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FOREWORD

Love and equality

Our ‘Celebrating Daughters’ campaign combined

calls for increased investment in women and girls with
a push for enhanced engagement of men and boys
as equal partners with equal stake in achieving
gender equality.

In our work to advance gender equality, we work to
promote structural, societal, and cultural change at
large scale. And yet, with this campaign we shine a
light on a central figure in the life of a woman: her
father. We positioned this campaign around the
family unit, with the simple conviction that women'’s
empowerment and gender equality begin at home.

When fathers show up, it makes a world of difference:
daughters are more likely to excel in school, have
successful careers, and help build resilient families
and communities. When fathers lead by example,
boys grow up to be champions of equality. And when
fathers actively participate in co-parenting, care work
and nonviolent conflict resolution, it contributes to the
well-being of their partners and families.

This campaign aimed to empower fathers to be more
present and supportive figures in their daughters’
lives, and championed gender-transformative
parenting to promote positive gender norms and
socialization among children. This is key to fostering
gender-equitable home environments where
everyone counts, and everyone has access to equal
opportunities and rights.

Last year, as part of this campaign, we invited fathers
and daughters to share their stories with us through
letters written to each other. The reception has been
profoundly moving; we have received hundreds of
letters overflowing with emotion and raw authenticity
from all corners of Bangladesh— embodying the spirit of
our slogan ‘Kotha Hok," or ‘Let the Conversation Flow.

This publication presents a diverse selection of these
letters from fathers and daughters. It goes beyond
doting fathers and cherished daughters, challenging
us to confront the complexities of love, loss, and
resilience. It also shows the heights daughters can
reach and the depths of fulfillment fathers can
experience when they invest in this relationship.

Beyond doing what is right or making smart choices
for their families, love is the most important reason
why fathers show up for their daughters— each letter
from this collection reminds us of that. Love and
equality are, after all, two sides of the same coin.

Our love for each other drives us to recognize our
common humanity, and it is the cornerstone of our
demand for a more equitable, inclusive and just world.

| extend my deepest gratitude to all the fathers and
daughters who have responded to our call. |am
grateful to Prothom Alo for their partnership with
UNFPA Bangladesh and their commitment to work
together to get the conversation flowing across the
country. As always, | remain grateful to my dedicated
colleagues at UNFPA who come to work every day
determined to deliver for the women and girls

of Bangladesh.

With this publication, we hope to honor the wide

range of emotions and experiences that make father-
daughter relationships so uniquely special.

€4

Kristine Blokhus
Representative, UNFPA Bangladesh



Photo by Mehedi Hasan
Dinajpur

BFSTNA! AT, G FA Fa 2
PRI AN, FA TN FIer @M |
I Al TR, FA @ |

oIACe G S e @Io! e 5
2! Tl A |

GG (TN S G FIEI s
Heg) GIfeIed eIl SafHtes
(BTG 9TeI9) “ifmifere Wt
epEifea ‘ @fercafte ot |

2033 A (AF Sol7 A Herwe
3 (AR (0% TR Q3R A,
SIET @ AR FICT Sitne SEmI
Rl @ TR |

(STSIF NS Bbl W = T
(ATH2—Q IR A Somiafs
(GO ANS! A% ACSRHCeA

D FACR | A NS (REa
JRCR ABINML (A0S GO AT
\'4\1‘\“131Q°1)L0'1<1° IR Ot d AGIG1
faiee e roneTs gy | S,
AR 2 YIFIE (R FRera!
8 ¥IFGIE 208 ARG FC | AL
(CE G AN & I fore
FHE AT, @A (AR FHOR
R 1{-"151?\1"1 k;\(.bl?{ O] 27 | 9@
TG A ARG VTSI S
S AT | GSIE2 FANCE G
(SIS TSI (o T, T AR oo
B -2 G2 (R (T A3

2030 A IEd s * Gifercaite
THRT SBRITSAICT wieHl R &2
AT THHCNS AATOR ‘FA @
TN @6 [T Srmer a4z FE
OGN GG | A7 T T2eT FIEAIce
AR @ (A FA TR
FAFACT NI G 41| A «@fs
AT A O @1 e |
@A Tt - (TR TS
SR 8 FOES| G

AP NCE T S AP FCBD
FANG T (el I |

A (T (ACE A-CeE oS Aot
e | fSfG Biores feel -
ST | A e 2iFriad &fs o
SRR B |

SIREod SItell (5T S ST
ToTRTEA | SIAe (@12 e

O (AT PR — (12 AR
5 BLICR (AR | (I (AT I
(R DAL FCACRA OITAd
Aoz «fi e Tieae e |
G5 Aifgaraa oI 2o (sitet F
e, e =Ifer e @
Trepld — N FANS f2eT S A9
g, VAT S G AL g1
| S @R I o e
G FACEA D3| (TS (TS

1 oA

@ 8 SIERMR ©f6— SITnd
RSO W1l ﬁ’m qIqIthd
S feet SifadiN | wiAce
LA (10 €2 A (R — G5
T e 513 5 feet 2R,
ORFLFCNT SR | SRS Il
(05 ARTCENS TS NI FICE FICR
oot —orne iBfd forretes «ags
SIfeE |

2038 AT Wb M NS
EIAITSANTG &1 b8 w1 SelZ

(AR B (TR | Q2
[IFSIE 93 T XA FE |
@S (G AANEE o 3 IHAA
TeIfZs g B e ey Wt
T N0 | e & S &L AIE
FINCS AIE G2 NGNS T2 |

I QTR &t et a[n
8 (N NLFIF FAFAE [
TIDI SAG e | ATDNSTE
SN S 2R A e
e! fNored R feges oo
8 G |

Q7N GFT TP (A G
LA NG (B oMt Fa |
AN S 2T et sfert

B N R A R R RO SRS
Rlald A (SrEee, «@ft «lB

N SATDIN2 2 | S ARG 2
@ AP 7 408 T, O (6
SR | @5 SIfqf SNRs |

ORI (SNTPR N TS W AN
Jrena fofv (s TT T2 o,
TR S SIPIEH! @ FH 77l
FRACTA, (NIF TRIE @G MO |
FISIE AN 20 (N (TS TG |

@Y AN G SNGTIPJEE G2 FaAd (1
@ (BICAF AN (RACS (9767 | SISl
VIS AT WS BIZEN | WO BI2eTN
AR A I T FANS |

GG (T PR NA@TH <
WS 2!, (1 75 I6709 Bl
NG TS T2 1 5o d &
G | 552 A0S 20 | Sl ore,
VA SR | AR 0% OIF A8 T
| (A e wiseeel, fafes
ST Al A FAT— 553 600
A1 N IF | LB AR A IS
a1 21EE (N S |

S P ARG 2 SRS A
WK | (o 27 edsTes SAfsa | e
(B2 (TR SCACF3 |

S g™ Ff1, TSP @ae
YN A THINS (1 ST T
@ IS T GG SN (o
FACE | S s, A1 8 AfooRE
SIS FCECRA ‘TN (RF -« Nool
Trrrlst (RO 2AfSfS Fed, FeeTer 3
G (NG TS |

@ RISl SN @i o 4T
Torgted oaT 9T Bl 1< e
SR SRSTT | @Y T FIGT AT
T AN ABAS (A AAB FF, A3
Frow 20a SItETRT 3 FAAPAC
sAfasyel | @71 IR TR ©ITET
T, TSI Sl AR | 0T
I AFE AARERG |

el @3 9359 g 2615 B 9=z
R | W B9 7ot Faee I
s Qi 2R wrwEl | N 2 Gt
T (O BISH A2 Gt 931 (if6
= (60 vz | SeeE S
RN Al e ferares, ‘s
QI SIS A TS 2ACR,
« T SO {EI |

Qe e Tofda 2t gt et
@< Tof3a 3erafe Sgama | @ e
VAN G2 YT e AL
SAIEF OIrd AN Srel G5
8 FogEe] GHIZ|

€2 FE(S G2 A B (A -
(TEME 1% =9, (@QTE! 033 AT
3 SHRITSA W AR rRmal
S-SRI TR (AE AIJ2S
2ae | SR (72 e BRI
oifS SINE Foges! TFIZ, T 92
RO 950 @ TwaeE oitid
FRR 41 A |

G (RO A 10T 0 A

@F | AR (@S (NS AT T8
SR | IR A (AT

F -7 GrefAe g FAeHR

ATH TT |

EFEEIN TG
SRR AT



EDITORIAL

L/

About these letters

Elders say, ‘Why is there so much
talk?’

