














 

 

 

evYx 
 

15 AvM÷ 2016 
 

ev½vjxi †kv‡Ki w`b 15 AvM÷ AvR| me©Kv‡ji me©‡kÖô ev½vjx RvwZi RbK e½eÜz †kL gywReyi ingv‡bi nZ¨v w`em|  

1975 Gi 15 AvM÷ ‡fv‡i avbgwÛi 32 b¤‡̂ii wbR evox‡Z NvZ‡Ki ey‡j‡Ui wbôzi AvNv‡Z wbnZ nb RvwZi RbK| AZ¨šÍ mycwiKwíZ wKš‘ Kvcy‡iv‡lvwPZ 
Dcv‡q LybxPµ Svuwc‡q c‡o wbi ¿̄ e½eÜz I Zuvi cwievi cwiRb‡`i Dci, VvÛv gv_vq nZ¨v K‡i G‡Ki ci GKRb‡K| nv‡qbv‡`i _vev †_‡K evPu‡Z cv‡iwb 
e½eÜzi wkï cyÎ iv‡mjI| we‡`‡k Ae ’̄vb Kivq G nZ¨vhÁ †_‡K †eu‡P hvb e½eÜzi ỳB Kb¨v †kL nvwmbv (eZ©gvb gvbbxq cÖavbgš¿x) I †kL †invbv| 

†kv‡Ki G w`‡b Avwg Mfxi kÖ×vf‡i ¯§iY KiwQ RvwZi wcZv e½eÜz †kL gywReyi ingvb Ges †m nZ¨vKv‡Û knx` nIqv Zuvi cwiev‡ii m`m¨‡`i| 

evsjv‡`‡ki ¯̂vaxbZv hy‡×i civwRZ kw³ cÖwZ‡kva ¯ú„nvq e½eÜz‡K nZ¨vi gva¨‡g evsjvi gvwU n‡Z gyw³hy‡×i †PZbv, Amv¤úª̀ vwqZKZv Ges mgZvwfwËK  
mgvR cÖwZôvi g~j¨‡eva gy‡Q w`‡Z †P‡qwQj| wKš‘ NvZKiv GUv  Rvb‡Zv bv †h, e½eÜzi g„Zy¨ n‡jI Zuvi g~j¨‡eva, bxwZ I Av`‡k©i g„Zz¨ nqwb| eis G Av`k© 
i‡q‡Q evsjvi RbM‡bi  ü`‡q|  

e½eÜzi nZ¨vKvÛ ev½vwj  RvwZi Rb¨ KiæY we‡qvMMuv_v n‡jI 75 cieZx© miKvi Lzwb‡`i kvw Í̄ wbwðZ bv K‡i eis we‡`‡k Aew¯’Z evsjv‡`kx wewfbœ 
~̀Zvevm/nvBKwgkbmg~‡n PvKzix cÖ̀ v‡bi gva¨‡g cyi¯‹…Z I cybe©vmb K‡i‡Q|  

cieZx©‡Z e½eÜzi my‡hvM¨v Kb¨v cÖavbgš¿x †kL nvwmbv 1996 mv‡j cÖ_gev‡ii g‡Zv miKvi MVb K‡i ivóªxq AvB‡bi AvIZvq e½eÜzi Lybx‡`i wePv‡ii 
m¤§yLxb K‡ib| ZviB mvnmx †bZ…‡Z¡ evsjv‡`‡ki gyw³hy‡× gvbeZv we‡ivax Z_v hy×vciv‡ai wePviKvh© Pjgvb i‡q‡Q| B‡Zvg‡a¨ K‡qKR‡bi duvwmi ivq 
Kvh©Ki n‡q‡Q Ges Ab¨‡`i ivq Kvh©Ki ev cÖ̀ v‡bi A‡cÿvq Av‡Q|  

wcZvi Av`‡k© `xwÿZ e½eÜz KY¨v Rb‡bÎx †kL nvwmbv †`‡k AvB‡bi kvmb cÖwZôvi cvkvcvwk DbœZ Rxeb gvb mg„× GKwU †kvlYgy³  cÖMwZkxj mgvR 
MV‡bi j‡ÿ¨ AZ¨šÍ mvnwmKZvi mv‡_ mKj evav AwZµg K‡i KvR K‡i hv‡”Qb| MZ mv‡o mvZ eQ‡i Avgv‡`i miKv‡ii Aweivg cÖ‡Póvi d‡j 2015 Gi 
RyjvB gv‡m wek¦& e¨vs‡Ki m~P‡K evsjv‡`k wb¤œ ga¨g Av‡qi †`‡k DbœxZ nq Ges MZ A_© eQ‡i wRwWwc cÖe„w× mvZ kZvs‡ki N‡i †cŠ‡Q‡Q| 

Dbœq‡bi G aviv‡K e¨nZ, ¯̂vaxbZvi †PZbv webó, hy×vciv‡ai wePvi evavMȪ Í Ges we‡k¦ evsjv‡`‡ki mybvg ¶ybœ Ki‡Z ¯̂vaxbZv we‡ivax kw³i lohš¿ Ae¨nZ 
i‡q‡Q|  Rb‡bÎx †kL nvwmbvi Dci 2004 Gi 21 AvMó †Mª‡bW nvgjv, RvZxq †bZ…e„‡›`i nZ¨vKvÛ, mv¤úªwZK mš¿vmx I R½xev`x Kvh©Kjvc I  wbôyiZg 
Dcv‡q wbixn gvbyl nZ¨v- G meB 75 Gi 15 AvMó nZ¨vKv‡Ûi avivevwnKZv| 

A_P mv¤úª̀ vwqK m¤úªxwZ G‡`‡k AvengvbKvj a‡i P‡j Avmv HwZn¨| evsjv‡`kx‡`i g‡b AvR Dbœq‡bi A`g¨ AvKvsLv| †m AvKvsLv c~i‡Y miKvix, 
†emiKvix I e¨w³ ch©v‡q †`Lv w`‡q‡Q RvMiY I Kg©PvÂj¨ Ges ïiæ n‡q‡Q  wekvj Kg©hÁ| RvwZi wcZv e½eÜy †kL gywReyi ingv‡bi Amxg mvnmx †bZ…‡Z¡ 
†h RvwZ civaxbZvi k„sLj  †f‡½ wQwb‡q G‡b‡Q ¯̂vaxbZv †m RvwZ‡K †Kvb Ackw³ AvUKv‡Z cvi‡ebv| ZvB‡Zv mš¿vmev` I R½xev‡`i weiæ‡× gvbbxq 
cÖavbgš¿x †kL nvwmbvi  'Zero Tolerance'  bxwZi mv‡_ HK¨ †Nvlbv K‡i wb‡R‡`i mvnmx Ae ’̄vb Rvwb‡q‡Q mgMª †`kevmx|  

-ZvB, AvR‡Ki GB RvZxq †kvK w`e‡m Avgiv †kvK‡K kw³‡Z iƒcvšÍwiZ Kivi gva¨‡g RvwZi wcZv e½eÜyi ¯̂‡cœi '†mvbvi evsjv'   I gvbbxq  cªavbgš¿x 
†kL nvwmbvi 'wWwRUvj evsjv‡`k' Movi Kv‡R hvi hvi Ae ’̄vb †_‡K AvZ¥wb‡qvM K‡i evsjv‡`k‡K  AviI mvg‡bi w`‡K GwM‡q wb‡q hv‡ev - GB †nvK 
Avgv‡`i „̀p A½xKvi| 
 

Rq evsjv, Rq e½eÜz 

evsjv‡`k wPiRxex †nvK| 

 
(‡gvt kvn&wiqvi Avjg, Ggwc) 

 



 

Message  
 

15 August 2016 
 

 

15 August is the ‘Mourning Day’ for the Bengali. This is the day on which the greatest Bengali of all time, our Father of the Nation 
Bangabandhu Sheikh Mujibur Rahman was assassinated brutally. 

In the early morning of 15 August 1975, a group of murderers killed Bangabandhu in his own house 32 Dhanmondi with torrent of 
bullets. That killing was meticulously planned however very cowardly delivered. The fully armed assassins attacked on the unarmed 
Bangabandhu and his innocent family members; killed one after another cold bloodedly.  In that unfortunate morning none of 
Bangabandhu’s family members even his youngest son Russel could escape the claws of the hyenas. Fortunately both the 
daughters of Bangabandhu, Sheikh Hasina (present Hon’ble Prime Minister) and Sheikh Rehana, survived the carnage as they 
were abroad at that time. 

On this grief stricken day, I recall our Father of the Nation Bangabandhu Sheikh Mujibur Rahman and his family members martyred 
on 15 August with deep reverence.  

The defeated force of our Liberation War wanted to take revenge by killing Bangabandhu and erasing the spirit of the War of 
Independence, secularism and the values of building an equitable society. However, it was unfathomable by the perpetrators that 
the death of Bangabandhu does not mean the extinct of his values, principles and ideals; rather these are ingrained in the heart of 
the Bengali nation. 

Though 15 August massacre was a tragic event for the Bengali nation, the subsequent government rewarded the killers by 
appointing and rehabilitating them to different Bangladesh Missions abroad instead of punishing them. 

Sheikh Hasina, the capable daughter of Bangabandhu brought these killers under trial for the first time according to the laws of the 
land after assuming the charge of the government in 1996. The prosecution of the War criminals has also been going on under her 
brave leadership. Some of the war criminals have been executed and some are waiting for death sentence or verdict.  

Imbued with the spirit of her father Hon’ble Prime Minister Sheikh Hasina has been working fearlessly in order to set up an 
exploitation-free society with higher living standard and establishment of rule of law. Bangladesh was upgraded to the level of lower 
middle income country in July 2015 in the World Bank Index. Also, GDP growth reached to 7 percent during the last financial year. 

However, the forces opposing our independence have been relentlessly involved in designing ploys to ruin the spirit of our 
independence, hinder the war crime tribunals and to degrade the image of Bangladesh. Grenade attack on our beloved leader 
Sheikh Hasina on 21 August 2004, murder of national leaders, terrorism, extremism and cruelest form of killing of the innocent 
people are the sequences of 15 August massacre indeed. 

Historically communal harmony is our tradition. Now Bangladeshis are highly inspired for development. Herculean tasks have been 
started in Bangladesh for realisation of this desire. The valiant leadership of Bangabandhu brought us the independence by 
breaking the shackles of subjugation. No evil force can impede the path of this brave nation. That is why, the whole nation has 
demonstrated their firm stance and unity with the ‘Zero tolerance’ Policy declared by the Hon’ble Prime Minister against all forms of 
terrorism and violent extremism. 

We will take Bangladesh ahead by dedicating ourselves from our own positions to the destination of ‘Sonar Bangla’ as dreamt by 
our Father of the Nation Bangabandhu and ‘Digital Bangladesh’ as envisioned by Prime Minister Sheikh Hasina through the 
transformation of our grief into strength. This must be our pledge on this sorrowful day of national mourning. 

Joy Bangla,                                                                                        

Joy Bangabandhu. 

                                                                                                             
 
 

(Md. Shahriar Alam, MP) 
 

 



†kvb evOvwj †kvb : †mB †gNbv` KÉ 
ggZvRD``xb Avng` 

 
 Avwg e½eÜz‡K fv‡jvevwm| Avgiv e½eÜz‡K fv‡jvevwm| evsjvi gvbyl e½eÜz‡K fv‡jvev‡m| Zuv‡K fv‡jv bv 
†e‡m cviv hvq bv| Ggb eÜz, Ggb ¯^Rb, Ggb Avcb Kiv gvbyl Avi †Kv_vq cv‡ev|  
 

 e½eÜzI †h Zuvi evsjv‡`k‡K fv‡jvev‡mb| evsjvi b`x Zuvi wcÖq| evsjvi km¨, evsjvi cvwL, AvKvk, mi‡l 
dzj me wKQz Zuvi wcÖq| evsjvi gmwR`, gw›`i, wMR©v, gV Zuvi wcÖq| me wKQzB Lye wcÖq| w÷gv‡i e‡m b`x †`‡Lb, 
†RjLvbvi †m‡j e‡m evsjv‡K fv‡eb, AvgiY Abk‡b evsjv‡K a¨vb K‡ib| evsjv Zuvi ¯^cœ, Kg© I msMÖvg| A‡bKevi 
e‡j‡Qb, evievi e‡j‡Qb, Ôevsjv Avgvi cÖvY, evsjv Avgvi wcÖqÕ| gaygZxi kvLv evBMvi Zx‡i gvQ aivi †Q‡j †MŠZg 
AeKv‡k evuwk evRvq| †LvKv G‡m cv‡k e‡m| evuwki KiæY myi †kv‡b| wcÖq †MŠZg‡K e‡j, †Zvi euvwki myi GZ KiæY 
†Kb ? †MŠZg e‡j, evsjvi Kv›`b Avgvi evuwk‡Z| †LvKv e‡j, evsjv Kvu‡` †Kb? †MŠZg e‡j, Kx Rvwb †Kb!  
 

