering individual and collective lives in the shape of stories has 
been a terrible experience for our community. We are bound to be pained by this. But that 
is not the last word, nor is it a conclusive statement.  
There are histories that remain beyond the ones written with pen and paper. It should also 
be said that aspects not captured in writing may be the real history. Only a small fragment 
of the stories in man’s lived experiences are expressed through fine arts. It may often 
become impossible for fine arts to search for those complex knots in public domain that 
remain intertwined with the stories. But the tales of public lives endure. And to speak 
about politics, especially party-politics, it must be said that this arena usually remains 
active based on some narrow, self-centred, and motivated stories. Its objective most often 
does not include a commitment towards the stories of public lives. Therefore, what has 
been said about the liberation war in diverse forms and what would be spoken about it in 
future are only small parts of a whole – distorted in many instances.   
The real liberation war exists in the public sphere; it will be even better if we say, ‘in the 
stories of public life’. That story may sometimes lose its direction due to the pressure of 
influential narratives. That story may sometimes hide itself after becoming cornered due 
to the signals of directly-experienced reality. However, it can never erode as it has been 
obtained from life. It can emerge with all its appeal and full force on the fresh ground of 
dynamic life in opportune moments, because of its deep kinship with life beyond imposed 
relationships. Therefore, this vast and diffused liberation war holds promises for us. If the 
learned society becomes collectively pledge-bound to conserve these stories in the liberal 
arena of history or fine arts, if the liberation war of the common people starts to get 
translated at a higher rate through direct involvement of politics, only then can we 
advance on the path of people-centric state-formation. That would not only be an 
indication of our development, it would also be the chief catalyst for progress. The latent 
potential of the liberation war of Bangladesh’s human society has persisted over the past 
fifty-four years; it will remain in the coming days as well.            

(The writer is a Professor of Bangla Department, Dhaka University, now serving as 
Director General of Bangla Academy on deputation.)

Translation: Dr Helal Uddin Ahmed

between 1971 and 1975 threw the newly independent country into total darkness. 
Whereas the country needed a development-oriented humanistic leadership during the 
period, the masses got an inhuman and undemocratic autocracy. Thousands of opposition 
political activists were killed. No progress was made in developing the country’s 
infrastructure. Initiative was taken to throttle and kill the democratic aspirations of the 
people. As a consequence, a terrible famine struck the country in 1974. In terms of 
gruesomeness, it was comparable to the most horrific famines that befell this land in 
history. Widespread corruption at all levels and inefficiency cum mismanagement in 
governance exacerbated the impact of famine manifold. 
The citizens saw in bewilderment that when children were dying on the roads due to 
hunger and people were trying to cover their body with whatever they could gather, the 
members of the ruling party were spending their days in luxury. As if the sorrows and 
pains of the ordinary people meant nothing to them! The situation became more and more 
intolerable due to these exploitations, brutality, and misgovernance. Silent revolts started 
to take shape gradually. For strangulating and killing this revolt, the ruling party forcibly 
imposed one-party misrule on the country. Apart from four government-controlled 
newspapers, all periodicals were banned. Attempts were made to establish the one-party 
Awami-Baksali rule by suppressing freedom of speech throughout the land. The 
blood-spilling changes in the political apparatus in August 1975 took place as a response 
to that.  
This change brought the great declarer of independence Ziaur Rahman to the centre of 
politics. He ascended to state-power by riding on the crest of a successful Sepoy-People 
Revolution. He launched a new democratic journey after assuming power by lifting 
embargoes on the opposition parties and opinions. He started a new brand of 
development-oriented politics; it was aimed at building a new Bangladesh by involving 

all citizens irrespective of their party or opinion, who were kept at the centre of this novel 
politics. Zia was a resolute administrator. He pursued liberalisation of trade and 
commerce and adopted policies that encouraged investments in the private sector for 
economic recovery. Readymade garments industry and foreign remittances, which are 
today strong edifices of Bangladesh economy were both initiated during his rule. He 
brought about transformation in the rural economy through the canal-digging program. 
But the conspirators became active just when this great son of the soil was carving out a 
leadership role for Bangladesh in the global domain through a modernistic, inclusive, and 
future-oriented leadership. He had to embrace martyrdom at the hands of a group of 
derailed military men in May 1981.  
Then at the end of a long autocratic rule by Hussain Muhammad Ershad, multi-party 
democracy was once again restored in Bangladesh at the beginning of 1990s under the 
leadership of Begum Khaleda Zia. Bangladesh Nationalist Party led by Begum Zia was 
at the helm of state power during the first halves of the decades of 1990s and 2000s. It 
facilitated not only a return to parliamentary democracy during those episodes, efforts 
were also made to strengthen the state-institutions and make the country stand on a firm 
footing by gearing up development activities. 
But autocratic misrule once again descended on this country following assumption of office 
by Bangladesh Awami League through the Ninth Jatiya Sangsad Election held in December 
2008. Far-reaching conspiracies were haltched for weakening the base of independence of 
this land through nullifying all significant achievements in all fields. Democracy was exiled 
by holding one unilateral cum rigged election after another. A cult was created around the 
autocratic ruler Sheikh Hasina and her father Sheikh Mujibur Rahman. The only objective 
for creating this cult was to worship chosen individuals. By depriving the people of their 
democratic rights, an ethereal concept of ‘politics of development’ was floated. Behind this 