Even the proverb goes, ‘Less talk,
more work.’

But we say, ‘Let the conversation flow.

So, what are we really talking about?
Let's dive in.

The United Nations Population Fund
(UNFPA)— the sexual and reproductive
health agency of the United Nations,
has launched a national campaign
called ‘Celebrating Daughters,” with
the slogan, ‘My Daughter, My Future’ in
2022. It aims to celebrate and uphold
the inherent value of women and girls
in families, across society, and at the
national level.

Anchored in the belief that gender
equality begins at home, the
campaign has promoted gender
transformative parenting, with a focus
on involved and positive fatherhood.
After all, fathers are instrumental

to fostering environments where
girls are valued and empowered to
fulfill their potential. Involvement in
daughters’ lives also contributes to
the emotional well being of fathers,
and paves the way for gender
equality that benefits everyone: men,
women, boys and girls.

In late 2023, UNFPA, in partnership
with Prothom Alo.com, began a
special initiative titled ‘Kotha Hok’
(‘Let the Conversation Flow’) as part
of this campaign. The goal was to
capture the diverse experiences and
evolving dynamics of father-daughter
relationships across the country by
creating a dialogue through letter
writing. This allowed for expressions
of gratitude, love, and even
grievances to be laid bare.

Letters flooded in from across the
country, each offering a unique
perspective on this vital parent-child
bond—yet all of them marked by a
common thread of love or at least a
profound yearning for it.

Young fathers filled their letters with
hope for their daughters’ futures—
tinged with a touch of melancholy
as they described watching their
daughters’ childhoods slip away.
Some fathers wrote about their
legacy, and about what it means to
have a family, to be finally part of
something greater than themselves.
Others offered raw descriptions of
their anxieties, failures, and finally,
hopes to do better. Many recounted
the cherished memories of their
daughter’s birth.

Letters from daughters overflowed
with gratitude for their fathers, who
had shaped their lives for the better.
Unfortunately, many of our selected
writers had their fathers pass away, a
loss so vast it seems immeasurable,
yet their words masterfully peeled
back the layers of love they had
shared together. Others expressed
a deep longing for fathers who have
often remained absent and aloof.

By March 2024, the campaign
connected with 8.4 million digital
users, who enthusiastically embraced
its core concept. They praised the
revival of letter writing and actively
involved their friends and family,

organically expanding the campaign’s
reach. Over 1.6 million people read
our news coverage of the campaign.

We also organized special father-
daughter dialogues across all
divisions of Bangladesh, bringing
forward fathers who are champions
of gender equality, alongside their
accomplished daughters.

In one such event at a girls’ school in
Gazipur, near Dhaka, singer Priyanka
Gope and her father were the guests.
The students thought it was going

to be a music show, but they did not
expect to wipe tears by the end of
the program. Neither did we.

Priyanka Gope's father shared how
he raised his daughter, fulfilling

her hopes and dreams, and giving
importance to her wishes. He
explained how he became a friend to
his daughter.

Listening to this, many students from
the Gazipur school seemed to think
about their own fathers. We wanted
to hear from them. We wanted to hear
about their relationship with their
fathers.

A microphone was given to a girl,
who wanted to say something

but immediately burst into tears,
unable to speak. We learned that
her relationship with her father was
strained. They did not talk much.
She could not share her troubles,
experiences, joys, or anything with
her father. Yet, she waited for him to
return home every night. Her tears
infected everyone present, sparking
a wave of emotion in the room. Many
wiped their teary eyes.

We believe, ‘Let the Conversation
Flow’ a joint initiative of UNFPA and
Prothom Alo.com, has opened a new
door for our society. Many teachers,
fathers, and guardians have told

us that such campaigns should be

held across the country, in schools,
colleges, and local communities.

We believe we have taken a step
forward in achieving our main
objective: to promote a new model
of involved fatherhood that extends
beyond shared household tasks and
childcare, and further promotes the
capacity of fathers to emerge as
loving, non-violent, communicative
and supportive parents, who are
committed to the wellbeing of their
daughters and families.

We have selected 29 such letters for
this book. We had to exclude many
letters, otherwise, this would have
been a very large book. We apologize
to the many people who wrote to us.
Thank you for responding to our call
and participating in this initiative.

Along with the Bangla letters, English
translations are also included. We
would like to thank those from UNFPA
and Prothom Alo, who lent their
support to this end.

The photos of fathers and daughters
featured in this book were collected
from young people from all around
the country during the first phase of
this campaign in 2022. We extend our
gratitude to the photographers who
beautifully captured this special bond.

Let open conversations take place
between all fathers and daughters in
every corner of the country. Let our
fathers be the biggest cheerleaders
for their daughters. Let us discard all
the outdated and regressive norms
that impose silence and distance
between us and our loved ones.

Syeduzzaman Rowshan
On behalf of Editors



During their vacation in the
countryside, he laughed with abandon
while she screamed with joy, making
memories for a lifetime.

Photo by Shovan Khan Sabuz
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Note on

translation
and terms of
endearment

The letters have been carefully translated into
English, with every effort made to preserve their
originality, emotional depth and distinctly individual
character. Yet, there is a possibility that some of
the subtleties may have been lost in translation.
We hope that the spirit of these letters still remains
true and speaks to you.

Terms of endearment for fathers and sons:
Baba/Abba/Abbu/Abbajaan/Baba’ni (noun)

These terms are commonly used in Bangla to refer
to ‘father.” Parents may affectionately use these
terms for their sons as well.

Terms of endearment for mothers and daughters:
Ma/Amma/Ammu/Ammajaan/Mamoni (noun)

These terms are similarly common in Bangla for
‘mother.” Parents may also use them as terms of
endearment for their daughters.
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Somewnhere on the banks of the
Padma river, the two sisters are
overjoyed at the sight of the
catkin fields. But they try to hold
back their laughter and pull a
serious face for a quick photo.

Photo by Atik Hossain
Rajshahi
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Abba,

| have been experiencing sudden outbursts of anger
lately— a major earthquake struck here a few days ago,
yet not a single phone call came from home. Time
changes so much, and sometimes | feel so tired, but |
can't find your sky-high shoulders to lean on, Abba.

The other day, while going through the old boxes,

| came across some letters. | can't recall writing
anything to you besides the ones where | asked for
money. The months when | had to live off the thousand
taka you sent me, felt so long. Yet, | always knew that |
had to keep moving forward no matter what.

In this life, | have never seen anyone as honest,
hardworking and loving even toward strangers as you.
Not one person.

With the hope of giving your five children a good
education, you left behind your ancestral lands,
familiar village, the Boheratali market, the Bangshai
river, the ferry ghat, the school, the old mosque—all
of it—and boarded a bullock cart, leaving everything
behind, except a gaping void and a whole lot
turbulence in your heart. Your new address centered
around your two wheeler, teaching, a humble but
warmth-filled house, and an unfamiliar new town
under the shade of mango, guava, bel, pear, and
pomegranate trees. You and Amma did everything
together by your own hands to save a few pennies—
building large earthen mounds in our yard, planting
new trees, installing tin or mud fences around the
house, even making cement pillars and earthen
stoves. Oh, the cost of life alone! Your inhuman labor
throughout your life, your lifelong tattered clothes and

KN iK'z ever-"gbgi 1PV @ 34

shoes, your never-ending refusal to indulge in your
favorite sweets—we, your children, have forgotten it
all, Abba.