 †LvKv fvebvq we‡fvi Ñ GZ Kv›`b †Kb, Avgvi Uzw½cvovi ey‡K GZ `ytL †Kb! †mB Uzw½cvov c‡i evsjv n‡q 
hvq Zuvi wK‡kvi g‡b| gv mv‡qiv LvZyb †`‡L Zuvi Av`‡ii †LvKv †Kej Pv`i Rwo‡q N‡i G‡jv| I †LvKv, I gvwbK, 
†Zvi Rvgv KB, †Zvi cvRvgv KB? †LvKv e‡j, c‡_ †`Ljvg GKRb‡K| Zvi †QuovdvUv Rvgv, kx‡Z Kuvc‡Q| w`jvg Ly‡j 
Rvgv cvRvgv| gv †`‡L †LvKvi nv‡Z bZyb QvZv bvB| †iv‡` gyL jvj| I †LvKv †Zvi QvZv KB? †LvKv e‡j, mncvVx‡K 
w`‡q w`jvg| Pvi gvBj †iv‡` cy‡o N‡i hvq †Kg&‡b| Ii `iKvi †ewk|  
 

 AvKv‡ji w`‡b N‡ii †Mvjv Ly‡j w`j †LvKv| wb‡q hvI avb| bv †L‡q †KD †_‡Kv bv|  
 

 evsjvi `ytL, `vwi`ª̈ , evsjvi Kvbœv †LvKvi ey‡K G‡m e¨w_‡q †`q| 
 

†MvcvjMÄ wgkb ¯‹z‡j G‡jb evsjvi gyL¨gš¿x G. †K. dRjyj nK| mv‡_ kÖggš¿x †nv‡mb knx` †mvnivIqvw`©| wK‡kvi 
gywRe gš¿xi c_ AvM‡j ùvov‡jv| Avgv‡`i ¯‹z‡ji Qv` Pzu‡q cvwb c‡o, †givgZ Ki‡Z n‡e| e¨e¯’v w`‡q hvb| wK‡kvi 
evj‡Ki mvnm I wbôv †`‡L knx` mPwKZ| ej‡jb me n‡e| KjKvZvq hLb Avm‡e, †`Lv K‡iv|  
 

 †kL jyrdi ingv‡bi N‡i `y †g‡qi ci †Q‡j G‡jv| †kL cwiev‡ii mevB Lywk, gnvLywk| Av`‡ii †LvKvi KZ 
Av`i, KZ hZœ ! †LvKv †hb RM‡Zi gwb| Avq †LvKv, GB †LvKv, I †LvKv‡i| †LvKv Avi †LvKv| Av`‡ii mxgv bvB| 
evev †kL gwR`‡K ej‡jv †g‡q, evcRvb, †LvKv †Zv bvg nq bv, GKUv gReyZ my›`i bvg w`‡q `vI| bvbv GKw`b mgq 
wb‡q c‡ii w`b ej‡jv, †kL gywReyi ingvb| gv e‡j G †Kgb bvg n‡jv evcRvb| gb †Zv gv‡Z bv|  
 

 bvbv ej‡jv Lye fv‡jv bvg| †`‡L wbm GKw`b RMr Ry‡o Zuvi bvgh‡k `ywbqv Av‡jvgq n‡e|  
 

 evsjvi †LvKv, evsjvi gywRe Uzw½cvov Qvwo‡q, †MvcvjMÄ wWwO‡q, KwjKvZv XvKv Qvwc‡q mviv †`‡k, mviv 
`ywbqvi ewÂZ wbcxwoZ gvby‡li ü`‡q Avmb K‡i wbj| Ô`ywbqv‡Z ỳB iKg gvbyl| GK n‡jv †kvlK, Avi Ab¨ n‡jv 
†kvwlZ - Avwg njvg †kvwl‡Zi `‡jÕ| wKDevi msMÖvgx †bZv wd‡Wj K¨v‡÷ªv gywRe‡K †`‡L ej‡jb, ÔAvwg wngvjq 
†`wLwb, wngvjq mg gywReyi ingvb‡K †`Ljvg| Avgvi ü`q gb Rywo‡q †MjÕ|   
 

 †LvKvi ey‡K e‡ov ỳtL, gywR‡ei AšÍi Ry‡o e‡ov R¡vjv- Avgvi Ag„Z evsjvi Kv›`b †iva Ki‡Z n‡e| Avgvi 
wcÖq gvZ…fvlvi gvb ivL‡Z n‡e| Ôdvwmi g‡Â hvevi mgq eje, Avwg evOvwj, evsjv Avgvi †`k, evsjv Avgvi fvlvÕ| 
gywRe evsjvi, evsjv gywR‡ei| wcÖq evsjvi Rb¨ gywRe wbwðZ g„Zz¨i w`‡K evievi GwM‡q G‡jb| KL‡bv Kw¤úZ nqwb 
Zuvi KÚ, gywRe KL‡bv evsjv‡K cÖZviYv K‡iwb| †Kv‡bv Av‡cvk †bB evsjvi Rb¨| ÔAvwg cÖavbgwš¿Z¡ PvB bv, Avwg 
evsjvi gvby‡li AwaKvi PvBÕ| cvwK¯Ív‡bi †R‡j ew›` gywRe| evsjvi †kªô gvbyl, evsjvi ¯^vaxbZvi †kÖô KvwiMi e½eÜz 
†kL gywReyi ingvb| wbR©b KvivMv‡i cvwK¯Ív‡bi mvgwiK kvm‡Ki Ab¨vq Av‡`‡k cÖPÐ wngkx‡Zi g‡a¨ e‡m e‡m 
†`L‡Qb, A`~‡i Zuvi Kei †Lvuov n‡q‡Q| g„Zz¨ AwZ `ªæZ GwM‡q Avm‡Q| Av‡cvknxb, fqnxb gywR‡ei GKwUgvÎ Av‡e`b 
- ÔAvgvi cÖvYnxb †`nLvwb Avgvi evsjv gv‡qi Kv‡Q cvwV‡q w`I| evsjvi gvwU‡Z Avgvi kh¨v n‡eÕ|  
 

 GZ kw³ GZ A`g¨ mvnm, Ggb wbf©q D”PviY gywRe †c‡jb †Kv_vq ? †Kvb `xÿvq Ggb D”PviY? †K †`q 
Zuvi g‡g© Ggb wPb¥q Afq? Lye mnR DËi, wPËRy‡o †cÖg, fv‡jvevmv| †`‡ki Rb¨, †`‡ki ¯^vaxbZvi Rb¨, †`‡ki 
gvby‡li Rb¨ hvi w`em iRbx gvÎ GKB wPšÍv, GKB a¨vb, evsjvi Kv›`b †iva Ki‡Z n‡e, evsjvi gy‡L nvwm Avb‡Z 
n‡e| 
  



 gaygZxi †¯ªv‡Z jwM †V‡j †V‡j †h evjK †PŠÏ gvBj ~̀‡ii †MvcvjM‡Ä G‡m‡Q evievi, †h wK‡kvi †MvcvjMÄ 
Qvwo‡q evsjvi ivRavbx KwjKvZv G‡m m¦vaxb †PZbvi `xÿvq D‡Øj n‡q‡Q, †h be‡hŠeb `xß mgZU evsjvi mšÍvb, 
†bZvRx myfv‡li ¯v̂axbZvi Avnev‡b œ̄vZ n‡q‡Q, Zuv‡K  iæ× Ki‡e †K? Zuvi m¤§y‡L hZB cÖvPxi iPbv n‡e, me wWwO‡q 
Zuvi AMÖhvÎv `ye©vi n‡e| Aek¨B †m hyeK wg_¨vev`x KcU njI‡q‡ji g~wZ© fvOvi Rb¨ QzU‡e| †m exi mšÍvb †ZZvwjø‡ki 
gšš̂Í‡i RxY© ÿzavZ© †`kevmx‡K iÿvi Rb¨ †eKvi †nv‡÷‡ji Abœ wewj Ki‡e| †mB ¯œvZ ü`q †QPwjø‡ki `v½vq i³ 
cøve‡bi g‡a¨ wn›`y bq, gymwjg bq, gvbyl‡K iÿvi Rb¨ Svuc w`‡e| Zuvi be Rxeb †hŠeb‡K †iva Ki‡e †K? Zuvi hvÎvi 
MwZ‡K wkw_j Kivi †hvM¨Zv Av‡Q Kvi?  
 

 evsjvi eÜz‡K bxie Kivi Rb¨ wbi¼zk msL¨vMwi‡ôi †bZv‡K ewÂZ Kivi Rb¨ cvwK‡`i †Rbv‡ij åó PwiÎ 
g`¨c Bqvwnqv bvbv Uvjevnvbv K‡i‡Q| AwgZ †ZR e½mšÍvb‡K bZ gyL Kivi Rb¨ ÿgZv Awfjvlx gZjeevR †Rbv‡ij 
AvBqye Lvb loh‡š¿i †jŠn wcÄi iPbv K‡iwQj - AÜKv‡i Zuv‡K nZ¨v Kivi duv` †c‡Z †i‡LwQj - wKš‘ mdj nqwb| 
Rxeb †Mj wb®úvc GK mv‡R©‡›Ui| AvMiZjv gvgjv fÛyj n‡q †Mj| cvwKi wePviK wbR©‡b cvwj‡q Rxeb iÿv Ki‡jb| 
Avi evsjvi RvMÖZ RbZv, cÙv, †gNbv, hgybvi †R‡M IVv evOvwj †R‡ji Zvjv †f‡O  evsjvi exi †kL‡K D×vi K‡i 
Qvo‡jv| meB †Kgb cyivYK_v, meB †hb KíK_v-| wKš‘ GB n‡jv evsjvi BwZnvm, GB n‡jv evOvwji Rxeb K_v|  
 

 GB i‡³ ivOv‡bv KiæY BwZnv‡mi me‡P‡q e‡ov mvÿx Avi kvw¯Í‡fvMx e½eÜz †kL gywReyi ingvb| chv©qµ‡g  
Zuv‡K ev‡i ev‡i †MÖdZvi K‡i †RjLvbvq AvU‡K ivLv n‡q‡Q| 1968 mv‡j gy³ K‡i Avevi †Rj‡M‡UB Zuv‡K ew›` K‡i 
†mbvwbev‡m †bqv n‡jv| ZLb ey‡SwQ‡jb Gevi g„Zz¨ Awbevh©| †Rj‡M‡Ui mvg‡bB evsjvi gvwU nv‡Z wb‡q Kcv‡j  
†Quvqv‡jb| evsjvi gvwU c‡K‡U wb‡jb| g„Zz¨i g‡Â wM‡q †hb nv‡Z _v‡K evsjvi gvwU|  
 

 kZ ÿz`ª e„nr AbvPvi Avi AwaKv‡ii Agvem¨vi AÜKv‡i evOvwji AvKv•ÿvi KÚ ÿxY n‡Z n‡Z hLb 
G‡Kev‡i w¤ªqgvb n‡Z P‡j‡Q, ZLb GKwU K‡Éi mie D”PviY †kvbv †Mj| ÔAvgv‡K fvlvi AwaKvi `vI, Avwg  
¯^vqË¡kvmb PvB, Avgiv mgvb mgvb AwaKvi PvB- cÖkvm‡b I mvgwiK wefv‡M Avgvi Ask PvBÕ- msm‡`, ivRc‡_, 
wgwQ‡j †mB KÚ Av¸‡bi Zv‡c R¡‡j DV‡jv| evsjv Ry‡o †mB †gNbv` K‡Éi weÿzä MR©b ï‡b evOvwji RvMiY Z¡ivwšẐ| 
b`x‡Z mvM‡i we‡`ªv‡ni evZvm cªej Zvobvq S‡oi iƒc ai‡jv| 1969 mv‡ji 5 wW‡m¤î knx` †mvnivIqvw`©i g„Zy¨ 
w`em| †bZvi gvRv‡i `vuwo‡q evsjvi †bZv, evsjvi D`&‡eva‡bi RqaŸwb D”PviY Ki‡jb| ÔAvR †_‡K c~e©cvwK¯Ív‡bi 
bvg n‡jv evsjv‡`k| †`k Avjv`v kã bq, evsjvi m‡½ †`k hy³ n‡q bvg n‡e evsjv‡`kÕ| 
 

