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A tribute to Tasnim Jara

by Md Mahmudul Hasan

HEIEH Hasina's mafia-style autocracy

ended on 5 August 2024, However, in a

Hasina-free Bangladesh, we cannot sim-
plv put all the blama on one person and claim
innocence from culpability for acts and cir-
cumstances that led to the rise of the autocracy.
Paople who ran the country for dacades and the
opportunists who maintained strong links with
the corridors of power (and influsnce) cannot
escape responsibility for what Bangladesh be-
cama on Hasina's watch and what wa are still
writhing under.

It is true that human rights vislations during
the Hasina regime reached unprecedentsd lev-
als in Bangladesh. She and her ministars and
cronies also flagrantly pilfered state coffers and
public funds. However, let's turn our attention
away from their hioman rights and financial
crimas for a whils.

How has Bangladesh bean doing in general
in the past half a century or sa?

It mayv sound unbelisvable, but the fallaw
ing iz only a partial description of what Bangla-
desh became, or perhaps still is.

Comuption, rent-smaking and other forms
ol aconomic orime have baooima rampant in
Bangladesh’s public offices. Honesty and effi-
clency are considered of little importance for
public afficials [paliticians and civil servants).
Many honest and efficient government serv-
ants would not be promoted, as they refused to
pay (often exorbitant) bribes to their supsrors
1o ssciime a promolion |or becatse they have the
wrong political background)

Moreowver, an honest officer is a misfit in an
institutional environmaent whaers corruption is
pervasive, As they ame considered an impedi-
ment to commupt practices, their crooked col-
leagues would go the extra mile to get them
transfermad o a remnole area.

Long story short, moral rectituds in our
country is not rewarded. It is punished.

Ours is a conntry whers wae don't fssl sur
prisad by the news that a police officer can
acguire 50 much ill-gotten wealth that they
can own multiple resorts. It is no news that
politicians and their cronies use black morey
to buy expensive properties in high-and coun-
tries.

On a separate note, our Dhaka airpaort is an
interesting place to observe how those who
sustain the financial health of Bangladesh are
neglectad and those who loot the country are
miven privileged treatment. Adigrant workers
who — through blood and swaat, and pain and
suffering — keep our economy on a steady and
stable track are often harassed at the time of
both exdt and arrival. Conversely, those who
plunder cur land and go on holiday to foreign
destinations — and spend our money abroad -
are saluted and attended to.

A FATHER'S CRY

Tasrem Zara at the 80th session of the UN Ganeral Assembly, which opsned on Septemibar 9.

Acpounts of the above and other aberra-
tions and examples of structural damags to our
country can go on and o,

Such a state of affairs prevailing in Bangla-
desh lsads many of its bright minds to sattle
abroad and discourages others from returmng
and giving back and cantributing to 1he wall
being af their country. I am one of those whe
ara having to regularly deal with the guilt of not
being able to live with the people of my country
atvdl to sarve them mare directly

Tasnim [ara is an axception.

A graduate of the prestigions Vigarunnisa
Noon School and College, she studied medi-
cine at Dhaka Medical Collage. She furtherad
her training in the field at the University of
Crcford and was thriving as a healthcare profes-
sional and academic at Cambridge. Thus, she

recelved the best of education and training in
Bangladesh and Britain.

Like many others, Tasnim Jara could have
staved back and purssed a highly rewarding
caresr in the UK. However, she choss to coms
back to Bangladesh and serve its people in a
true sengs. She prepared herself (o baar with
Dhaka's (poor) Uving standards and with all
the complaints that its inhabitants have about
their city — all for the sake of her country and
it people.

Given her academic accomplishments, ax-
perience and superb presentation sllls (in
both Bangla and English and in both oral and
written), Tasnim Jara is best positioned to serve
Bangladesh domestically and represant it inter-
nationally.