Yet, Abba, you are my home, my desire for returning
home. And this is why | have nowhere else to go now.
| carry the terrible pain of being rootless everywhere
with me. Abba, the old house that your sweat and
labor built is now home to the rats and the stray

cats. And you reside in another world. Last year, |
went to Bangladesh and frantically searched for you.
Everywhere — the airport, the streets, the alleys. | will
never see you again in this life — my heart refuses to
accept this harsh truth. Yet, Abba, there were so many
stories of laughter and sorrow, so many grievances
bubbling up from my own family life that | really, really
wanted to share with you...

Today, | fold my hands together and pray in the court
of our Creator, wherever you may be, even if it is

on the other side of time, may you be bathed in the
Creator’s mercy. May God bless you with the fulfillment
of countless great things that you have never
received, but always deserved. May the Merciful Lord
shower you with a love that is a million times greater
than the love you have showered upon your children.
May | have the opportunity to hold your strong, tireless
hands just one more time in the infinite afterlife. May

| have the chance to finally shout to the world what |
have never spoken before, ‘| am the daughter of the
greatest man in the world.

Your loving daughter
Nilufar Rukhshana
Ibaraki, Japan
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Ma Samantha,

| hope you are doing well.
You have grown so much and have started grasping

much about your life by this point. Time has rolled by,

and yet the secret behind your name has not been
revealed yet. Today, | am writing to you about that
very thing.

In the 1980s, there was a 'Cold War" going on
between the United States and the Soviet Union. A
young American girl named Samantha Reed Smith
took an attempt to forge peace between the two
superpowers. She was only ten years old, and back
then, Ronald Reagan was the American president, and
Yuri Andropov led Russia. Samantha became a global
headline in the newspapers at that time.

She wrote a letter to the leader of Russia and urged
the American president at the same time to avoid
nuclear war and establish peace in the world. This
small American girl's peace initiative, her attempt

to prevent America and Russia from walking into a
nuclear war, garnered worldwide acclaim. As part of
her efforts, Samantha visited the Soviet Union in 1983
at the invitation of its government.

This story left a profound imprint on my young mind.

| was not even fifteen yet. But there was that saying,
‘Within every sleeping child, there lies the father of a
child." It awakened a dormant desire within me to be a
father, and | planted a seed of the following dream—if
| had a daughter, | would name her Samantha. And my
daughter would be courageous, honest, and peace-
loving, just like Samantha Smith, her namesake. She
would work for peace in her family, society, country,
and the world.

A QS : AQ-FE BB @ 5

It was December 6, 2000. You came to this world,
leaving your mother’'s womb. | became a father,
tears of joy rolling down my face. | did not break my
promise. | named you Samantha Saha. You are our
only child.

Ever since you started school, questions arose

as to why | named you Samantha. Traditionally, in
Hindu society, girls are not named Samantha. | used
to explain the story of Samantha Smith. When you
enrolled in college, the same question came up
again. | explained the story to everyone. Other than
that, | have faced the same query from my friends,
relatives, and acquaintances countless times. | was
never annoyed. | used to take my time and share the
glorious story of Samantha Smith with everyone.

The seed of my dream has sprouted and is now
unfurling leaves. You are gradually growing up. You
are enrolled in the fourth year of your bachelor’s
studies. On the vast university campus, you are always
surrounded by friends. As far as | can tell, you try to be
there for them in good times and bad. That is a huge
deal, Ma. Without a strong desire to be there for other
people, we cannot establish peace. | can clearly see
that you are walking the path of peace.

It is my firm belief that you will grow into a great
person, work for humanity, for peace and justice. May
God grant you the strength, courage, and skills that
you will need for this journey. After all, God does not
leave anyone’s good wishes unfulfilled.

Sincerely

Your father

Kishore Kumar Saha
Savar, Dhaka
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Dear Baba'ni,

When | think of you, so many images come to mind—
how do | choose which ones to share and which ones
to let be? It seems to me that all father-daughter
stories are alike, woven with love like a Nakshi kantha.
In a father’s eyes, his daughter is a princess. If those
eyes look away, the daughter becomes the world’s
saddest and most destitute person.

Your birthday is near. You arrived like the first colorful
day of spring, bringing light and much splendor. Since
then, life has been a continuous hymn of triumph! Your
presence had been vivid on the canvas of those times.
But gradually, slowly, everything dimmed.

| can still hear your booming voice—Mone ki Didha
Rekhe Chole Gele (Did you leave with doubts in your
heart..?). To me, you were the world's greatest singer.
| learned from you, and in my pride, | surrendered
everything to you.

This was about twenty-five years ago.

Mamoni had just passed away, yet | saw her shadow
everywhere. | could not sleep, nor could | stay awake;
the nights felt incredibly long. | kept waking you up
repeatedly. We would then sit on the veranda and get
bitten by mosquitoes. Now, thinking back, it makes me
laugh how you would try to console me — your grown-
up daughter, by pointing at the stars.

Those times did not last. And so, every day, we drifted
apart. | used to think that in this world, amidst all the
light, laughter, and joy, | stuck out like a sore thumb.
When | started my own family and saw my child’s face,
perhaps my pain was somewhat relieved then, but |
could never get that immense stone off my heart.

You never called me by my name, you always called
me ‘Ma." Yet, how things changed. Over time, | grew

used to it as well. We both buried our emotions and

became different people. Your indifference changed
me. There were countless days without any news of
you, a robotic female voice would repeatedly and
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unforgivingly express helplessness on the other side.
Yet our last conversation was so sweet! | did not
realize you would leave so suddenly.

It is true that a distance had formed between us. Yet
how strange it is that we never expressed any anger
or resentment towards each other! Searching for
warmth in the pages of those diamond-studded times,
I would lose my way and retreat into myself again.
What else could | do? Compromising with myself,
fighting with myself, breaking down and crying—this
was the tragic loop my life was caught in!

Now | can say whatever | want to you. It makes me
furious, Baba'ni, why did you tie so many knots in your
heart? And you could never again untie them! Neither
could I. But for this, neither of us is perhaps to blame.
It is all time’s fault. The thirsty bird could not find water
through the heavy curtain of mist, while its chest was
bursting in thirst!!

Long ago, even as an adult, after you had kissed my
cheek during temporary farewells, | used to turn the
other cheek for another. | would kiss your forehead.
Those colorful days are priceless treasures to me.
Then everything turned into a desert. You could not
ask for it anymore, and | could not give it. A certain
hesitation stopped everything in its tracks. The last
time, | kissed your cold forehead in farewell, and you
were in a deep sleep.

You and Mamoni—watching both of you, | learned
one thing—we should not be so restrained with our
loved ones.

Stay well, dear Baba'ni. For you and all those who have
left for eternity, may the Almighty have mercy on you and
keep you in peace forever—this is my prayer, always.

With love

Your Atumoni

Mafruha Munsur Audity
Khilgaon, Dhaka
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It was the height of the Covid
pandemic. After weeks of
separation, when she finally had
the chance to see her father,
she ran straight into his arms,
with flowers.

Photo by Mithail Afrige Chowdhury
Dhaka
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My Ma duo,

The moment my ‘little’ Ma slipped away from my hand
in Kamalapur Train Station, a paralysis took hold of my
body for a few moments. | searched for her like a lost
pedestrian. And | found her quickly enough, too.

| am someone who lost everything. | have no memories
or photos of my father. He was a freedom fighter. | was
just six then. | know all too well the struggles of a family
navigating life's adversities without a father. We did not
have three meals a day; our family of six depended on
government food rations.