 BwZnv‡mi Abym‡½ Av‡Q A‡bK BwZe„Ë| Av‡Q GKzk `dv, GMv‡iv `dv, Avi Qq `dv| mg¯Í BwZe„Ë wgwjZ 
n‡q ¯^vaxbZvi gnv‡¯ªv‡Z wg‡k wM‡q n‡jv †`‡ki bvg- evsjv‡`k| we‡`wk kvm‡bi weiæ‡× myfvl †evm e‡jwQ‡jb, Ôi³ 
`vI- ¯̂vaxbZv †`eÕ|  
 

 cwðgv‡`i Ackvm‡bi weiæ‡× e½eÜy †kL gywReyi ingvb, †NvlYv w`‡jb, Ôi³ hLb w`‡qwQ, i³ Av‡iv †`e 
G‡`‡ki gvbyl‡K gy³ K‡i Qvo‡ev BbkvAvjøvnÕ| Ggb AKzÚ wbf©q I AwePj K_v Avi †KD e‡jwb, Ggb AwMœZß 
KweZv †KD Ave„wË K‡iwb- Ggb Zß fvlv Avi RvMi‡Yi Mvb †Kv‡bv wkíx Mvqwb|  
 

 ¯̂vaxbZv evsjvi ¯^vaxbZv|  
 

 Gi c‡ii BwZnvm Av¸‡b Svuc †`Iqvi BwZnvm| AKvZ‡i Rxeb`v‡bi BwZnvm| QvÎ Rxeb w`‡”Q, kÖwgK 
Rxeb w`‡”Q, kÖwgK, cywjk, wkÿK, wfÿzK, wn›`y gymwjg - bvix-cyiæl mevB iY‡ÿ‡Î G‡m‡Q- nv‡Z nv‡Z A¯¿- K‡É GK 
aŸwb Ñ Ô†Zvgvi Avgvi wVKvbv cÙv †gNbv hgybv - RqevsjvÕ| 
 

 wÎk jvL Rxe‡bi wewbg‡q ¯̂vaxbZv, `y jvL igYxi m¤£‡gi Kvi‡Y ¯̂vaxbZv| e‡ov Mfxi †kv‡Ki ¯^vaxbZv| 
e‡ov †ewk Av¸‡b `» ¯^vaxbZv, evsjvi ¯^vaxbZv| 
 

 Kvivev‡mi AÜKvi †_‡K, duvwmi gÂ †_‡K RvwZi fv¯^i e½eÜz ¯^‡`k G‡jb weaŸ Í̄ evsjvq, aŸs‡mi evsjvq 
evOvwji eÜz G‡jb| mRj †Pv‡L ZvwK‡q †`‡Lb Zuvi wcÖq evsjv‡K| wb‡Ri †mvbvi evsjv‡K cybivq cÖvYgq Ki‡eb, 
evsjvi `ytL-†kvK wbeviY Ki‡eb| K‡g© Svuc w`‡jb e½eÜz|  
 

 e½eÜz‡K †m mgq †`k-we‡`‡ki A‡bK m~Î †_‡K mveavb Kiv n‡q‡Q - GKUv lohš¿ Pj‡Q| gywRe me Bw½Z 
Dwo‡q w`‡q ej‡Zb, †Kv‡bv evOvwj Avgv‡K gvi‡e bv| Avgvi ¸Y, Avwg evOvwj‡K fv‡jvevwm Avi Avgvi ÎæwU, Avwg 
evOvwj‡K e‡ov †ewk fv‡jvevwm| e‡ov †ewk fv‡jvevmv eywS fv‡jv bq| ZvB Kvj n‡Z cv‡i, ZvB Kvj nq| ZvB †Zv 
n‡jv| 
 



  †mw`b mÜ¨vq ivóªcwZ †kL gywReyi ingvb e½feb †_‡K 32 b¤‡̂ii evmvq wM‡qwQ‡jb| ivóªcwZi Mvwo †Kb 
Rvwb cici `yevi eÜ n‡q †Mj | Mvwo Ggb K‡i †Kb? †h‡Z Pvq bv †Kb? nq‡Zv Ggwb, †Kv‡bv KviY bvB| e½eÜz 
cv‡q †nu‡U †k‡li c_UzKz cvwo w`‡q evwo G‡jb| mvgvb¨ GKUz c_, KZevi G c‡_ †nu‡U m`i iv¯Ívq D‡V‡Qb| 
 

 AvR wZwb e‡ov K¬všÍ, wKš‘ K¬vwšÍ †S‡o AvMvgxKv‡ji g¯Íe‡ov Av‡qvR‡b, Avb›`gq Abyôv‡b Zuv‡K †h‡Z n‡e| 
XvKv wek¦we`¨vj‡qi QvÎ wkÿK Zuv‡K AvRxeb m`m¨c` w`‡q m¤§vwbZ n‡e| mn ª̄ eQ‡ii †kªô evOvwj wZwb| G 
wek¦we`¨vjq Zvu‡K GKmgq ewn®‹vi K‡i‡Q| PZz_© †kÖwY Kg©Pvwi‡`i `vwe Av`v‡qi Av‡›`vj‡b| wZwb gyP‡jKv †`bwb| 
AvR cvjv e`‡ji Kvj| ivZ †fvi n‡e, mKvj n‡e, bexb m~h© DV‡e, be Rxe‡bi Drme n‡e| Zuvi wekvj wPË Ry‡o 
e‡ov kvwšÍ G‡jv, ¯^w¯Í G‡jv| Rxe‡bi ab wKQzB hv‡e bv †djv- wbweo Nyg G‡jv †PvL Ry‡o| ZL‡bv my‡en mv‡`K nqwb, 
Avhv‡bi aŸwb †kvbv hvqwb, cÖfvZ cvwLi KjKvKwj Rv‡Mwb, MMb †f` K‡i Av‡jvi iwk¥ †dv‡Uwb cy‡e|  
 

 e½eÜz‡K nZ¨v Avi †RjLvbvq Pvi †bZv‡K nZ¨vKvix‡`i †Lv›`Kvi †gvkZvK I wRqvDi ingv‡bi †bZ…‡Z¡ 
mvgwiK miKvi wbivc‡` †`k †_‡K we‡`‡k cvwV‡q  w`j| cybe©vm‡bi Rb¨ we‡`‡k evsjv‡`k `~Zvev‡m Zv‡`i PvKzwiI 
w`j| nZ¨vKvix‡`i wePvi eÜ K‡i w`j, AmvsweavwbK Bb‡WgwbwU Av‡`‡k|  
 

 †kvbv K_v, wgk‡ii ivóªcwZ Av‡bvqvi mv`v‡Zi ms‡M †`Lv Ki‡Z wM‡q‡Q mvgwiK kvmK wRqvDi ingvb| 
ZLb wZwb ivóªcwZ| mv`vZ ej‡jb eÜz‡K †`Iqv Avgvi Dcnv‡ii U¨vsK w`‡q †Zvgiv e½eÜz‡K nZ¨v K‡iQ| †Zvgvi 
m‡½ wK‡mi mvÿvr, wK‡mi K_v?Ó †RvU wbi‡cÿ iv‡óªi cÖvq me †`k G wbg©g nZ¨vi Zxeª wb›`v Rvwb‡q‡Q| we‡`‡k wM‡q 
ïb‡Z n‡q‡Q- ÔZzwg gywR‡ei †`‡ki gvbyl| †h gnvb gvbylwUB †Zvgv‡`i ¯^vaxbZv G‡b w`‡q‡Q, †Zvgiv Zuv‡KB nZ¨v 
K‡iQ ! †Zvgv‡`i wek¦vm Kiv hvq bv, †Zvgiv AK…ZÁ gvbeÕ| 
 

 Avgiv †h †Kgb, Zvi ¤øvb cwiPq †R‡M‡Q we‡`‡k, †h gnvbvqK Avgv‡`i ¯^vaxbZv G‡b w`j, †h wbfx©K gvbyl 
Avgv‡`i cZvKv w`j, RvZxq msMxZ mg‡eZ K‡É MvBevi my‡hvM w`j, †mbv m`m¨iv, c_åó KwZcq BZiRbiv Zuv‡KB 
wbg©g AvNv‡Z nZ¨v Ki‡jv| Ggb fqsKi, Ggb wknwiZ, Ggb Awek¦vm¨ NUbv ¯§i‡Y G‡j Av‡M Avgv‡`i eÿRy‡o 
K¤úb Rv‡M, Av‡Rv Avgiv N‡i evB‡i µ›`b Kwi| Avgv‡`i gnvbvqK, RvwZi wcZvi wekvj Ke‡i `vuwo‡q Avwg evi evi 
D‡Øj n‡qwQ| AK…ZÁ NvZK‡`i cÖwZ N„Yv †mv”Pvi n‡q‡Q, g‡b n‡q‡Q hv wKQz me †f‡O Pzigvi K‡i w`B| wns¯ª k¦vc‡`i 
Zxÿè `šÍ w`‡q Zv‡`i wQu‡o †dwj| ZLbB †Kvb GK bxie †K›`ª †_‡K Avgvi e½Rbbxi KÚ ïb‡Z cvB, KiæY my‡i 
evj¨Kv‡ji †mB euvwki myi aŸwbZ nq- Rbbx evsjv e‡j, Avgvi †kÖô wkï Avgvi †Kv‡j bxi‡e ï‡q Av‡Q| A‡bK 
†nu‡U‡Q †m, A‡bK m‡q‡Q †m, Zv‡K bxi‡e _vK‡Z `vI| Zvi †d‡j ivLv Kv‡R nvZ `vI, kw³ `vI, g‡bv‡hvM `vI| 
†Zvgv‡`i Rb¨ A‡bK KvR| †`L bv wK, Avgvi Rbbxi Pviw`‡K wns¯ª mixm„civ, †Nvi Ag½wjiv loh‡š¿i ¸nv iPbv 
K‡i‡Q| Zv‡`i msnvi K‡iv, wbg~©j K‡iv- †Zvgvi Pviw`‡K, AwfRvZ myL wejvmx‡`i evwo‡Z weåvšÍ wb‡e©va Db¥v`iv, 
K‡j‡R gv ª̀vmvq wkÿv_x©iv, RvbœvZx Aciƒcv  ûwi‡`i jvjmvq AvjLvjøv ci‡b PvcvwZ‡K evievi Pz¤b̂ w`‡”Q| mveavb, 
I‡`i e‡ov e‡ov c‡K‡U gviYv¯¿, Zv‡`i Pÿz Ry‡o †bkvi †Nvi| Iiv `ªæZ Qz‡U Avm‡Q, †Zvgv‡`i ¯^vaxbZv webvk Ki‡e, 
†Zvgv‡`i cybivq †Mvjv‡gi Aag †Mvjvg evbv‡e- 
                            bvwMbxiv Pvwiw`‡K  
                           †dwj‡Z‡Q welv³ wbtk¦vm  
                           kvwšÍi jwjZevYx  
                           ïbvB‡e e¨_© cwinvm- 
†kvb evOvwj †kvb, `xN©‡`nx mvj cÖvsï evû Zz‡j Awebk¦i eÜzi †gNbv` WvK †kvb -  
cÖ‡Z¨K N‡i N‡i `yM© M‡o †Zvj, †Zvgv‡`i hv wKQz Av‡Q, ZvB wb‡q kÎæi †gvKvwejv Ki‡Z n‡e| Rq evsjv| 
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Listen Bangali, Listen: That Voice of Thunder 
Momtazuddin Ahmed 

 

 I love Bangabandhu. We love Bangabandhu. The people of Bangla adore 

Bangabandhu. We cannot but love him. Where can we find such a friend, such a kin, such a 

dear person? 
 