W all have our political views, and Thanim

Silenced families of Bangladesh

by Md Rabiul Alam

| T WAS the first of July, a school holiday, when
[ lived through what 1 can only describe as
evary parent’s nightmars. The day bezan as
usual. After the Fajr prayver, I laft guistly for the
univarsity, belisving all was in order at homee.
My five-year-old voungsr son was still aslssp
— or 20 | theught — while my wife and our el-
der son weare resting in another hedroom. With
that assurance, [ set off for my office, never im
agining how the morning would unfold.

Two hours later, at nine o'clock, my mobils
phione rang. It was my wife, Har voice trembled
with pamnic as she asked whare our younger son
was. [ replied that he was not with me — and in
that instant, our world turned upside down. He
was missing. My heart sank, and my thoughts
raced in disbelisf. I mushad back home immeadi-
ately, my footsteps heavy with dread.

The momant [ mached our apartment, [
joined my wife in frantically searching evaery
comer. But he was nowhere to be found. Re-
alising he was not within the building, I bolted
ottside. | ran from one park 1o anothar, then on
to the campus parklands, scanning every cor-
ner, but still there was no trace of him. My heart
pounded, my body falt like stone, and each
minute stretched into an eternity. For ninsty
agonising minutes, my son was Missing.

Just as hope began to fade, a message ap-
peared on my phone. The school manager sant
an amail: A six-rear-old boy has been found un-
accompanied, wandering in fonf of the School
of Education building lift.' My hands trembled
as [ read the words. Felief and dread collided
inside me. Was it truly him? Was he safaT With-
onut a second thought, I sprinted across campus,
avery step propalled by fear and hope.

When [ arrived at the budlding, | saw him
sitting quiatly, surroundad by thres police of-
ficers, three secunty guards. and several staff
members. The sight of him — alive, unharmed
— unleashad a wave of melisf so0 powarful I
nearly collapsed, Tears poured as I praised Al-
lah and held him tightly. He was safe. though
the ardeal’'s weight will never leave mea._

Latar, once calm had seitled, 1 asked him
how he had left the house, He explained that
when he waoke up and did not find me, he be-
came anxious. Believing [ was at the univer-
sity, ha decided (o come to ma. Without telling
his mother. he opened the door and set out on
his owmn. Step by step, he had walked the long
path, sventually entering the School of Educa
tion building to find me. For a child so voung,
it was a remarkable journey, but for me as a fa-
ther, it was deeply worrying.

As my panic subsided, [ began to see schoes
of my fear in widsr struggles. That moming's
avents left me shaken to the core, but they also
sparked two mflections: one on Bangladesh's
anforced disappearances, the other on Gaza's
unimaginablas suffering. Both are bound by the
same haunting trutha: the agony of absance, the
crivelty of silence, and the moral imparative of
accountability.
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Jara has hers. Being a senior leader of a political
party, she is probably more pelitical than many
of us. However, transcending political divisions
that exist im our country, it i parhaps safe to
say that she is a national assst for our country,
But are we ready to appreciate her intellect,
confidencs and sense of altruism?T
Bangladeshi vouth, especially voung wom-
an, who dream and work for a better Bangla-
dash were perhaps very pleased to ses Tasnim
Jara fnchidad i the Bangladaeshi delegation to
the 2025 U Ganeral Assembly. She was the
only woman (and perhaps the brightest) in the
professor Tunus-led delegacy that went to the
global forum to represent our colniry.
Howevar, some Mew TYork-based Awami
miscreants were unahle to be happy and had
a different agenda. They attacked Tasnim [ara

and Gaza

Desplaced Palestmian children lme up to recens: food in Rafah, Gam

For ninety minutes, 1 lived in excruciating
suspansion — not knowing where my child
was, whether he was safe. or what had hap-
pened to him. That torment, though temporary,
Egave me a glimpsa into the abyvss of uncartainty
that thousands of Bangladeshi families en-
dured for years. My story ended with a reunion.
Theirs did not. For sixtesn vears under autocrs-
oy, enforcad disappearances became a grim fea-
ture of Bangladesh's political landscape. Fami-
ligs wers laft in anguish as loved ones vanished
— from homas, workplaces, or airports. Some
reappeared broken by detention; many never
returmed. These were not accidents of fate but
deliberate strategles to erase human beings and
silence dissent.