Even though I do not remember a lot of the details,
standing in that food line was my life’s first negative
experience. | never want you and your sister to go
through an experience like that. | wanted you to

be able to feel your father’s presence in all your
childhood memories. | wanted you to feel my shadow,
watching over you.

| do not know whether | have succeeded. But | know
this—My two royal princesses, ‘Oitijjo’ and ‘Prachurjo,
are the center of my life. | feel your presence in all
layers of my being, of my emotions.

So, my Ma duo, have | been a good Baba? You are the
ones who hold the answer. But for me, | think, being
your Baba has been my greatest identity.

In 1971, thousands of people lost everything like

me. By God's grace, | rebuilt my life, though | still am
haunted by the fear of losing people. When [ lost my
little girl in the crowd at the Kamalapur station, it was
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like being thrown back to the gruesome days after

the war. Your mother tells me not to get so agitated,
worried that | would fall sick. But how could | explain
that even a moment's separation from you two triggers
the fear of losing everything all over again?

May | never lose my Ma, my land, my children, or my
freedom. |, too, would not dream of leaving you or this
country for a comfortable life elsewhere. Because my
father’s story, of him never returning, is forever etched
in my heart. | want you two by my side, always close to
me-that is all that | desire.

With love

Your Baba
Debasish Paul
Khilgaon, Dhaka
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My dearest Baba,

Almost every day, you tell me a story. How about | tell
you one today? Alright?

This story is about a king. We imagine kings with grand
stables filled with elephants and horses. But this king
is different. He is quite ordinary. He is everyone’s
king—just like the song goes, ‘We are all kings in this
king's kingdom!

This king has two princesses. You can say they are the
king's greatest treasures. Both his princesses are as
sweet as they are mischievous. But the younger one...
well, her naughtiness is something else! The mischief
that she gets into—what can we even say about that!

When she was little, just hearing about school would
make her eyelids heavy, as if overcome by the sleep of
the entire kingdom. But the king, oh the king was

no pushover!

Again, during breakfast, she would stuff her mouth with
food, taking agonizingly slow bites. With no options
left, the king had to ‘go to war’ He would whisk her
away to school. With clumsy hands, he would braid her
hair. And when the king returned home from work, the
princess overflowed with stories! The princess’s day
had been full of mischiefs, so much so that she could
not even get it all out in time. Under the blanket, she
should snuggle next to the king and chatter away.

The princess is all grown up now! She heads off to
school on her own and explores the world around her.
But the second she sees the king, she becomes that
same little princess, full of mischiefl When she comes
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home from the coaching center with her father, their
rickshaw transforms into a magical flying horse. In the
daily grind of the rat race, this magical ride with the
king fills her with a fresh breath of oxygen.

So Baba, any guesses about who we have been talking
about in this story? You can already tell, can’t you?
Just like you always can tell, even from another city,
what is exactly going on in my heart.

You know, the princess is losing bits of herself—
crushed by the weight of life. But every day, the king
gives her all the fuel that she needs to go on.

Baba, | never thanked you.

‘Don’t you have any son, only two daughters?’ Thank
you for laughing off those questions and just holding
us closer instead.

Thank you for never seeing me as a ‘chore, but as
your ‘confidante” instead. Thank you for healing all the
hidden bruises from the day with your comforting pat
on my head each night before sleep.

Thank you for everything, Baba. May you always be
happy and healthy.

Farewell

Your unruly princess
Debasrita Paul Prachurjo
Khilgaon, Dhaka
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My beloved Soha Mamoni,

How are you, Ma? | bet you would be surprised to read
this letter. Who even writes letters in this day and age?
Your face flashes before my eyes all the time—when

| am walking down the street, on my breaks at work,

or just when | am doing this or that. | talk to you in my
head. My dearest songbird—| never write letters to
you, but | had this chance and just had to reach out,
even if it means just typing on the computer instead of
using pen and paper.

They say becoming the father of a firstborn daughter
brings good luck. No one knows this better than | do.
A lot of folks may not believe in luck, but I still do. You
came into this world, flooding my house with light.
Before you arrived, our days were filled with hardship
and poverty. But then, on that unforgettable night of
August 18th, 2010, you filled our arms with joy—a sight
that I still clearly remember today. Our luck slowly
started to change for the better right around that time.

My love, on the night of your birth, there | was—
sleeping in the hallway of Chittagong General Hospital,
when my general manager called at 2pm with
incredible news: a promotion and a raise! Talk about
coincidence, right? But all | could think about in that
daze was you, my little angel who brought so many
blessings with her.

Because of my work, | often used to return home late.
But the whole day’s fatigue would instantly vanish
whenever | held you in my arms. You are my

greatest treasure.

Fourteen years old already—my firstborn! The way
you have lit up our home with your presence, | pray
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you carry that radiance throughout your life. May you
excel in your studies and become self-sufficient one
day. Education is the key for survival in this world, and
to achieve great things.

You are my daughter—the values | have always held
dear growing up, the way | always desperately want
to help others—I hope to see these same qualities
blossom in you. Is that too much to ask, my love?

We dream of you growing into a remarkable human
being, someone who serves others and engages
herself in all beautiful and creative pursuits of life.
Always treat your family, friends and neighbors with
respect. Always value friendship and honest company.
Never compromise your integrity. Understand the
world around you, spread light in society, and make us,
your parents, proud—that is all we want.

There are so many things | want to talk to you about—
like the joy of the sunlight and the gentle smile of the
moon—and so much that | long to learn from you. But
life and livelihood grant us little time. Still | dream on,
immersed in a world of dreams and hopes for you, my
songbird. You come from a land that raised the likes of
revolutionary freedom fighter Pritilata, where courage
flows in the very air. Be brave like your heritage, my
Soha bird.

Farewell

Your Pappa, who loves you a lot.
Ahmed Reza

Chandgaon R/A, Chattogram



After hours of mounting anxiety,
surgeons from Chandpur deliver
a healthy baby girl while her
father frames the moment on his
camera. It is going to be easy to
love her— the realization hits him
all of a sudden.

Photo by Mohammad Rakibul Hasan
Dhaka
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Baba,

Since birth, | have seen your abundant household.
Your six granaries were always filled with different
crops. There was never a rush to sell. If you got

a good price in the market, you would sell. If the
neighbors needed help and wanted to borrow from
you, you were happy to share from your storage.

It was under your guidance that | had learned to read
and write. My first attempts at writing were on palm
leaves. Going to school made me the happiest. But, in
the fourth grade, you took me out of school and put
me to work in the homestead. You sent my two elder
brothers to boarding schools for higher education.
Among the four of us, Three of my siblings went to
school, while | stayed behind and looked after your
big family.

Beyond textbooks, you had a passion for reading short
stories and attending readings of Puthi Path folklore.
At night, under the light of a hurricane lamp, | would
often read books from your collection.

You married off my sisters by the age of 11 or 12.In
my case, you waited until | was 16 and married me off
to a young man who worked for Pakistan Airlines. My
husband was the only salaried person among your
sons-in-law.

Right after landing at Karachi airport with my

new husband, | looked at the sights around me,
dumbfounded. Over the next twelve years of my
married life, | gave birth to four children. During the
1971 Liberation War, | lost my 37-year-old husband.
And after the country’s independence, | returned to
Bangladesh with my children. At Tetulia Airport, | fell
into your arms and wept uncontrollably. You placed
your hand on my back and tried to comfort me. And

o

when | reached home, | held Ma in an embrace and
shed endless tears again.