 Bangabandhu also loves his Bangladesh. The rivers of Bangla are his favourites. The 

crops, birds, sky, mustard flowers of Bangla are all very dear to him. The mosques, temples, 

churches, pagodas of Bangla are dear to him. Everything is very dear to him.   He watches the 

river while sitting on the steamer, ponders about Bangla while standing in the prison-cell, 

meditates about Bangla while undertaking fast unto death. Bangla is his dream, his deed and 

his movement. He said many times, repeatedly, ‘Bangla is my soul, Bangla is my beloved’. 

On the bank of Baigar, a tributary of Modhumati, a fisherman’s son Goutam plays his flute. 

Khoka sits beside him. He listens to the melancholic melody of the flute. He asks his dear 

Goutam: Why is your flute’s melody so mournful? Goutam says: The cry of Bangla is in my 

flute. Khoka says: Why does Bangla cry? Goutam says: Don’t know why! 
 

 Khoka is engrossed in contemplation – Why is there so much tear, why is there such 

sadness in the breast of my Tungipara! That Tungipara then becomes Bangla inside his 

juvenile mind. The mother Saira Khatun watches his son enter home with only a wrapper on 

his body. O Khoka, O dearest, where is your fabric, your pajama? Khoka replies, I saw 

somebody in my path. He had torn clothes, was shivering in the cold. I gave him my shirt and 

pajama. Mother sees Khoka does not have the new umbrella. His face is red due to exposure 

to sunlight. O Khoka, where is your umbrella? Khoka says: Gave it to my classmate. He gets 

burnt by walking four miles to his home. He needs it more.  
 

 In bad days, Khoka opens up the granary of the house. Take away the rice. Please do 

not remain hungry, any of you. 
 

 The sorrow, poverty, tears of Bangla saddens Khoka’s heart.  
 

 The chief minister of Bangla A K Fazlul Haque came to Gopalganj Mission School. 

He was accompanied by the labour minister Huseyn Shaheed Suhrawardy. The teenager 

Mujib blocked their path: Water trickles down the roof of our school-building, it has to be 

repaired. Please make necessary arrangement for that. Suhrawardy is surprised by the courage 

of the teenage boy. He said all steps would be taken. Meet me when you come to Kolkata, he 

asked.  
 

 A son was born in the household of Lutfor Rahman after the birth of two daughters. 

The Sheikh clan were all happy, very happy. The adorable Khoka received so much affection, 

so much care! As if Khoka was the gem of the whole world. Come Khoka, Hey Khoka, O 

Khoka. Khoka, and Khoka. There was no end to his caressing. The mother of the child said to 

her father Sheikh Majid, Khoka cannot be a proper name, give him a solid name. After taking 

another day, the maternal grandfather suggested Sheikh Mujibur Rahman. Mother said, what 

kind of a name is it, father! The mind is not moved.  
 

 The maternal grandfather said: It is a very good name. You will see, his name will 

illuminate the whole world one day.  
 

 That Khoka of Bangla ultimately occupied a place in the heart of the deprived and 

repressed people of the whole country, the whole world, after crossing Tungipara, Gopalganj, 

Kolkata and Dhaka. ‘There are two kinds of people on earth. One is the exploiter, and the 

other exploited – I am on the side of the exploited’. The fiery leader of Cuba Fidel Castro had 

said after seeing Mujib, ‘I have not seen the Himalayas; I have seen Mujib, an equivalent of 

Himalayas. My heart and mind was filled up’.  



 

 Khoka had much sorrow inside his breast, he had much burnings in his heart – I must 

stop the tears of my immortal Bangla. I have to uphold the honour of my dearest mother-

tongue. ‘I shall say while stepping on to the gallows, I am Bangali, Bangla is my land, Bangla 

is my language’. Mujib is Bangla’s, Bangla is Mujib’s. Mujib had to repeatedly face death for 

the sake of his beloved Bangla. His voice never trembled, Mujib never betrayed Bangla. He 

never compromised on the issue of Bangla. ‘I do not seek premiership, I seek the rights of 

Bangla’s people’. Mujib was held captive in a Jail of Pakistan. He was the greatest 

personality of Bangla, the greatest architect of Bangla’s independence. He watched in 

extreme cold while sitting in an isolated prison-cell that his grave was being dug nearby as 

per the orders of the Pakistani military ruler. Death was approaching him very fast. The 

uncompromising and fearless Mujib had only one request – ‘Please send my lifeless body to 

my mother Bangla. I shall sleep in the soil of Bangla’.  
 

 Where did Mujib find such strength, such courage, and such fearless words? From 

which teachings did such articulations emanate? Who reinforced his mind with such all-

knowing fearlessness? The answer is very simple – love and affection running all over his 

being. He had only one contemplation, one meditation – his country, freedom of his country, 

and his countrymen; the tears of Bangla must be stopped, smile has to be brought to the face 

of Bangla.  

The boy who had repeatedly travelled to Gopalganj by pushing the oar against the current of 

Modhumoti river, the juvenile who became imbibed with the spirit of freedom after coming 

to Kolkata crossing Gopalganj, the newly illumined youthful son of Bangla who was awash 

with the call for freedom by Netaji Subhash, who could stop him? He would cross all the 

walls erected before him, and his forward march would be unstoppable. That young man 

would certainly rush to smash the statue of hypocrite Hallowell.  That heroic son would 

distribute the rice of Baker Hostel among his skinny hungry countrymen during the famine of 

forty-three in order to save them. That cleansed heart would jump for saving neither Hindus 

nor Muslims but humans during the bloody riot of 1946. Who would block this new life of 

resurgent youth? Who had the capacity to slow the speed of his journey? 
 

 The Pakistani general – characterless and drunkard Yahya Khan made different 

pretexts to deprive and silence the leader and friend of Bangla who had won absolute 

majority. The power-hungry mischievous General Ayub Khan had manufactured an iron cage 

of conspiracy to subdue the spirited son of Bangla; a trap was laid to kill him in the darkness, 

but that was not successful. An innocent Sergeant had to lose his life instead. The Agartala 

case was foiled. The Pakistani judge saved his life by fleeing. And the awakened people of 

Bangla, the awakened Bangali of Padma, Meghna, Jamuna rescued the valiant Sheikh of 

Bangla by breaking the jail-locks. All these are legends; all these appear to be myths. But this 

was the history of Bangla, this was the tale of Bangalis.  
 

 The principal witness and casualty of this blood-drenched melancholic history was 

Bangabandhu Sheikh Mujibur Rahman. He was repeatedly held captive in jail, stage by stage. 

After being set free in 1968, he was again detained at the jail-gate and then taken to the 

cantonment. He then realized that death was inevitable. He then picked up the soil of Bangla 

before the jail-gate and touched his forehead with those. He put the soil inside his pocket so 

that he could have Bangla’s soil in his hand when he climbed the scaffold of death. 

 

 When the voices of Bangali’s aspirations were getting more and more subdued due to 

hundreds of big and small abuses and the darkness of rights’ absence, then the vocal 

articulation of a voice was heard. ‘Give me the right of language, I want autonomy, we want 

equal rights – we seek equal participation in administrative and military branches’; that voice 

lit up the flames by its heat in parliament, streets and processions. The awakening of the 

Bangalis was expedited by the angry roar of that thunderous voice throughout Bangla. The 



strong winds of rebellion on the rivers and seas took the shape of a storm due to this pressure. 

December 5 of 1969 was the death anniversary of Shaheed Suhrawardy. Standing before the 

leader’s tomb, the leader of Bangla uttered the victory slogan of the inauguration of Bangla: 

‘From today, the name of East Pakistan is Bangladesh; desh is not a separate word, the name 

shall be Bangladesh by combining desh with Bangla’. 
 

 There are many backdrops to historical events. There were the 21-points, the 11-

points, and the 6-points. All these backdrops combined and mixed together in the huge 

current of freedom to give rise to a country named Bangladesh. Subhash Bose had written 

against subjugation under foreigners, ‘Give me blood – I shall give you freedom’. 
 

 Bangabandhu had opposed the misrule by the West declaring, ‘As I have given blood, 

I shall give more blood, I shall free the people of this country by the grace of Allah’. Nobody 

had spoken such fearless and unwavering words, nobody had recited such a fiery poem – no 

artiste had sung such a sizzling song, such a song of awakening.  
 

 Then came independence and the freedom of Bangla. 
 

 The subsequent events were the annals of jumping into fire. It was a history of 

sacrificing lives without hesitation. The students gave up their lives, the workers did so, the 

police, beggars, Hindus-Muslims, men and women – all came together in the battlefield;  they 

had arms in their hands, slogans in their voice – ‘The address of you and mine, Padma 

Meghna Jamuna – Joy Bangla’.  
 

 Freedom was achieved at the cost of three million lives, and the honour of two lakh 

women. It was an independence of profound grief. The freedom and independence of Bangla 

had endured excessive fires and burnings.  
 

 The luminous star of the nation Bangabandhu returned to his homeland, a devastated 

Bangla, from the darkness of prison and scaffold; the friend of Bangla returned to a shattered 

land. He looked at his dearest Bangla with tearful eyes. He would once again enliven his 

Bangla of Gold; he would diffuse the sorrow of Bangla. Bangabandhu leapt to his tasks at 

hand.  
 

 Many sources at home and abroad had warned Bangabandhu at that time – a 

conspiracy was afoot. Mujib used to shrug off all such indications: No Bangali would kill me. 

My virtue is: I love all Bangalis; and my fault is: I love the Bangalis too much. Excessive 

love may not be good. Consequently, it may bring bad outcome; and bad outcome did 

materialise. That was what had happened.  
 

 On that day, the president Sheikh Mujibur Rahman had gone to his road-32 residence 

from Bangabhaban. For unexplained reasons, the president’s car went out of order twice 

during the journey. Why did the vehicle behave like that? Why didn’t it want to go? May be 

it was as usual, no specific causes. Bangabandhu came home by walking the last stage of the 

trip on foot. It was a small distance; he had reached the main-road by walking this path so 

many times.  

 

 On that day he was very tired; but shrugging off his tiredness, he would have to go to 

that massive event, that joyous program the next day. The students and teachers of Dhaka 

University would be honoured to award him with life membership. He was the greatest 

Bangali of a thousand years. This university had once expelled him. He was involved with 

the movement for eliciting the demands of class four employees. He did not furnish any 

bond. It was a moment of transition. The dawn would appear after the night, the new sun 

would rise, and there would be a festival of new lives. There was an all-pervading serenity 

and satisfaction in his massive heart. None of the life’s riches could be thrown away – a deep 

sleep slowly overpowered his being. It was not yet dawn, the sounds of Azan could not yet be 



heard, the chirpings of the morning birds had not yet started, and the rays of light had not yet 

blossomed in the east piercing the sky.  
 

 The killers of Bangabandhu and four leaders in jail were later sent abroad safely by 

the military government led by Khandakar Mostaque and Ziaur Rahman. They were also 

given jobs in overseas Bangladesh missions in order to rehabilitate them. The trials of the 

killers were stopped through the unconstitutional indemnity ordinance.  
 

 Hearsay has it, the military ruler Ziaur Rahman had gone to meet the Egyptian 

President Anwar Sadat. He was then the president. Sadat said: “You killed Bangabandhu with 

the tank I gave to my friend. What audience can I have with you, what talks”? Most of the 

countries belonging to the Non-Aligned Movement had condemned this brutal murder. It was 

heard while visiting abroad – ‘You are a man of Mujib’s land. The great man who brought 

independence for you, you killed that very person! You cannot be trusted, you are ungrateful 

people’.  
 

 What kind of people we are, that pale identity had been established overseas. The 

great hero who brought us freedom, the fearless man who gave us flag, gave us the 

opportunity to sing the national anthem in a chorus, that individual was brutally killed by 

army members, some wayward vile people. Tremors are felt all over our chest when we recall 

such ghastly, such shuddering, such unbelievable incident; even today we cry at home and 

outside. I have repeatedly lost my composure while standing before the huge tomb of our 

greatest hero, the Father of the Nation. My disgust for the ungrateful assassins becomes 

vocal; I feel like smashing everything. I tear them up with the sharp teeth of a savage beast. 

At that very moment, I hear the voice of my Bangla mother from a centre of silence, that flute 

of my childhood is played in a mournful melody – the mother Bangla says, my greatest child 

is sleeping in my lap. He has walked a lot; tolerated a lot, allow him to stay in silence. Put 

your hands in completing his unfinished tasks, put in energy, pay attention. You have many 

tasks to do. Look, the savage reptiles, the evil spirits have erected a cave of intrigue around 

my mother. Devour them, eliminate them – around you; the derailed and foolish lunatics in 

the houses of affluent happiness-mongers, students in colleges and madrasas, are repeatedly 

kissing the machetes by wearing cloaks in the lust for heavenly nymphs. Beware, they have 

arms in their large pockets, their eyes are intoxicated. They are coming very fast, they would 

jeopardise your freedom, and they would once again make you even inferior to slaves. 
 