Enforced disappearance is not merely the
removal of a body. It 1= also the remowval of
truth. Philosopher Miranda Fricker calls this an
‘mpistemic injustics” a wrong done o some
one in their capacity as a knower, Familiss of
the disappeared are dended the ability to know
what happaned, to grieve with cerfainty, and
to speak with authority about their own suffar-
ing. This denial multiplies the cruelty, trapping
them in an endlass cycls of hope and despair
In Bangladeslh, this cruelty was compounded

by silence, fear, and demnial, which allowsd the

practice to become normalised.

Tha fall of the Hasina regimea in August 2024,
toppled by a student-lad uprising that claimed
meore than a thousand lives and left tens of
thousands injured, opsnad a new chaptar. An
interim government lad by Mobel lanureats hu-
hammead Yurmues now faces a profound test: will
it confront this legacy of violence and silsnce,
ar quintly cover it over in the name of stability?
Jastice requires more than acknowlsdgement.It
requires & national registry of missing persons,
accessible to familiss and the public, to ensure
that the disappeamd am not erased from histo
v, Survivors must be supported with financial,
legal, and psychosocial assistamce. host impor-
tantly, exemplary punishment must be ansured
for perpetrators, so justice is not only done but
seen to be done. International human rights or-
ganisations should also be invited to monitor
progress, ansuring that Bangladesh aligns with
elobal standards,

The agony I felt for minety minntes was in-
tolerable, vet it endad with reliaf. For countlass
families in Bangladesh, the agony continues —
day after day, year after year, Their loved onas
ramain missing, their truth denided, their si-
lencs anforced. Forgetting would be complicity.
Eemembering, and demanding accountability,
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iz the enly path to justics.

Even as my thoughts tumead to Bangladsesh,
my heart could not ignore another wound in
our world — the suffering of Gaza's children.
Whils my own ordaal lasted only an hour and
a half, children in Gaza live in a nightmars
without end. My son was found safe. In Gaza,
children are buried under rubble, torn from
thair familiss, or left o wander alone becansa
their parents no longer live to call their names.
Where my fear ended in reunion, theirs often
ands in silencea.

Each day in Gaza, children wake up to ax
plosions and fall asleep to criss of grief. Schools
become graves, playvgrounds become battle-
fialds, and homes collapse in an instant. Tha
ordinary joys of childhood — rmmning, playing,
langhing — are swallowed by smoke, hungsr,
and blood. And now, even the act of survival
has become perilous. Many children have
bean shot dead while standing in quewnes for
food parcels donated by other countries. VWhat
should have bean a moment of relief and nour
ishment fums into horror, where hungsr meets
bullets, The image of fragils bodies where chil-
dren once quened for bread should haunt the
world's consciencs,

For parents in Gaza, the pain is relsntlass.

and other Bamgladeshi politicians upon their
arrival at New York's John F Kennedy Inter-
national Airport on the evening of Septamber
22, 2025. The Awami rascals singled out Tas-
nim [ara for vile sexdst shurs. Againat their sex-
ist harassment, Tasnim [ara stood tall with her
head hsld high. She faced the verbal vulgarity
and aggressive behaviour on the part of those
Awami men with an equanimity and grace that
is warthy of a parson of har staturae.

The secdst mob assault on Tasnim Jara at JFE
was an affront to the core values of gender egal-
itarianism and respect for women and for thair
right to participate in public life. The chscans
verbal abuse and threats directed at her went
bevond political rivalry. The langnage used to
harass and intimidate her was blatantly sexist

There are strong feminist organisations in
Bangladesh that make statements and take to
the strests to voice out their concerns about
gender-related issues or to show their discon-
tent about the marginality of womsn in soci-
ety. Unfortunately, the vulgarity of the verbal
assault on Tasmim [ara in MNew Yook has not
alicited any strong responss from the dominant
feminist groups in Bangladesh.