It had become almost impossible for me to live with
my four young children in my in-laws’ house. My
elderly in-laws were themselves devastated by the loss
of their only son. On top of that, some of my sisters-
in-law and relatives started spreading rumors about
me and made our living situation difficult. The most
outrageous accusation was that | had poisoned my
husband! You declared that | was your child and you
intended to take care of your child. This displeased
my brothers and their wives. To manage the situation,
you suggested relocating me to one of your ten
abandoned houses.

To this day, | still don't know why you walked away from
your initial decision. | became a thorn in the side of your
household. You became desperate to remove me from
your presence. A meeting was arranged by you and
attended by my siblings and relatives. You proposed
that | be remarried, that my children be divided among
my four brothers’ families, or just simply carted off

to an orphanage. Our relatives thought this was an
excellent proposall When | strongly resisted what you
wanted, you ordered me to leave your house. After
many battles and struggles, | managed to move into

my in-laws’ house with the help of the local chairman’s
support. During the 1974 floods, you transported me
and my four children to my in-laws’ house by boat. No
one came to welcome or receive us. Throughout the
boat ride, | tried to decode your face expressions. You
remained silent the entire way. | could not help but feel
that you were taking me all this way only to immerse me
in the river as a sacrifice.

As you were leaving, | pleaded with you, ‘Bless me,
Baba, so that | can raise my children well” You quietly
said, ‘Fi amanillah,” and walked away. | hid my face with
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my veil and sobbed silently. My youngest daughter
came and stood by my side. | pulled her close to my
chest. She wiped away my tears with her tiny hands.
You know, Baba, in the face of relentless torment from
my neighbors and those who sought to exploit my
situation, my resolve was weakened—true. As | fought
the unexpected storms and upheavals of life again and
again, my courage soared, however. | was determined
to overcome my fears. And there you thought | would
come crawling back to you, defeated!

While you were still alive, my eldest son was admitted to
college. You quipped to me, ‘When your son passes his
BA, | will arrange his biye (wedding). This was your cruel
Jjoke about my son’s college education. When you fell
sick, your four sons conspired and registered all your
assets in their names. Did your heart never sink for a
moment, Baba, to deprive your wife and five daughters
of their happiness for the sake of your four sons?

Convinced that my future was bleak, you bid farewell to
this world. The people whose future you giddily thought
were bright, if you were alive today, you could see their
sorry state now. My only solace in my helplessness was
my poor Ma. Though she had inherited a small amount
of land from her family, you, through various schemes,
managed to take ownership of it all. Neglected and
denied proper medical care, my Ma eventually passed
away. Yet, on your deathbed, you instructed your four
sons and their wives to ensure that Ma would not lack
medical attention and care. You knew very well yourself
that these wishes were nothing but empty words and
would go on to have no effect.

Today, my children are well established in their
respective fields. My grandchildren are married and
have children of their own. | have been blessed with
the opportunity to see my great-grandchildren. When
my sons dote on their daughters and support them
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in building their desired future, my heart breaks and
tears stream down my face. My heart cries, ‘Why
couldn’t you be more like my sons?’

You see, Baba, what hurts is that |, an 80-year-old, still
can't make myself love you. | cannot forgive you either.
You, who pulled yourself up by your bootstraps and
built an empire of wealth. You, who could not live to
enjoy your own wealth at all. You, who never traveled
to other countries and never got to perform Hajj. All
this time, you were tirelessly removing the thorns

from the future paths of your sons. But what did you
gain by depriving yourself? By cheating your wife and
daughters?

When people say on Father’s Day, ‘There are a lot of
bad people in this world, but nowhere a bad father’

It makes me bitterly laugh, | almost want to say in
protest, ‘That is not completely true. Raising children
requires being driven by a sense of justice. The stories
we hear all the time about daughters loving their
fathers—that is only half true. My children, to rile me
up, make up stories about you. And just like that, | see
red with fury. Just to defend you, | say, ‘My father was
a great man. But honestly, in my heart, | know | can't
bring myself to believe it. What an agony this is—If you
could only understand.

With a heavy heart, | have written all these things to
you. Wherever you may be, | hope you are well.

Sincerely

Your daughter
Amena Khatun
Mirpur, Dhaka
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| have been wanting to ask—how are you? But | can't
always face you because of the constant feeling

of failure that hangs over me. | know you are really
worried about me. Society’s rules and norms keep
telling you that your daughter is growing too old. But
you support my dreams, paying no heed to those
rules. It is because of fathers like you that daughters
are able to break countless chains and be seen as
whole human beings. Very few women have had the
fortune of enjoying as much freedom as | have.

You know, someone once told me that because | grew
up in such a positive environment, | don't have a shred
of prejudice in me. Honestly, | don't know if | have truly
shaken all prejudice off. Every time | come in conflict
with the selfishness and hypocrisy of the concrete
Dhaka city, I want to run back to you and Ma. But |
cannot rest until | build an identity of my own.

You might have complaints about me, but | have
none about you. In fact you have given me more than
ever deserved. My repeated failures did not tire you.
Instead, you sacrificed your own desires for the sake
of your stubborn daughter.

You used to live for your siblings, and now you live
for us. Ma never tied us down with household matters
either. That's why Moni, the eldest, turned out to be
the child you always dreamed of. Moni Apu is like a
gift to you, sent from the heavens above. | know you
two are very proud of your eldest daughter, and as
her younger sister, | too share that pride. It makes me
wonder, how can | too be a worthy child of my father?

Baba, | try to be worthy every moment. | don't make

many mistakes these days. | don't fool myself anymore.

Life slapped me right in the face, and now | can only
muster the strength to hold you and Ma close.

A QS : - BF @ 0q

As a child, | used to wonder if parents can be
swapped. The fact that | thought that, really hurts me
now. After having passed this long life, today | think if |
could be reborn again and again, | would still want you
two as my Ma and Baba.

In 5th and 8th grades, when | received scholarships,
you were so happy. Then came the string of failures. But
you never lost faith. You lifted my spirits with hopes of
better days again and again. You never got tired. Even
now, you dream of me landing a good government job
and make your face light up with pride.

Baba, do you know that | recently attended a job
viva? A board member was very impressed with me—
marveling at how far | had come from our humble
border area and the National University where | had
studied. But | wanted to tell them there was nothing
special about me in this story. You and Ma made it
possible for me to come this far by giving me all the
support and the opportunities | needed.

Baba, please forgive the naiveté | have shown abot life.
All ' want from the Creator is to be able to honor you.

I long for you to feel proud of me just as | take pride

in you.

May fathers like you walk the earth for ages to come.
Take care, Baba, take good care of yourself.

Sincerely
Ayesha Siddika
Patgram, Lalmanirhat
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In a Santal village of Dinajpur, a
father combs his daughter’s hair
before she heads out with her
friends for an afternoon of play.

Photo by Nasif Imtiaz
Narayanganj
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Akkhar,

The day you came into the world and the sight of you
soothed my eyes, | got a new identity—Babal Your
Baba. One day, when you grow up and introduce
yourself to the people around you, you will understand
that your Baba has given you a beautiful name. When
someone asks your name, tell them humbly that your
name is ‘Akkhar.

An incident from one night. You were very young then.
It was around 2:30 at night. Your mother was asleep.
All around, everyone was fast asleep, in complete
peace. The night was absolutely silent and still. Only
you were awake with great curiosity. You had no sleep
in your eyes. In fact, You had a great aversion to sleep
at night. So, that night, your clumsy father took you

in his arms and counted the holes in the mosquito
net. What a futile attempt to put you to sleep! Maybe
because you did not like what | was doing, you

were crying and making ‘Ah..Ah..” sound every now
and then. | gently patted your head with love. This
worked on you a bit. The ‘Ah..Ah..” protest stopped!

| was then counting your hair aloud. | counted up to
eleven hundred when you burst into laughter. In your
mind you might have been thinking, ‘Baba, you are a
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madman!’ In that sleepless, tiring night, as | watched
your innocent smile, | first thought, ‘Wow! Life is not
that bad.