 The snakes are exhaling 
 

 Poisonous air all around 
 

 The charming message of peace 
 

 Would sound like futile mockery. 
 

 Listen Bangali, listen, listen to the thunderous call of the huge-bodied immortal friend 

raising his towering hands –  
 

 Build up fortresses in all your homes; you have to confront the enemy with whatever 

you have. Joy Bangla.  

 

Translation: Dr. Helal Uddin Ahmed 



e½eÜy I ¯v̂axbZv mgv_©K 
Avwbmyj nK 

 
e½eÜy I evsjv‡`‡ki ¯^vaxbZv mgv_©K| hviv †fvi G‡bwQj wKsev Dlvi `yqv‡i- BwZnvmwfwËK GB Dcb¨vm¸‡jv wjL‡Z 
wM‡q Avgv‡K BwZnv‡mi AwjMwj ivRc_ cwiµg Ki‡Z n‡q‡Q| BwZnvm hZB c‡owQ, ZZB GB cÖZ¨q D¾¡j †_‡K 
D¾¡jZi n‡q‡Q †h, e½eÜy †kL gywReyi ingv‡bi Rb¥B n‡qwQj evsjv‡`kUv‡K wZwb ¯^vaxb Ki‡eb e‡j| wZwb Zuvi mvivUv 
Rxeb GKUv j¶¨ wb‡qB KvR K‡i‡Qb, GwM‡q †M‡Qb, evsjv‡`‡ki ¯^vaxbZv, evsjv‡`‡ki gvby‡li gyw³| GB j¶¨ AR©b 
Ki‡Z wM‡q wZwb evi evi g…Zÿ i gy‡LvgywL n‡q‡Qb, wZwb Avi Zvui cwievi Amnbxq `ytL-Kó-hvZbv †fvM K‡i‡Qb, wKš‘ 
wZwb j¶¨Py¨Z nbwb, wZwb Avgv‡`i ¯^vaxb K‡i †M‡Qb|  
 

 evsjv‡`‡ki ¯^vaxbZvi ¯^cœ wZwb KLb †`L‡Z ïiæ K‡ib? 
 

 e½eÜy †kL gywReyi ingv‡bi wb‡Ri fvlvq, Ô†mB 1947 mv‡j| ZLb Avwg †mvnivIqv`©x mv‡n‡ei `‡jÕ| 
(Abœ̀ vksKi ivq, BwZnv‡mi gnvbvqK, cÖKvkK evsjv‡`k AvIqvgx jxM, 2011)| 1947 mv‡j weªwUkiv we`vq wbj, 
cvwK¯Ívb Avi fviZ- `y‡Uv †`k Rb¥ wbj| KjKvZvi Bmjvwgqv K‡j‡Ri wmivRD‡ÏŠjv n‡j hyeK †kL gywRe WvK‡jb Zvui 
Nwbô QvÎhyev Kg©x‡`i| ej‡jb, Ô¯^vaxbZv msMÖvg GLbI †kl nqwb| Gevi Avgv‡`i †h‡Z n‡e evsjv †`‡ki cweÎ gvwU‡Z| 
GB ¯^vaxbZv ¯^vaxbZvB bqÕ| 
 

 e½eÜy 1947-G c~e©evsjvq wd‡iB gymwjg jxM miKvi I cwðgv‡`i evOvwjwe‡ivax Ab¨vq AvPi‡Yi cÖwZev‡` 
Av‡›`vj‡b Svuwc‡q c‡ob| 1948 mv‡jB wZwb ivó«fvlv Av‡›`vj‡bi wgwQ‡ji †bZ…Z¡ †`b| ivó«fvlv Av‡›`vj‡b †bZ…Z¡ w`‡Z 
wM‡q wZwb KviveiY K‡ib|  
 

 Zuvi †bZv †mvnivIqv`©xI Zuv‡K wPwV wj‡L e‡jwQ‡jb, evsjv‡K AvÂwjK fvlv wn‡m‡e †g‡b wb‡Z, wKš‘ ivó«fvlv 
wn‡m‡e D`©y‡KB MÖnY Ki‡Z| †Mv‡q›`v ms ’̄vi †Mvcb wi‡cv‡U© ejv n‡q‡Q, Ô†kL gywReyi ingvb wWRA¨vcÖæfW w` mv‡Rkb 
Ae wg÷vi †mvnivIqv`©x Uy wMf wiwRIbvj ÷¨vUvm Ae †e½wj| †kL gywReyi ingvb wiwmfW w` mv‡Rkbm Ae wg÷vi 
†mvnivIqv`©x _«y G †jUviÕ| Ab¨ Kg©xivI †mvnivIqv`©xi m‡½ GKgZ n‡jv bvÕ| (e½eÜy †kL gywReyi ingvb, Rxeb I 
ivRbxwZ, m¤úv`K †gvbv‡qg miKvi)| 
 

 †kL gywR‡ei †cQ‡b †Mv‡q›`viv Qvqvi g‡Zv †j‡M _vKZ| wZwb KLb Kx Ki‡Zb, †mB 1948-1949 mvj †_‡KB 
Zuvi m¤ú‡K© wi‡cvU© Kiv n‡Zv miKv‡ii mswkøó `ß‡i| Zuv‡K †MÖßvi Kiv n‡Zv| †MÖßv‡ii ciB Zvui gyw³i `vwe‡Z Av‡›`vjb 
ïiæ n‡q †hZ| Zuv‡K Rvwg‡bi Rb¨ †Kv‡U© †bIqv n‡j †mLv‡bI wfo R‡g †hZ| wZwb †mB RbZvi D‡Ï‡k Avevi e³…Zv 
Ki‡Z ïiæ Ki‡Zb gymwjg jxM miKv‡ii Ackvm‡bi weiæ‡×| 14 gvP© 1951-G †kL gywR‡ei MwZwewa m¤ú‡K© miKvwi 
bw_‡Z ejv n‡”Q,  
 
 †MvcvjM‡Äi Uyw½cvovi jyrdi ingv‡bi cyÎ †kL gywReyi ingvb‡K †MvcvjMÄ †KvU© †_‡K 14 gvP© 

Rvwg‡b gyw³ †`Iqv nq| wKQy msL¨K QvÎ wgwQj mnKv‡i Zuv‡K wb‡q †ei n‡q Av‡m I mfv AbywôZ 
nq| gywReyi ingvb mfvq fvlY †`b| wZwb gIjvbv fvmvbxmn Ab¨‡`i webvwePv‡i AvUK ivLvi weiæ‡× 
miKv‡ii Zxeª mgv‡jvPbv K‡ib Ges QvÎ‡`i HK¨e× nIqvi AvnŸvb Rvbvb| gywReyi ingvb‡K 
†mw`bB †MÖdZvi Kiv nq|...c‡ii w`b Zuvi gyw³i `vwe‡Z †MvcvjM‡Ä niZvj cvwjZ nq| ¯’vbxq 
QvÎiv †kL gywReyi ingv‡bi gyw³, evsjv‡K ivó«fvlv Kivi `vwe‡Z I d«vÝ KZ©…K gi‡°vi Ic‡i 
wbcxo‡bi cÖwZev‡` wgwQj K‡i| wgwQj †k‡l mfvq †kL gyywR‡ei gyw³i Rb¨ jovB K‡i hvIqvi wm×všÍ 
M„nxZ nqÕ| (Bs‡iwR †_‡K Abyev` †jL‡Ki)| 

 
GB wQj IB mgqKvi wbZ¨ wPÎ| †kL gywRe †RjRyjyg‡K c‡ivqv Ki‡Zb bv| mvnm, †`k‡cÖg Avi Av‡cvknxbZv wQj Zuvi 
i‡³i KYvq|  
 

 miKvwi †Mv‡q›`viv Zuvi gyP‡jKv Av`v‡qi †Póv K‡i‡Qb, wZwb KL‡bv gyP‡jKv w`‡Zb bv, ej‡Zb, miKv‡ii 
Ab¨v‡qi cÖwZev` wZwb K‡iB hv‡eb| GLb †mB †Mv‡q›`v‡`i miKvwi wi‡cvU© †_‡K †`Lv hvq, Zuviv ej‡Zb, GB ew›`i 
Ae¯’vb Lye k³| Zuv‡K Ujv‡bv hvq bv| 
 

 1951 mv‡ji 22 †deªæqvwi Lyjbv KvivMv‡i Zuvi m‡½ mv¶v‡Zi wi‡cvU© w`‡”Qb R‰bK †Mv‡q›`v 26 †deªæqvwi‡Z, 
Ôwn IqvR bU DBwjs Uy Gw·wKDU Gwb eÛ di wiwjR B‡fb Bd w` wW‡Ubkb DW KR wng Uy †dm †W_| wnR A¨vwUPyW 
IqvR †fwi w÷dÕ| GB evK¨¸‡jv †Lqvj Kiæb, hw` Zuvi AšÍwib _vKvUv Zuvi g…Zy¨I †W‡K Av‡b, Zey wZwb †Kv‡bv gyP‡jKvq 
¯̂v¶i Ki‡eb bv| Zuvi g‡bvfve wQj fxlY Abo| hZevi hZRb †Mv‡q›`v Zuvi Kv‡Q eÛ ¯^v¶i Kiv‡Z †M‡Qb, ZZevi Zuviv 



GKB g‡bvfv‡ei cwiPq †c‡q‡Qb, GKB K_v wj‡L‡Qb| 22 †g-i †Mv‡q›`v wi‡cv‡U©I ejv n‡”Q, ÔwZwb (gywRe) Zuvi 
AZx‡Zi ivR‰bwZK Kg©KvÐ wb‡q †gv‡UI AbyZß bb, eis wZwb `„pcÖwZÁ †h Zuvi gyw³i ci GKRb ivR‰bwZK Kg©x wn‡m‡e 
Zuvi KvR cy‡iv`‡g Pvwj‡q hv‡eb| Kx Ki‡eb, †mK_v Rvbv‡Z wZwb Awb”QyK| gyw³ †c‡Z wZwb LyeB AvMÖnx, wKš‘ gyw³i Rb¨ 
†Kv‡bv e‡Û wZwb mB bv Kivi e¨vcv‡i w¯’iwPË| wnR A¨vwUPyW IqvR †fwi w÷d...Zuvi g‡bvfve LyeB AboÕ|  
 
 1952 mv‡j fvlv Av‡›`vj‡bi mgq KvivMv‡i e½eÜy Abkb ag©NU K‡iwQ‡jb| Zuv‡K wKQy‡ZB LvIqv‡bv hvw”Qj 
bv| Zuvi nvU© `ye©j wQj, Rxebnvwbi AvksKv †`Lv w`j| †k‡l miKvi Zuvi cÖwZÁvi Kv‡Q bwZ ¯̂xKvi Kij| wZwb gyw³ 
†c‡jb| Uyw½cvovq †M‡jb| †m mg‡qi GKUv NUbv wZwb Amgvß AvZ¥Rxebx‡Z wj‡L‡Qb,  
 

GKw`b mKv‡j Avwg I †iYy weQvbvq e‡m Mí KiwQjvg| nvPy I Kvgvj wb‡P †LjwQj| nvPy gv‡S gv‡S 
†Ljv †d‡j Avgvi Kv‡Q Av‡m Avi ÔAveŸv AveŸvÕ e‡j Wv‡K| Kvgvj †P‡q _v‡K| GKmgq Kvgvj 
nvwPbv‡K ej‡Q, ÒnvPy Avcv, nvPy Avcv, †Zvgvi AveŸv‡K Avwg GKUy AveŸv ewjÕ| Avwg Avi †iYy 
`yÕRbB ïbjvg| Av‡¯Í Av‡¯Í weQvbv †_‡K D‡V †h‡q I‡K †Kv‡j wb‡q ejjvg, ÔAvwg †Zv †ZvgviI 
AveŸvÕ| Kvgvj Avgvi Kv‡Q Avm‡Z PvBZ bv| AvR Mjv a‡i Sy‡j iBj| eyS‡Z cvijvg, GLb I Avi 
mn¨ Ki‡Z cvi‡Q bv| wb‡Ri †Q‡jI A‡bK w`b bv †`L‡j fy‡j hvq! Avwg hLb †R‡j hvB ZLb Ii 
eqm gvÎ K‡qK gvm| 