façade, a carnival of corruption was underway through nepotism, 
plundering of banks, and trafficking of money to foreign lands. All 
injustices, tortures, and misrule were perpetrated by packaging 
those with the so-called ‘Spirit of the Liberation War’. Unbearable 
tortures were meted out if anyone dared to make minimum protest 
against this long autocratic rule. All instruments of state-machinery 
were indiscriminately used for the purpose. The people of 
Bangladesh even became familiar with a terrible nightmare called 
‘enforced disappearance’. Those who protested, especially the 
supporters of opposition ideologies, were abducted on a massive 
scale. Most of them could not be traced out again. After the fall of 
autocracy, people came to know that many of the abducted people 
were kept at a prison called ‘Aynaghar’, from where only a handful 
of men could return.  
The right of the people to express their opinion and choose their 
leaders was usurped through holding one-sided and fake elections 
one after another during 2014, 2018, and 2024. Attempts were 
made to silence the democratic movements of the opposition 
parties by applying muscle-power, filing cases, and attacking 
gatherings. But as the saying goes: the dawn comes nearer as the 
night deepens. A new sun of victory was rising beneath the dagger 
of the oppressor. 

Just as the people of Bangla irrespective of their age built up resistance against the 
intolerable tortures of the Pakistani invading forces in 1971, the common people of this 
country once again confronted the autocratic dictatorship of Sheikh Hasina that stretched 
from 2009 to 2024. The agitating students and masses came down to the streets protesting 
excessive quotas in government jobs. It was soon clear that it no longer was a movement 
of only students; people’s grievances accumulated over one and a half decades then 
flowed to the confluence of a struggle aimed at ousting the autocrat. As if, those 
unforgettable days of the liberation war had returned. People irrespective of their class, 
profession, and age came down to the streets again by getting imbued with the fiery 
mantra of a revolution. Ignoring the blood-red eyes of the autocrat, they sang aloud in a 
chorus similar to the fiery days of the liberation war:

During the terrible storm of Boishakh
When the sky falls apart
The torn sail is shredded further      
The lighting beckons;
Suddenly I hear the sound of conch
And I see the bird of dawn singing. 

The victory of the masses through an unforgettable 36-day-long people’s uprising during 
July-August was finally achieved. Just as the intense resistance of the students and 
masses during the liberation war dug the grave of Pakistani misrule, the July-August 
Movement of 2024 also led to victory of the masses. It proved that a nation which 
emerged victorious in 1971 was bound to triumph again through the mass movement of 
2024. The spontaneous jubilation of the people in all corners of Bangladesh when the 
autocrat was brought down generated extraordinary scenes. As Alexander Hamilton had 
said, ‘There is a certain enthusiasm in liberty, that makes human nature rise above itself, 
in acts of bravery and heroism’. Extraordinary heroes were born from among ordinary 
citizens during this anti-autocracy movement. They proved by spilling their fresh blood 
the claim made by William Shakeshpeare: ‘Cowards die many times before their deaths; 
the valiant never taste of death but once’. Innumerable heroes like Abu Sayeed, Meer 
Mugdha, Wasim Akram, Farhan Fayyaz brought back memories of valour witnessed 
during the 1971 liberation war. Extraordinariness was born out of the ordinary. They 
created a new history by opening up their chests before the bullets of the autocrat.   
A one-sided narrative was prepared by keeping the War of Independence in the forefront 
during the 15-year-long autocratic rule of Sheikh Hasina. All anti-fascist initiatives were 
crushed through repression by labelling those as ‘anti-liberation-war’ and ‘anti- 
independence’. The people’s movement of July-August succeeded in rescuing 
Bangladesh from that narrative. This uprising has opened up a new possibility for 
fulfilling the unmet dreams of the peasants, labourers, porters, and workers who took up 
arms. The July Mass-Upsurge has generated the inspiration for running Bangladesh in 
accordance with the real spirit of the liberation war. This inspiration must be nurtured and 
sustained at any cost.  
The July Uprising has taught us that no particular party or group can claim the sole 
proprietorship of the spirit of liberation war. It belongs to all citizens, it is everybody’s. 
Just as all Bangladeshis had contributed to the liberation war, similarly, the glory of 
victory belongs to the common people of this country. The people of Bangladesh shall 
never permit the reappearance of autocracy in this land under the garb of ‘politics of 
development’ or ‘politics of spirit’. We shall have to take an oath on the occasion of 
Victory Day for building a Bangladesh that belonged to all its citizens by cherishing in 
our hearts the lessons of July 2024.  
(The writer is Pro-Vice Chancellor of Dhaka University.) 
Translation: Dr Helal Uddin Ahmed
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