My dear, | just want to say this—if you knew what
incredible pain your mother went through to give birth
to you.. When you grow up, tell your amazing Ma one
day: Ma, may Allah grant you heaven in exchange for
your immense suffering.

Sincerely

Your Baba

Nayeemul Hasan
Karnaphuli, Chattogram
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Dearest Baba,

Take my salam. How are you?

| have been desperately wanting to ask: How does
it feel to enjoy the first rays of dawn on our empty
veranda without me?

Baba, do you remember showering me with stories
while tying my shoelaces and my hair ribbons? | would
sometimes get scared and pull my hands away when
you tried to cut my nails with the nail clipper. You
always did it with such care and attention! | was never
content until you fed me rice with milk and banana
with your own hands.

Regardless of the everyday grind, those memories
from my childhood still glow afresh in my mind. They
have this fragrance to them that still restores my spirit.

Dearest Baba, | really feel like talking about a deep,
hidden ache with you today.

You won't be hurt to hear it, right? Well, were you
very disappointed that | was born a girl? And if not,
why didn't you brighten my world with the light of
education? Didn't you know that girls also need to be
educated to lead fulfilling lives?

Baba, after all these years, | don't ask these questions
just to hurt you. It is because | want to make you
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understand the thirst and the longing that have been
burning in my heart to this day.

| pray that you always stay well. Give my salam to Ma,
and love to my little brother. Take care of your health.
And yes, tell Ma that | am managing quite well with
everyone in my in-laws’ house.

Don't forget to write back after receiving this letter.

Regards

Your eldest daughter "Moni’
Sahinur Parvin

Narsingdi
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Baba,

Looking at the sky today, my eyes suddenly became
transfixed. It felt like a single star shone with
recognition at me. In just a moment's time, it left me
with a torrent of tales. | felt a sharp pain in my chest.
Were you the star, Baba? It seemed as if a strange
haze had taken over my field of vision!

Baba, oh Baba, come back please, just one more time.
Let me see you again with my eyes, fill my vision with
your sight. We have so much left unsaid. Remember
those summer nights after | returned from the dorm?
We would talk for hours, all night long. Ma would scold
us, ‘Neither of you have any need for sleep, do you?’
You would bring her close to you and say, ‘I've slept for
days, let me stay awake with my daughter for a while!

Stories, so many of them. Stories about my dorm
life, friends, and politics. We never could finish
our discussions.

Baba do you remember, how | struggled to eat dorm
food at first, and how worried you used to get? The
dorm supervisor used to allow us to meet once a
week. You would bring me different boxes of food
every time. When it was time to leave, you would
remind me to take care of my health. In secret, you
used to wipe tears from your eyes. You knew how
much | neglected eating.
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Baba, who keeps tabs on me now? Who listens to
my stories now with the same attentiveness? Who
offers me courage in the dark? They say | am braver
now. But come back please, just for once, Baba. You
promised to take me abroad on holidays once all the
pressure at your work relaxed. You taught me every
corner and every alley of this city, only to leave for a
foreign land forever.

Baba, the freedom you fought for until your death, the
dreams you had for your country... is there something

even more beautiful you found, beyond the stars? Why
do you have to leave everything behind and go so far

away like this, Baba?

Sincerely
Your beloved
Foujia Ruby
Adabar, Dhaka



A father shares a quiet moment
with his daughter at Nilgiri,
Bandarban, and basks in its beauty
together. Tomorrow, they will head
back home- tired, but happy.

Photo by Mohammad Hasin Ishraq
Dhaka
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Dear Tahiyat,

Imagine you are reading this letter twenty years from
now- if none of us stop aging, you will be 28, and I'll
be 58. Right now, 20 years from that day, as | write
this, my days are spent grappling with feelings of
extreme restlessness and a sense of existential crisis.

My childhood was like a dream. It was spent roaming
around Alaska, Babylon, New York, and Australia. That is
how my world tour began, just like landing on different
squares across the world-themed ‘ludo’ game.

| used to be a nerd for the special feature sections in
newspapers. | personally think, one of life’s greatest
joys is seeing your own creativity come to life in
printed letters. | wanted to spread the same joy to you.
One day when your amateur drawing was published in
the country’s renowned bengali daily, the intensity of
my emotions surpassed any amount of astonishment
your five-year-old self could have possibly mustered—I
felt like | had conquered the world.

| wanted you to be free and soar through the endless
skies of your imagination like a butterfly, that is why |
enrolled you in a school that would not smother your
creativity with the weight of textbooks. In your childhood,
Saturday were always ‘Bring Books Home Day!

Every week on this day, the Bhramyaman library truck
would arrive in the field near our house. Even before
you could recognize letters of the alphabet, | signed
you up for membership, hoping that you would forge
a friendship with books. Every day, it was one of us -
me or your mother- walking with you and your sister
by our sides, telling you stories from Bangladesh and
faraway lands. You would listen—captivated—and ask
a thousand questions. If | did not know the answer, |
would make something up to comfort you. And then,
once you finally learned to read, you started falling
asleep with a book in your hand- a sight that used to
fill me with such awe. Your library card number was
2252—similar to my university roll number.

In my university days, every time | walked past this one
particular house, | would see a little bike on the porch.
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| wished in my heart to someday buy one just like it.
And then, before you even started going to school,

| brought one home for you. You cried when | took
off the training wheels, but within days, you learned
how to ride without them. Perhaps, for every child,
their father is like those training wheels—a source of
assurance and trust.

My father was my ‘hero.” | wanted to surpass him in
fatherhood and become a ‘superhero’ for my own
children. | was able to teach you about the world from
our small, remote village. | don't know how successful

I was in planting the seeds of those dreams within you.
But let me tell you this—life has shown me at this point
that the Almighty has given us the power to make our
dreams real, as long as we dare dream them.

My own dreams have not taken flight yet, that is true
as well. But my wish to achieve something, to prove
myself, is still there. And | would not be so cruel as
to leave you with the burden of fulfilling my dreams. |
want you to listen to your own voice. Bring your own
dreams into life.

Every precious moment of your childhood is captured
in my camera. You will find the photos in the cupboard.
| have neatly categorized them by the year. Maybe it

is my yearning for the past that drives me to capture
time through the lens. Your first day on earth, the

first time you touched the soil, the first lunchbox you
carried to school, even the tailor who made your first
school uniform—it is all carefully preserved after all
these years.

Success and failure, these are the calculations | refuse to
be bound by. There have been losses in so many aspects
of my life, but through you, I will find my own victory.

You must have read Aparajita novel by now. Kajol
returned to his father’'s world. One day, will you toonot
return to mine?

Sincerely

Your Baba

Fazle Elahi
Monohordi, Narsingdi
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Dear Baba,

| had so many things to tell you. Things | could never
bring myself to say in person. Maybe | never will. And
that is why | have resorted to writing this letter.

You always surround yourself with invisible walls. | can
never bring them down and get to you. Like other
ordinary girls, I also worshiped my Baba. | loved Ma
too, but | loved you more. Yet, the older | got, the
further | drifted away from you—I don't know why.

Once | started eighth grade, that is when you started
pushing for my marriage. How young was | then? 13

or 14. You promised a home tutor, but instead, you
brought a stranger— a prospective groom to see me.
Were these things necessary, Baba? If Ma hadn't been
there, no one would have been able to stop my child
marriage. You caused so much strife, turmoil and anger
in our home by trying to marry me off. You even raised
your hand to Ma. Have you ever thought about me?
Ever wondered for a moment about my mental state?

| used to think | was a burden on our family. | thought,
if I just died, everything would go back to its place.
You and Ma will live happily ever after. Baba, you will
never be able to imagine what it took to keep myself
in one piece, stay strong and manage to still find a
semblance of comfort somewhere within myself.