 

GB wQj ev Í̄eZv| †kL gywRe jo‡Qb evsjvi gvby‡li gyw³i Rb¨, ZvB Zuv‡K Rxe‡bi A‡bKUv mgq KvUv‡Z n‡”Q KvivMv‡i, 
Zuvi †Q‡j Zuv‡K fve‡Q Avcvi AveŸv| †kL gywRe hw` Zuvi wb‡Ri myL-¯v̂”Q›`¨‡K e‡ov K‡i †`L‡Zb, †eMg gywRe hw` Zuvi 
cwiev‡ii myL I wbivcËv‡K ¸iæZ¡ w`‡q †`L‡Zb †h-†Kv‡bv mvaviY bvixi g‡Zv, Zvn‡j GB †`kUv GZ mn‡R ¯^vaxb n‡Zv 
bv| e½eÜy wb‡Ri cªv‡Yi f‡q †Kv‡bvw`bI fxZ wQ‡jb bv| IB 1951 mv‡j KvivMv‡i †Riv Ki‡Z Avmv †Mv‡q›`v Kg©KZ©v‡K 
wZwb †h K_v e‡j‡Qb, Rxe‡bi †kl w`b ch©šÍ Zv-B wQj Zuvi g~jgš¿, hw` g„Zy¨ Av‡m AvmyK, Zey evsjvi gvby‡li gyw³i cÖ‡kœ 
†Kv‡bv Av‡cvk bq| AvMiZjv lohš¿ gvgjvq Zuvi duvwm n‡Z cviZ, IB mgq ew›`kvjvq Zuv‡K ¸wj K‡i gvivi lohš¿ 
n‡qwQj| Zuvi wb‡Ri fvlvq ÔAvwg `yB ỳBevi gi‡Z gi‡Z †eu‡P †MwQ| cÖ_gevi AvBqye Lv‡bi ew›`kvjvq loh‡š¿i 
gvgjvq| Avgvi GK mv_x Avgv‡K mZK© K‡i †`q †h, mÜ¨v‡ejv †m‡ji evB‡i wM‡q wbqwgZ †eov‡bvi e¨vcviwU wec¾bK| 
†cQb †_‡K ¸wj Ki‡e Avi ej‡e cvwj‡q hvw”Qj e‡j ¸wj K‡iwQ| A‡b¨i †ejv N‡UI wQj IiKg ¸wj Pvjbv| wØZxqevi 
Bqvwnqv Lv‡bi KvivMv‡i| Avgvi mvg‡bB Avgvi Kei †Lvuov n‡”Q| eyS‡Z cviwQ †h Avgvi mgq Nwb‡q Avm‡QÕ|  
(Abœ̀ vksKi ivq)|  
 

 AvMiZjv lohš¿ gvgjvi Avmvgx mv‡R©›U Rûiæj nK‡K GBfv‡e ¸wj K‡i nZ¨v Kiv n‡qwQj| GKvËi mv‡j hLb 
cvwK¯Ív‡bi KvivMv‡i Zuv‡K AvU‡K ivLv n‡q‡Q, ZLb Zuvi g„Zÿ `Ð w ’̄i n‡q wM‡qwQj, Zuvi Rb¨ †m‡ji cv‡k Kei †Luvov 
n‡qwQj| mvgvb¨ Av‡cvk evsjv‡`‡ki gyw³i c_‡K euvKv Avi `yM©g K‡i Zyj‡Z cviZ| Zv wZwb K‡ibwb| 
 

 Ab¨w`‡K Av‡Qb †eMg dwRjvZyb †bQv gywRe| e½eÜy †kL gywR‡ei wcÖq †iYy| Kx AmvaviY GK bvixB bv 
†c‡qwQjvg Avgiv Avgv‡`i RvZxq BwZnv‡m! huvi K_v BwZnv‡m Av‡m bv| KviY, bvix I cwiev‡ii m`m¨‡`i Z¨vM Avi 
Ae`v‡bi K_v †_‡K hvq BwZnv‡mi AšÍiv‡j| Avgv‡`i BwZnv‡mi `y‡Uv Lye gv‡n›`ª¶‡Y †eMg gywRe bxi‡e Avgv‡`i 
BwZnv‡mi MwZcÖK…wZ‡K BwZevPKfv‡e wba©viY K‡i w`‡qwQ‡jb| GKUv n‡jv EbmË‡ii MY-Av‡›`vj‡bi mgq| †kL gywRe 
ZLb AvMiZjv lohš¿ gvgjvi Avmvwg wn‡m‡e K¨v›Ub‡g‡›U ew›`| IB mgq GKUv †Mvj‡Uwej ˆeV‡K †kL gywRe‡K 
AskMÖnY Kiv‡bvi Rb¨ c¨v‡iv‡j gyw³ w`‡q wb‡q hvIqvi K_v nw”Qj| mviv‡`‡k cÖPÐ Av‡›`vjb n‡”Q| Avi GB mgq †kL 
gywRe c¨v‡iv‡j gyw³ wb‡q hv‡eb AvBqye Lv‡bi m‡½ ˆeVK Ki‡Z! †eMg gywRe ZvovZvwo †W‡K cvVv‡jb e‡ov †g‡q 
nvwmbv‡K| †kL nvwmbvi nv‡Z wPiKyU w`‡jb| †kL nvwmbvI †mB wPiKy‡Ui evZ©vUv gyL¯’ K‡i wb‡jb hw` cÖnixiv wPiKyU 
†K‡o †bq! †eMg gywR‡ei evZ©vUv wQj, mviv †`‡ki gvbyl †Zvgvi gyw³i `vwe‡Z Av‡›`vjbiZ, Lei`vi Zywg c¨v‡iv‡j gyw³ 
wbev bv| hw` Zywg c¨v‡iv‡j gyw³ wb‡q Avm, Avwg †Zvgvi weiæ‡× cë‡b mfv Kie| (†kL nvwmbvi wKQy ¯§„wZ wKQy K_v, 
gÄyiæj Bmjvg, mgq cÖKvkbx)| 
 

 †mB evZ©v XvKv wek¦we`¨vj‡qi ZLbKvi QvÎx †kL nvwmbv †cŠu‡Q w`‡qwQ‡jb| †kL gywRe †mw`b mwVK wm×všÍ 
wb‡qwQ‡jb| wZwb c¨v‡iv‡j gyw³ †bbwb| e½eÜy wn‡m‡e gv_v DuPy K‡i †ewi‡q G‡mwQ‡jb| 
 

 GKvË‡ii 7 gv‡P©i HwZnvwmK Rbmfvq †hvM w`‡Z hv‡eb e½eÜy| wZwb Lye Aw¯’i| GKw`‡K QvÎRbZvi cÖPÐ 
Pvc, AvRB ¯̂vaxbZvi †NvlYv w`‡Z n‡e| Ab¨w`‡K mviv c„w_ex ZvwK‡q Av‡Q IB fvlYwUi w`‡K| Avgiv AvR Rvwb, 
GgbwK Av‡gwiKvi KvMRc‡Î †`Lv hv‡”Q, Av‡gwiKvi ¶gZv‡K›`ªI wbN©yg A‡c¶v KiwQj †kL gywRe Kx e‡jb Zv Rvbvi 
Rb¨| BDwbj¨vUvivj wWK¬v‡ikb Ae BbwW‡cb‡WÝ hw` Av‡m, Zvi †gvKvwejvi Rb¨ cȪ ‘Z cvwK¯Ívwb wgwjUvwi| GB Ae¯’vq 
Kx Ki‡eb e½eÜy! wb‡Ri N‡i wZwb cvqPvwi Ki‡Qb| †eMg gywRe Zuv‡K ej‡jb, Zywg GZ Aw¯’i †Kb| ï‡q LvwbK¶Y 



†i÷ bvI| gywRe ï‡q co‡jb| Zuvi gv_vi Kv‡Q †gvov wb‡q emv †kL nvwmbv, cv‡qi Kv‡Q †eMg gywRe| †eMg gywRe 
ej‡jb, Zywg †Zvgvi wb‡Ri we‡e‡Ki K_v ejev| †Zvgvi mvg‡b j¶ gvby‡li nv‡Z euv‡ki jvwV, †cQ‡b e›`yK| Zywg Zv-B 
ejev, hv †Zvgvi AšÍi ej‡Z Pvq| †kL gywRe LvwbK¶Y PycPvc ï‡q †_‡K DV‡jb| hvIqvi Av‡M †eMg gywR‡ei Kcv‡j 
Py¤b̂ Ki‡jb| LvwbKUv †`wi K‡iB wZwb †cuŠQv‡jb mfvg‡Â| gvbyl ZLb Aaxifv‡e cªZx¶v Ki‡Q, wbg©‡j›`y ¸‡Yi fvlvq,  

ÔKLb Avm‡e Kwe?Õ  
kZ eQ‡ii kZ msMÖvg †k‡l,  
iex›`ªbv‡_i g‡Zv `…ß cv‡q †nu‡U  
AZtci Kwe G‡m RbZvi g‡Â `uvov‡jb| 
...MYm~‡h©i gÂ Kuvwc‡q Kwe †kvbv‡jb Zuvi  
Agi KweZvLvwb : 
ÔGev‡ii msMªvg Avgv‡`i gyw³i msMÖvg,  
Gev‡ii msMªvg ¯^vaxbZvi msMÖvgÕ| 

 

GZ Z¨vM, GZ exiZ¡, GZ fv‡jvevmv, GZ cÖÁv w`‡q gvbylwU Avgv‡`i ¯^vaxbZv w`‡q †M‡Qb! 1971 mv‡ji 25 gvP© iv‡Z 
¯̂vaxbZv †NvlYvi IB w`evMZ iv‡Z wZwb mvsevw`K AvZvDm mvgv`‡K e‡jwQ‡jb, ÒAvB n¨vf wM‡fb BD BwÛ‡c‡ÛÝ, bvD 
wcªRvf© BUÓ (AvR‡Ki KvMR-22/1/93)| Avgv‡K AvZvDm mvgv` GKvwaKevi e‡j‡Qb, 25 gvP© iv‡Z e½eÜy Zv‡K 
e‡jwQ‡jb, ÔAvwg BDwWAvB w`w”Q (BDwbj¨vUvivj wWK¬v‡ikb Ae BwÛ‡cb‡WÝ ev ¯^vaxbZvi GKZidv †NvlYv)| Avwg 
†Zv‡`i ¯^vaxbZv w`‡q †Mjvg, hv, †Zviv i¶v KiÕ| 
 

B_v‡i Qwo‡q coj †mB †NvlYv, AvR †_‡K evsjv‡`k ¯̂vaxb| 
1972 mv‡j mvsevw`K †WwfW d«÷ e½eÜy‡K wR‡Ám K‡iwQ‡jb, ÔAvR GB gyn~‡Z© AZx‡Zi w`‡K ZvwK‡q Avcwb †Kvb 
w`bwU‡K Avcbvi Rxe‡bi me PvB‡Z my‡Li w`b e‡j MY¨ Ki‡eb? †Kvb gyn~Z©wU Avcbv‡K mePvB‡Z myLx K‡iwQj? 
e½eÜy e‡jb, ÔAvwg †hw`b ïbjvg, Avgvi evsjv‡`k ¯^vaxb n‡q‡Q, †m w`bwUB wQj Avgvi Rxe‡bi mePvB‡Z my‡Li w`bÕ| 

d«÷: Avcbvi Rxe‡bi mePvB‡Z my‡Li w`b? 
†kL gywRe: mgMÖ Rxe‡bi mePvB‡Z my‡Li w`b! 
d«÷: Ggb w`‡bi ¯̂cœ Avcwb K‡e †_‡K †`L‡Z ïiæ K‡ib? 
†kL gywRe: eûw`b a‡i Avwg GB ¯^cœ †`‡L AvmwQ| 

 

Zuv‡K nZ¨v Kivi Rb¨ evievi me Av‡qvRb m¤úbœ K‡iI cvwK Í̄vwbiv Zuv‡K gvi‡Z cv‡iwb! fy‡Ævi nv‡Z ¶gZv †Q‡o 
†`Iqvi Av‡M Bqvwnqv Lvb e‡jwQ‡jb, Avgv‡K Avi `y‡Uv w`b mgq w`b, Avwg †kl KvRUv K‡i wbB, †kL gywR‡ei g„Zy¨`ÐUv 
Kvh©Ki Kwi|  
 