Their silance about the verbal violence
against Thendm Jara rekindles the debate abaut
their political linkages that I discussed in “Si-
lence over rape and feminist groups’ political
link’ (20:24). In that mssav, 1 quoted Ashaok Ku
mar, who said in his book Women and Devel-
opment (2005): ‘In Bangladesh, the women's
movemsnt is highly diverse. The largest asso-
clations are associated with political parties ...
[TTheir autonomy in promoting gender-aquity
concerns i development policy is compro-
mised by thair association with the tracitional
partias.’

Givan this debate about the political bias of
Bangladesh's feminist groups, one can argoe
that they kepl quidet aboit the sexuial harass-
ment at [FK agamnst Tasnim Jara becauss of
their clandestine linkages with the political
party to which the sttackers belang. Irmespesc
tive of the veracity or otherwise of this charge,
the omus is on Dhaka-based faminist groups to
prove that their activism is independent of any
political affiliation.

Tasnim [ara is not simply an individual. She
represents the hopes and aspirations of the
Bangladeshi yvouth who ame ready to make big
sacrificas to bring post-Hasina Bangladesh te
new haights, If Tasnim Jara succesds, Bangla-
desh will succesd. If she is forced to regret her
decizion to have left Britain to serve Bangla-
desh, that may dampen the desire of othar Tas-
nim [aras to coms back (after higher education
abroad) and serve the country.

D Md Mahmunidl Hasan is 8 professor in the
Departimert of English Languege and Literature,
Intermational lsfamic University Malaysia.

Like the families of the disappeared in Bang-
ladesh, they live in constant uncertainty. But
for them, the terror is multiplisd each day, A
father never knows if he will see his children
alive again. A mother, clutching her baby, can-
not be sure whether the next strike will shatter
the fragile shiald of her arms, Their lives are
not suspendead for an hour, as mine was, but
for weeks, months, and years — an endless sis-
pension betwean hope and despair.

To connect the agony of one father in Bris
bana with the suffering of countlass fathars and
mothers in Gaza 18 not to eguate axperiences
but to recognise a shamd human tnath: the un
bearable pain of absenca, the cruslty of silencs,
and the desperate longing for safety. When I fi-
nally held my child again, relief overwhelmed
mee. Bul that relief sharpened my awarenass of
the parents in Gaza who may never hold thair
children again, who are left with broken cra-
dles, empty beds, and memories viclantly cut
short

If ninety minutas of fear falt like a lifetime
to me, what words can capture the eternity of
grief etched into the hearts of Gaza's parents?™
Thair anguish is beyond measura, and yet thair
dignity remaina: they weap, they bury, and =till
they love. The world must not look away. This
tragedy demand: more than sympathy — it
demands action. World leadars, the United Ma-
tions, and human rights organisations cannot
remain passive. They must press for an im-
mediate ceasafire, snsure nnimpsaded humani-
tarian aid, and hold accountable those who
comimit crimes against children and civilians.
Bevend spesches and resalutions, thers munst
bea real consequences for those who targst the
innocent. Ctherwise, the cries of Gaza's chil-
dren will echo as an indictment of our shanad
humanity.

That moming in Brishane changed ma for-
ever. For an hour and a half, I experienced what
it means to e suspended betwesn hope amd
despair. My story ended in reundon, but it gave
me a window into the permanent anguish of
others. In Bangladesh, enforced disappearance
ig a political and epistemic crime that has sto-
len both lives and truths; it muast be confronted
with remembrance, accountability, and reform.
In Gaza, the ongoing violence against children
has robbed families of safety, dignity, and fu-
Buare.

Bath truths converze on a single point: dis-
appearance — whether political or personal.
permanant or temporary axpasas our deap-
est vulnerabilities. Both demand action, for
silence carries a terrible cost. Every disappear-
ance leaves a wound — and our duty is to en-
sure those wounds are neither forgotten naor

repaated
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