They say a good father raises happy children. But you
have to act like a father to be a father. Fathering a child
does not automatically make you a father. It hurts to
hear this, right? Well, it should. You need to re-consider
how well you have fulfilled your fatherly duties.

From things like tutoring me and taking me to school,
to being there for me in times both good and bad, to
being a friend and trying to make my wishes come
true—Ma did everything. What kind of a human being
| want to be as an adult—Ma wove that dream for me.
Ah well, you did not even like me studying. Why bother
studying, getting a job? You objected to everything.

| bet you can't even tell which department | am
studying at. Science or Business? | used to remain
sleepless at night, studying. Never came a word from
you either about my grades or studies.

Baba, | am lifting the lid on the basket of all my
grievances today. Let me talk. This way, let me slightly
lighten my heavy heart, please. Ever since | could
remember, you never wished me on any of my
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birthdays. Let alone wishes or gifts, you can't ever
remember my birthday. New clothes for Eid, those
stopped after my girlhood. And Eid salami? No, | can't
even remember the last time you gave me one. Now
these are just the material things, Baba. What about
affection, love, a parent’s guidance, your interest in
my life, even the playful anger, the warmth and the
tenderness? Where did they go?

Why can't | also say my Baba is my superhero? Why
can't | say—l am my father’s only princess? | see other
girls with their fathers, and a part of me sadly wonders
what could have been.

Ma shouldered all the responsibilities of having me.
Even the father’s responsibilities too. But look at

the twist of fate, she left us for good! Did you ever
consider how much darker my world has come to be?
Ever wonder how | have been doing?

Time heals all wounds. It did for me as well. Things
eventually returned to normal. Of course, | tried growing
up fast, but Ma was my everything, and there is no
chance of forgetting her for me. Her responsibilities
weighed on my shoulders. | learned to cook, to clean.

| cried night after night. Yet you never asked why.

The pain that hides behind my smile, you never tried

to understand it. You always compare me to other
children. But | never compare you to other fathers.

At the end of the day, | have no one to talk to about
what happened in class, at my tuition sessions, or
about who said what to me. | keep all my feelings
bottled up inside, both the good and the bad. Who
would | tell—you would never have time for me.

Despite all my rage and grievances, | never
disrespected you. | refuse to do anything you dislike.
But you never changed baba, you never tried to
understand what | want.

This is my plea as your child: learn your
responsibilities, Baba. You don't have to do much, just
ask me sometimes how | am doing, what | am doing.
And I will finally convince myself, console myself that ‘I
have got it alll

You take care, Baba
Your only daughter
Umama Khaled
Uttara, Dhaka
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Dear Abba,

| write every day. On so many topics, about so many
things. Yet, when it comes to writing to you, it is as if
an entire kingdom of silence descends upon me. It
must be only natural to feel this way when one has to
write about a man who keeps giving so much without
expecting anything in return.

You started your family with nothing. You came to
this city with a five-year-old daughter, a newborn son,
and your wife. You did not even have time to worry
about how you would make ends meet in a family of
four with a low-paying job. Providing your children
with quality education—it was all that you could think
about. You worked tirelessly toward that very goal
throughout your life.

Of course, you had the opportunity to take out a home
loan and secure a roof over your head in this city. You

did take out a loan, but no flat or plot of land was ever
bought. Instead, you slowly spent all the money on our
education and the good upbringing we got.

Your explanation was simple. Whenever someone
talked about property, you would confidently say, ‘If |
buy a flat instead of educating my children, they will
grow up to be inhuman. They will have to sell this flat
to survive. Instead, let me make them proper human
beings. Then, they will be able to buy flats when they
grow up. Besides, they are all the wealth | need.

You have sheltered us like a large banyan tree
standing tall and formidable in a storm. You have

been broken and bent many times by the mockery of
circumstances, but you have never let us know a thing.
Whether it was Eid or Pohela Boishakh, you always
made sure we had new clothes before anything else.
Yet, you happily mended the torn knees of your old
pants with needle and thread! Abba, do you never feel
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like wearing new clothes on special days?

No matter how much society progresses, there is

no end to people giving girls dirty looks. You had

to stomach so much criticism for educating your
daughter instead of marrying her off. You wanted your
daughter to be a doctor. But | went ahead and got

a degree in computer engineering instead. It was all
possible because of your sheer will and eagerness.

To my teachers, you were a new breed of parent.
Because most people went to complain about their
children. But you always went to sing my praises.

You have kept a love in your heart as immense as the
sky without ever voicing it much.

Abba, you are my most trusted male friend in this life.
You are the most dependable person | know. You have
taught me to live confidently, with my head held high. |
learned from you how to protest against the injustice |
see and help the helpless. You gave me the mantra that
no matter how difficult the situation, | must be patient.

Time speeds up with age. Mine too, yours as well. | am
approaching middle age, you are approaching old age.
| am getting increasingly worried about you, just as
you were worried about me. When you fall sick, | feel
like the most helpless person in the world.

All I pray for is your good health. Stay well, Abba.

Bye

Yours ever

Nisheta Mitu
Mohammadpur, Dhaka
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Even if the tide turns, his love
will remain constant, guiding
her safely home through all of
life’s storms— this is the promise
he carries in his heart, now

and always.

Photo by Abul Bashar
Kishoreganj
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Dear Ma Purnota,
Do you know how your name came to be ‘Purnota™

When your mother and | were longing to have a child
after so many years of marriage, people around us
gossiped that we would never be parents. A cloud of
sadness would constantly remain with us.

Then one day.. One day we found out about you. My
office was in Sherpur then. When | got the news, it
felt like heaven itself opened up and | was holding the
seven skies with all their wonders right in the palm of
my hand. You came into our empty house and filled it
with the purest light. And so, we named you ‘Purnota’’

| lost my father in my student days. But somehow |
found him again in you. The method you apply to your
every task, the neatness of your work, the way you
utter each word—all of it echoed my late father. It was
as if life had a knack of returning things we thought we
had lost. I look at you, and get lost in the thoughts of
my father. Such is life. It stops us in our tracks. It forces
us to reflect. And there is no end to my reflections
centering around you.

With you sitting for your university admission tests
this year, | don't know what fate has written for us. |
wonder if my house will be empty again. And what
could I do then? | have to accept the inevitable flow
of life. Daughters don't stay in one place for too long,
they leave their parents’ house dark, only to light up a
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new home—that is the norm. But things are changing
in our society. Daughters no longer turn into strangers,
whether they pursue education across continents or
get married.

| ardently wish that all parents are able to raise

their daughters without the shadow of goodbyes
constantly hanging over them. May daughters
illuminate their parents” homes after marriage too.
Let them be able to stay at their parental house if
they want to. And a married daughter’s diminishing
sense of ownership over the house she grew up in, of
her parents becoming secondary to her—almost an
afterthought, your Ma and | don't ever want that for
you. Your name is Purnota, ‘fulfillment’. Let your light
fill our home, always.

Take care, flower. You will always be my sweet Bokul
blossom.

Sincerely

Your poor old Baapjaan
M A Hye Bachchu
Brahmapalli, Mymensingh
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Respected Abba,

The next time | see you, | will collect the reply to this
letter directly from you. In 2005, you left. You were
in the ICU of PG Hospital, in a coma. One afternoon,
| went to see you and stood by your side and finally
said, ‘Go, Abba. We are coming too! Rest in peace in
the next world’

That was the last time we met.

| was the eldest of eight siblings. Your firstborn, your
beloved. | was born in Karachi on November 11, 1960.
Red hair, fair skin. You would sometimes leave me with
your friends when you went to work. Their families still
lived in the country and they missed their children. At
that time, | learned to speak a little Urdu. And so, Urdu
became my mother tongue.