 †mB g„Zÿ `Ð †mw`b Kvh©Ki nqwb| n‡q‡Q AviI Pvi eQi c‡i| Avi Zuvi cÖvY †K‡o †b‡e evOvwjiv, GUv e½eÜy 
†Kv‡bvw`bI fve‡Z cv‡ibwb| Zuvi weiæ‡× PµvšÍ n‡”Q, Zuvi weiæ‡× we‡ ª̀vn n‡Z cv‡i, GB me Z_¨ wewfbœfv‡e Zuvi Kv‡Q 
†cŠuQv‡bv n‡qwQj, GgbwK fviZxqivI GB Z_¨ Rvbv‡Z we‡kl e¨e ’̄v wb‡qwQj| Av‡gwiKvi Aegy³ bw_ †_‡K Avgiv AvR 
Zv Rvwb| wKš‘ e½eÜy †kL gywRe evOvwj‡`i wek¦vm Ki‡Zb wb‡Ri †P‡qI †ewk| wZwb g„Zy¨‡K fq †c‡Zb bv, Avi GUv 
Zuv‡K wek¦vm Kiv‡bv Am¤¢e wQj †h, †Kv‡bv evOvwj Zuv‡K AvNvZ Ki‡Z cv‡i| wZwb e‡jwQ‡jb, Zvi me‡P‡q e‡ov ¸Y n‡jv 
wZwb Zuvi †`‡ki gvbyl‡K †ewk fv‡jvev‡mb| Avi Zuvi me‡P‡q e‡ov ỳe©jZv n‡jv, wZwb †`‡ki gvbyl‡K GKUy †ewkB 
fv‡jvev‡mb| †mB fv‡jvevmv Avi wek¦vm Zuvi gyZy¨i KviY n‡q DVj| 1975 mv‡ji 15 AvM÷ Zuv‡K nZ¨v K‡i‡Q hviv, 
Zv‡`i fvlv wQj evsjv, Zv‡`i nv‡Z wQj Mwie evOvwji i³ cvwb Kiv UvKvq †Kbv A¯¿| ïay e½eÜy bb, ïay †eMg gywRe 
bb, wkïcyÎ iv‡mj, Mf©eZx cyÎea~I †invB cvqwb †mB nZ¨vKv‡Ði iv‡Z!  
 

 RvwZi wcZv‡K nZ¨v K‡i evsjv‡`k ivó«wU‡KB †cQ‡bi w`‡K †div‡bvi †Póv Kiv n‡jv| Zuvi bvg gy‡Q †`Iqvi 
†Póv n‡jv bvbvfv‡e| wKš‘ w`b hZB hv‡”Q, ZZB D¾¡j †_‡K D¾¡j n‡q DV‡Qb wZwb, e½eÜy †kL gywReyi ingvb, evOvwji 
RvwZi wcZv| wewewm evsjvi Rwi‡c †h D‡V G‡mwQj, e½eÜy †kL gywReyi ingvb me©Kv‡ji me©‡kªô evOvwj, Zv h_v_© KviY 
evOvwji nvRvi eQ‡ii BwZnv‡m wZwbB evOvwj‡K GKUv ¯^vaxb ivóª Dcnvi w`‡q‡Qb| AvR evsjv‡`‡ki ¯^vaxbZv Avi e½eÜy 
†kL gywReyi ingvb K_v `y‡Uv mgv_©K n‡q D‡V‡Q| 

# 

 



Bangabandhu and Independence are Synonymous 
Anisul Hoque 

 
 Bangabandhu and the independence of Bangladesh are synonymous. While writing 

history-based novels like ‘Jara Bhor Enechhilo’ (Those who brought dawn) or ‘Ushar 

Duarey’ (At the door of dawn), I had to explore the alleyways, streets and roads of history. 

As I continued to read history, the conviction became brighter in my mind that the very birth 

of Bangabandhu Sheikh Mujibur Rahman had taken place for liberating Bangladesh. He had 

worked throughout his life with a lone objective, he marched on to realize the independence 

of Bangladesh, the freedom of Bangladesh’s people. He had to repeatedly face death in his 

quest for reaching this goal, he and his family had to undergo intolerable sorrow, pain and 

suffering, but he never deviated from his objective; he made us independent.  
 

 When did he start dreaming about the independence of Bangladesh? 
 

 Bangabandhu Sheikh Mujibur Rahman wrote in his own language, ‘It was in 1947. I 

then belonged to the party of Suhrawardy sahib’ (Annadashankar Ray, ‘Itihasher 

Mohanayak’, Publisher: Bangladesh Awami League, 2011). The British left in 1947, and two 

countries – Pakistan and India – were born. The youth Sheikh Mujib summoned his close 

student-workers at Sirajuddowlah Hall of Islamia College, Kolkata. He said, ‘The struggle for 

independence has not been concluded yet. Now we shall have to go to the sacred soil of 

Bangla Desh. This independence is not at all freedom’.  
 

 After returning to East Bengal in 1947, Bangabandhu jumped into movements in 

protest against the anti-Bangali unjust behaviour of the Muslim League government and the 

West. He led a procession of state language movement as early as in 1948. He had to 

embrace imprisonment for providing leadership to the state language movement.  
 

 His leader Suhrawardy also wrote to him via mail to accept Bangla as a regional 

language, but Urdu as the state language. The secret reports of intelligence agencies claimed, 

‘Sheikh Mujib disapproved of the suggestion of Mr. Suhrawardy to accord regional status to 

Bengali. Sheikh Mujibur Rahman had received the advice of Mr. Suhrawardy through a 

letter. Other workers also did not agree with Suhrawardy’ (Bangabandhu Sheikh Mujibur 

Rahman, Life and Politics, Editor Monaem Sarkar).  
 

 The intelligence officers used to track Sheikh Mujib like a shadow. Reports were sent 

to relevant offices of the government on what he did and when since 1948-49. He used to be 

regularly arrested. After his arrests, movements were started demanding his release. Crowds 

were formed when he was taken to court for obtaining bail. He then addressed the assembled 

people and spoke against the misrule of the Muslim League government. The following is a 

description about the whereabouts of Sheikh Mujib in an official file on 14 March 1951: 
 

 ‘Son of Lutfar Rahman of Tungipara, Gopalganj, Sheikh Mujibur Rahman was 

released on bail on 14 March. Some students came out with him in a procession and 

held a meeting. Mujibur Rahman addressed the meeting. He severely criticised the 

government detention of Moulana Bhashani and others without trial and urged the 

students to become united. Mujibur Rahman was arrested on that very day…The next 

day, strike was observed in Gopalganj for his release. The local students brought out a 

procession demanding the release of Sheikh Mujibur Rahman, recognition of Bangla 

as the state language and in protest at the repression of Morocco by France. Decision 

was taken at a meeting after the march to continue the struggle for the release of 

Sheikh Mujib’. (Translated from Bangla) 
 

 That was a regular feature in those days. Sheikh Mujib was not concerned about jails 

or tortures. Courage, patriotism and uncompromising attitude were in his blood. 

 



 The government spies tried to elicit bonds from him, but he never obliged saying he 

would continue his protests against the injustices of the government. Now, it is seen from 

those official intelligence reports that the stance of that prisoner was very robust. He could 

not be made to vacillate.  
 

 A spy gave a report on an interview with him at Khulna Jail on 26 February 1951, 

“He was not willing to execute any bond for release even when the detention could cause him 

to face death. His attitude was very stiff’. Notice these words, he would not sign any bond 

even when his detention might lead to his death. His attitude was very firm. Whenever the 

spies went to him to take his signature, they consistently found this attitude, and wrote about 

it. The intelligence report of 22 May also said, ‘He (Mujib) is not at all repentant about his 

past political activities, rather he is determined to carry forward his work as a political worker 

after his release. He is reluctant to inform about what he would do. He is very keen to get 

released, but he is very firm about not signing any bond for the purpose. His attitude is very 

stiff … His outlook is very rigid’.  
 

 Bangabandhu undertook a hunger strike while in prison during the language 

movement of 1952. He could not be made to eat. His heart was weak, his life was at risk. 

Ultimately, the government had to bow down to his resolve. He was freed. He went to 

Tungipara. He wrote about an incident of that period in his book ‘TheUnfinished Memoirs’: 
 

One morning I and Renu were gossiping in bed. Hasu and Kamal were playing below. 

Hasu occasionally came to me calling ‘Abba Abba’ after leaving the game. At one 

point Kamal was telling Hasina, “Hasu Apa, Hasu Apa, can I call your father Abba’. 

Both I and Renu heard it. I slowly got up from bed, took him in my lap and said, ‘I am 

your father as well’. Kamal did not want to come to me. Today he hung on to my 

neck. I understood, now he could stand no more. Even one’s own son forgets when 

not seen for many days. When I went to jail, his age was only a few months. 
 

 That was the reality. Sheikh Mujib was fighting for the freedom of Bangla’s people, 

so he had to spend a lot of time in jail, while his son was thinking that he was his sister’s 

father. If Sheikh Mujib had given priority to his own comfort and happiness, if Begum Mujib 

had attached importance to the happiness and safety of her family like any other ordinary 

female, then this country could not have been freed so easily. Bangabandhu was never afraid 

for his own life. What he told that intelligence officer who came to interview him in jail in 

1951 was his motto up to the last day of his life: If death is to come, let it come, but no 

compromise on the question of freedom of Bangalis. He could have been hanged in the 

Agartala Conspiracy Case; at that time a conspiracy was afoot to kill him by gun-shot in jail. 

In his words, ‘I came back from the jaw of death twice. The first time was in the conspiracy 

case while in Ayub Khan’s jail. One of my companions warned me that going outside the cell 

during evening for strolling out was dangerous. They would shoot me from behind and would 

claim they fired as I was escaping. That kind of firing did take place in case of another 

person. The second time was in Yahya Khan’s prison. My grave was being dug in front of 

me. I could understand that my time was coming to an end’ (Annada Shankar Ray). 
 

 Sergeant Zahurul Haque, an accused of the Agartala Conspiracy Case, was shot dead 

in this way. When Bangabandhu was imprisoned in a Pakistani jail during 1971, his death 

sentence was delivered; a grave was dug for him beside his cell. A little compromise could 

have made the path of freedom difficult for Bangladesh. He did not choose that.  
 

 There was also Fazilatunnesa Mujib on the other side. Bangabandhu Sheikh Mujib’s 

beloved Renu. What an extraordinary lady we got in our national history! Whose theme does 

not appear in history! That is because, the sacrifices and contributions of women and family-

members remain hidden behind history. Begum Mujib had positively determined the 

direction of our history while maintaining silence during two critical junctures of history. One 

was the mass upsurge of 1969. Sheikh Mujib was then imprisoned in cantonment as an 



accused in the Agartala Conspiracy Case. At that time, talks were being held on releasing 

Sheikh Mujib under parole in order to facilitate his participation in the round-table 

conference. An intense movement was underway all over the country. And at this time 

Sheikh Mujib would go to sit with Ayub Khan after being freed under parole! Begum Mujib 

hurriedly summoned her eldest daughter Hasina. She put a chit in her hand. Sheikh Hasina 

also memorised its contents, in case the guards seized that from her! Begum Mujib’s message 

was: People throughout the country are engaged in a movement demanding your release; 

beware, do not take release on parole. If you come out after taking parole, I shall hold a 

meeting against you in Paltan (Sheikh Hasinar Kichhu Smriti Kichhu Katha, Monjurul Islam, 

Samay Prokashani).  
 

 The then student of Dhaka University Sheikh Hasina had conveyed that message to 

Bangabandhu. Sheikh Mujib took a decision on that day. He did not obtain his release under 

parole. Bangabandhu came out with his head held high.  
 

 Bangabandhu was on the verge of going out to join the historic public meeting of 7 

March 1971. He was very restless. On the one hand there was the intense pressure of the 

students and masses, the declaration of independence would have to be made today. On the 

other hand, the whole world was watching that address. We know today, it is seen even in 

American documents, even the centre of power in America was waiting sleeplessly to know 

what Sheikh Mujib would say. If a unilateral declaration of independence came, then the 

Pakistani military were ready to confront it. What would Bangabandhu do in this situation! 

He was pacing up and down in his room. Begum Mujib told him: Why are you so restless? 

Lie down and take rest for some time. Mujib lied down. Sheikh Hasina sat on a couch near 

his head, Begum Mujib was near his feet. Begum Mujib said: You will speak about your own 

conscience. Before you, there are the bamboo sticks of lakhs of people, behind you there are 

rifles. You should say whatever your heart desires. Sheikh Mujib got up after silently lying in 

bed for some time. Before he left, he kissed the forehead of Begum Mujib. He reached the 

meeting-stage a bit late. The people were then waiting eagerly; in the words of Nirmalendu 

Goon:  

‘When will you come poet’? 

At the end of hundreds of struggles of a century, 

Walking spiritedly like Rabindranath 

The poet then stood on the podium of the masses. 

…Shaking the stage of people’s sun the poet recited his 

Immortal piece of poetry: 

‘The struggle this time is for freedom, 

The struggle this time is for independence’.  
 

 That man gave us freedom with so much sacrifice, so much heroism, such love, such 

pragmatism. On that night of declaration of independence after the midnight of 25 March 

1971, he told the journalist Ataus Samad, “I have given you independence, you now preserve 

it” (Ajker Kagaj-22/1/93). Ataus Samad told me more than once, Bangabandhu had said to 

him on the night of 25 March, ‘I am making UDI (Unilateral Declaration of Independence). I 

have given you independence, you go preserve it’.  
 

 That declaration was transmitted via ether: Bangladesh is independent from today.  
 

 Journalist David Frost had asked Bangabandhu in 1972: ‘Which day of your life 

would you consider the happiest after looking towards the past at this moment? Which 

moment made you most happy’? 
 

 Bangabandhu replied: ‘The day I heard that Bangladesh was free, that day was the 

happiest day of my life’. 
 

Frost: The happiest day of your life? 

Sheikh Mujib: The happiest day of my whole life! 



Frost: When did you start dreaming about such a day? 

Sheikh Mujib: I had been seeing this dream for many years. 
 

 The Pakistanis could not kill him despite making repeated arrangements for his 

murder! Before handing over power to Bhutto, Yahya Khan had said, ‘Give me two days 

more, let me finish my last task, let me execute the death sentence of Sheikh Mujib. 
 

 That death sentence was not carried out then. It was done four years later. And 

Bangabandhu could never imagine that his life would be taken by the Bangalis. There were 

conspiracies against him, there were warnings of rebellion against him, these information did 

reach him through various means; even the Indians took special measure to inform him about 

it. We know that from the declassified documents of America. But Bangabandhu Sheikh 

Mujib trusted the Bangalis more than himself. He was not afraid of death; and it was 

impossible to make him believe that any Bangali could hit him. He used to say, his greatest 

virtue was that he loved his countrymen excessively. And his greatest weakness was that, he 

loved his countrymen too much. That love and trust became the cause of his death. The 

language of those who killed him on 15 August 1975 was Bangla, in their hands were arms 

purchased by the hard-earned money from the toils of poor Bangalis. Not only Bangabandhu, 

not only Begum Mujib, even the child-son Russel, and pregnant daughter-in-law were not 

spared on that night of assassination! 
 

Attempts were made to make the state of Bangladesh move backwards after the killing of 

Father of the Nation. Attempts were made in different ways to erase his name. But as time 

passes, the Father of the Nation of the Bangalis Bangabandhu Sheikh Mujibur Rahman 

becomes brighter and brighter. In a survey of the BBC Bengali Service, Bangabandhu Sheikh 

Mujibur emerged as the greatest Bangali of all times; the exact reason for that was, he had 

gifted the Bangalis an independent nation in its thousand year-old history. Today, the 

independence of Bangladesh and Bangabandhu Sheikh Mujibur Rahman are synonymous.     

 

Translation: Dr. Helal Uddin Ahmed 



Ggb g„Zz¨ KL‡bv †`‡Lwb evsjv‡`k  
†mvnive cvkv  
 

†Zvgvi cv‡qi k‡ã †R‡M I‡V NygšÍ bMix  
†fvi¸‡jv Ly‡j †`q g‡P© cov ivwÎi Rvbvjv,  
†Zvgvi cv‡qi k‡ã evwo¸‡jv iwOb †cvkvK  
c‡i †n‡m I‡V ˆ_ ˆ_ Drdzjø †R¨vr¯œvq,  
ÔRqevsjvÕ k‡ã evsjv‡`k Lyu‡R cvq  
wen½ Wvbvq GK Avðh© bxwjgv ;  
AvRI evZv‡m fv‡m †Zvgvi †mB AwgZvf KÚ¯^i ÔRq evsjvÕ  
†gN †Q‡o †mvbvis Av‡jv G‡m c‡o Nv‡m Avi  
gv_v wbPz Kiv me gvby‡li nviv‡bv wek¦v‡m  
evsjv‡`k †R¨vwZg©q Av‡jvq nv‡m ;  
 

nVvr wb‡LuvR n‡jv ¯^cœgq my›`i AvMvgxi m~h©  
N„Y¨ eb¨ AbvPv‡i †_‡g †M‡jv BwZnv‡mi gnvbvq‡Ki  
D¾¡j cv‡qi kã, †kv‡K AevK wbev©K n‡jv G c„w_ex  
32 b¤̂i avbgwÛ †_‡K i‡³i avivq wf‡R †M‡jv  
km¨ k¨vgj evsjvi meyR cÖvšÍi ;  
Av¸‡bi RjQwe wg‡k †M‡jv †g‡Ni Wvbvq  
mKvj n‡jv bv Avi cvwLi KzR‡b  
me cvwL †d‡iwb †mw`b  
¯̂cœ‡evbv wVKvbvq Avcb wbj‡q 
Rj bq Mvp jvjLy‡b wf‡R hvq kxY© †Pv‡Li Dcgv  
mgy`ª aviY K‡i bv †mB `xN©k¦v‡mi Av¸bb`x  
†m GK fqvj g„Zz¨, Ggb g„Zz¨ KL‡bv †`‡Lwb evsjv‡`k ;  
 

wenŸj Í̄äZv †b‡g G‡jv †PZbvi †iŠ`ª‡jv‡K  
bÿÎ AvKvk †f‡O †b‡g Av‡m ivwÎi cøveb  
cvwLivI fy‡j hvq †fv‡ii ms¯‹…wZ  
AÜKv‡i †X‡K hvq `ytLx evsjvi gyL 
Ôe½eÜz †bBÕ ïay GB k‡ã i³ e„wó †fRv  
†Pv‡L †Ku‡` I‡V evsjvi †kvKvZ© gvbyl; 
cÖRvcwZ aivi eqm hvi †Mvjv‡ci mv‡_ emevm 
†mB iv‡m‡ji AkÖæ Avi i³ †Kv_vq jyKv‡e 
evsjv‡`k! 
 

`xN©w`b †fvi¸‡jv Av‡jv †d‡jwb wkwk‡i, Nv‡m 
nZwenej welYœ evwo¸‡jv †Lv‡jwb Rvbvjv, 
†m mgq Kx †h `ytmgq Pviw`‡K loh‡š¿i Kzqvkv 
†Zvgvi AvZ¥Rv g„Zz¨‡kv‡K gyn¨gvb AkÖæ‡fRv †Pv‡L ïay 
GB †`kUv‡K fv‡jv‡e‡m Zy‡j wb‡jb †Zvgvi †i‡L hvIqv 
¯̂‡cœi cZvKv; Zzwg `~i †_‡K †`‡Lv Ô†`ki‡ZœÕi nv‡Z 
wek¦e¨vcx L¨vwZi kx‡l© AvR †Zvgvi †mvbvi evsjv 
Ôe½eÜzÕ †Zvgvi †Kej Rb¥w`b Av‡Q, †Kv‡bv g„Zy¨w`b 
†bB evsjv I evOvwj ü`‡q| 
 
Ck¦iMÄ, 22†k Ryb 2016| 
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Bangladesh has never seen such a death 
Sohrab Pasha 
 

The sleeping city wakes up with your footsteps 

Dawns open up the rusting windows of night 

At the sound of your walk  

Houses in colorful garbs laugh madly in gleeful moonlight 

Bangladesh finds a wonderful sky of bird-wings 

In the slogan of ‘Joy Bangla’ 

That glowing voice of yours floats in air still today  

Golden light from cloud falls on grass 

And the face of Bangladesh brightens  

With the divine light in the lost belief 

Of all the stooping people. 
 

Suddenly the beautiful dreamy sun of future is lost 

The dazzling footsteps of the great hero of history  

Stopped due to misdeeds of wild hatred 

The world was stunned and shrouded in grief 

The green cornfields of Bangla was soaked  

In the blood-stream from Dhanmondi 32 

The watercolor picture of fire got mingled  

With the feathers of clouds 

The day did not break with chirpings  

That day all birds did not return  

To their own nests woven with dreams 

The metaphor of narrow eyes got wet 

Not with water, but crimson blood 

The sea couldn’t contain that fiery river of deep sigh   

Such a fatal death Bangladesh has never seen! 
 

A dull silence descends on the sunny consciousness 

The flood of night breaks down from the starry firmament  

Birds also forget the morning practice 

The appearance of sad Bangla covered with darkness 

The eyes of the Bengali in mourning shed tears  

With the only phrase ‘Bangbandhu is no more’ 

Where will Bangladesh hide the tears and blood of rosy Rasel 

Who at the tender age used to play with butterflies? 

Dawns haven’t thrown light on dew and grass for long 

Perplexed gloomy houses haven’t opened their windows 

What an evil time the fog of conspiracy all around! 

Out of patriotism your melancholy daughter in wet eyes  

Held up the flag of dream left by you 

You witness from far in the hand of ‘Deshrotno’  

Your Golden Bengal now on top of fame globally 

Bangabandhu, you have birthday only, no day of death 

In the heart of Bangla and the Bengali.  
 

Translation : Dr. Binoy Barman 

 



 
 
 
Kviv-Kzmyg 
†mvnive nvmvb 
 
wZwb Lye fv‡jvevm‡Zb b`x; DËvj Zi‡½ 
bvI evIqvi wbcyY †KŠkj iß wQj Zuvi 
†mªvZw¯b̂xi ARmª cwj, Adzivb Rjaviv 
eØxc K‡i‡Q wm³, k¨gwjg, D¾¡j-De©i 
Revb †i‡L‡Q b`x; cÖwZ`vb w`‡q‡Q dm‡j| 
 
wZwb Lye fv‡jvevm‡Zb cvwL—gv‡b ¯v̂axbZv; 
AwMœÿiv gv‡P©i we‡K‡j MvIqv Awebvkx Mvb 
wen‡½i Iov Kx K‡i _vgv‡e e› ỳ‡Ki bj? 
AvKvk bÿÎ Zuv‡K †P‡b, †P‡b wP¤̂yK cvnvo 
GL‡bv cvwLiv Kj¯‡̂i Zuvi bvg a‡i Wv‡K| 
 
wZwb Lye fv‡jvevm‡Zb dzj; evwoi AvwObv 
Qvwo‡q †RjLvbvi wbtm½ cÖv½‡Y †dvUv‡jb 
†Mvjvc, Pv‡gwj, RuyB; Qwo‡q c‡o‡Q Zvi NªvY 
evsjvi cÖwZwU MÖv‡g, Rbc‡`, bwgZ evZv‡m; 
cÖnixi mva¨ bvB cy‡®úi †mŠif ew›` K‡i| 
 
dzj-cvwL, g„wËKv †i‡L‡Q K_v, gvbyl iv‡Lwb| 



 

 

Prison flowers 

Sohrab Hassan 

 

He loved rivers very much; in their tumultuous waves 

He sailed his boat with consummate skill. 

The fast flowing rivers with abundant waters have bathed the delta, 

And their alluvial loads have turned it green, bright and fertile. 

The river kept its word, paying back with crops and harvests. 

 

He loved birds very much—birds that symbolize freedom. 

How can the muzzle of a gun stop the flight of birds? 

Or silence the everlasting song of a fiery March afternoon? 

The sky and the stars know him; the heights of Chimbuk know him; 

Birds still remember him in their choral songs. 

 

He loved flowers very much; he made them bloom in his garden, 

And even in his solitary prison yard; roses, chameli, juin—their fragrance 

Spread in every village of Bengal, fanned by the soft winds. 

No guard can lock up the fragrance of those flowers in a prison cell. 

 

Flowers, birds, the soil—they have kept their word, but not man. 

 

 
Translation :  The poet himself  
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