Abba, every year on November 11, you would spend
the whole day reminiscing about your firstborn. | used
to be so proud to hear you tell my childhood stories.
When | was old enough to understand, we were living
in the Moghbazar T&T Colony. It was 1966. When the
T&T School opened in the colony, you enrolled me
there. The children of the colony grew up together in
a beautiful and safe neighborhood. You took care of all
of us siblings with your own hands.

You were an ideal man of the house. You did all the
housework with Amma. Aside from work and home,
you went nowhere. You always made sure there was
nutritious food aplenty on the table. You would take
the time to explain to us the benefits of eating certain
items. A cornucopia of local fruits you used to get for
us and, with great care, feed us from your own hands!
Guava, papaya, palm nut, water apple, custard apple,
sweet potato, imported cabbage, sugarcane, mango,
blackberries, jackfruit and so on. You would peel the
sugarcane, cut it into small pieces and serve us.

| remember, Abba, when there was no electricity

in the summer, you would come to our bed in the
middle of the night, lift our mosquito net and start
twirling a hand-fan. Just so your children could sleep
comfortably. Half-awake, | would sometimes feel your
presence at nights like these. You could not tell.
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Newspapers were kept daily in the house. You would
randomly ask what the headline of the newspaper was.
Amma used to keep Begum magazine. She would follow
the sewing, cooking, and such pages from there.

All our clothes, Amma used to sew herself. You
would make us wear clothes that were your personal
favorites. You liked light pastel colored fabric. Other
people would also praise our dresses.

You did not differentiate between boys and girls.
Amma also did not treat us “like girls.” She encouraged
us to do all kinds of work.

On October 27, 1969, the astronauts Neil Armstrong,
Edwin Aldrin, and Michael Collins, having conquered
the moon, came to Dhaka. You took us to Banglamotor
and carried us up in your arms so that we could see
them. We were amazed to see the astronauts in their
open-top cars. | still remember that wonderful memory.
And | consider myself very lucky.

After the liberation of Bangladesh, when Bangabandhu
first returned to the country, you took us to
Suhrawardy Udyan. The stage was built like a boat.
Again, when Indian Prime Minister Indira Gandhi

first came to Dhaka, you took us there too. | was
mesmerized to see her from a distance. | remember, in
her speech, she started speaking in Bangla first.

We would also watch the Olympics. We used to watch
high jump, long jump, and marathons. You wanted
your children to play sports, to be active. Your wish
was to make me a doctor. That did not happen. After a
‘gap’ after HSC (Higher Secondary Certificate exams),
| left my Science background and did my Master’s in
Bangla literature. | write as a hobby now.

Dear Abba,
SO many memories with you. | miss you very much.
Take care. We will meet on the other side.

With love
Nigar Sultana
New Eskaton Road, Dhaka
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O my Baba,

| have grown up so much now, Baba. In fact, | have
grown up so much that | have learned to take respon-
sibility for you and Ma. May the Creator never deprive
me of the privilege to serve you two.

Baba, | still remember those childhood days when |
used to travel to Chittagong with you by bus. When-
ever you got off the bus for any small errand, | used
to be terrified that the bus might leave without you.
| would look around and search for you. The sight of

your face at the last moment would dispel all my fears.

When the bus swayed from side to side, you would
hold me very carefully with both hands to ensure |
didn't fall from my seat.

With the passage of time, your hands have become
much weaker, Baba, and your strength has diminished
too. But so what! My hands are very strong now. | can
hold onto you tightly and | can shield you. You were,
and still are, the center of my trust and love, and will
remain so for a lifetime.

| remember, Baba, my college was very close to home.

Yet, every day during my HSC exams, you would take
me to the examination hall. Your greatest interest in
life was in the education of my younger siblings and
. Without your effort, interest, and love, | could never
have come this far.
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Baba, if | have learned anything good in life, all the
credit for it goes to you. Your honesty, truthfulness,
benevolence, and passion for education have brought
me to where | am today. | am deeply indebted to you,
Baba. Despite belonging to a society where many
girls are deprived of education and face violence, you
dreamed big for your daughters.

Baba, | don't know how | will repay the debt to you and
Ma. You two have given us a very beautiful childhood.
By your prayers, | am now working as a teacher. | nur-
ture the good qualities | inherited from you within my-
self and try to spread them among my dear students.

In my childhood, | used to make many requests to you,
Baba. You fulfilled them to the best of your ability, al-
ways. | ask the Almighty Allah that my Baba stays with
me. May | be able to serve you. In your old age, may |
become the staff in your hand that you walk with.

Yours sincerely

Your elder daughter
Umme Huzifa Miftah
Bandarban Sadar



A father lets his daughter take the
wheel: it is time for her to chart
her own course. Sometimes, the
best way for parents to support
their daughters is perhaps by

simply letting go.

Photo by Ripon Barua
Chattogram
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Mamoni Nubala,

When you read this letter, | may not even be alive.
Because | am over 60 now. Your grandfather only
lived until 45. My grandfather lived until 55. Or, | may
live to be as old as both of them combined, over 100.
But Allah has given me five extra years on them all,
allowing me the good fortune to live longer.

Oh no! I am upsetting you with the talk of life and
death. But did you know, Ma, that a butterfly only
lives for 28 hours? Yet in that short time, it spreads
its beautiful wings and shows the world its splendor.
Living a long life is not really a feat. The true feat is in
whether you open yourself up to the world.

You took your SSC exams this year. This might be a lot
to take in right now.

| never called you anything but ‘Ma. Sometimes |
wonder—am | being selfish? | never called my own
mother ‘Ma’ this much. Even before you learned to
walk, | started calling you Ma. At first, your granny
would gently smile. Then one day, she said in mock
anger, ‘Now that you have found your new Ma, you
don't call me Ma anymore!’

I laughed. For a few days, | teased you in front of your
granny, calling you ‘fake Ma." But that did not last long.
| habitually went back to calling you Ma.

Every father wants their daughter to be great, Ma. But
| do not want that. Do | want you to be the ‘best of
the best?” Not that either. By now you might think I am
going to say you just need to be a good human. Yes,
that is true. But Ma, becoming a good human being is

one of the hardest things to do in life. We ask children,

‘What do you want to be when you grow up? Doctor,
engineer, pilot, scientist or something else?’ We try to
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fit you into a box as you grow older. But | don't want
you to selfishly chase fame.

Say, if | were not a journalist, or if you did not achieve
what you dreamed of, would the world care? None
of these would matter to the earth rotating on its
axis or orbiting around the sun, or the tide ebbing or
flowing, nor the sun rising or setting. But Ma, if you
cannot come to the aid of others, your life will have
no meaning. If you can permanently store this single
message of mine in your memory, then | will consider
myself a successful father.

My dearest ‘fake Ma’, it does not matter if you ace your
exams or not. Just try to give back to the earth and

its inhabitants as much as you take from them. You
might think one has to be a saint to do this, but that

is not true. Ordinary people can do it too. Look at the
farmer—his dedication sings through in the healthy
crops he grows. The construction worker who sweats
under the sun? Try to see how his hard work keeps
the high-rise buildings steady around you. Only then
will you realize the importance of people and the work
that they do.

And you, my little Mamoni, will slowly grow into a
woman. A whole world of endless books, meaningful
cinema, and the vast internet awaits you. In that world,
I pray that you will walk with sure footing, evading

the murky waters. Your surroundings will ultimately
teach you how to tell the difference between glass
and diamond. All you need to do is listen to yourself,
believe in yourself, and stay true to yourself.

With love

Your Baba
Rashidul Islam
Mirpur, Dhaka
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Dearest Abba,

| think of you every moment. Despite how much

| wanted to, | could not express my thoughts to

you while you were here. How do you possibly live
without me, out there now, in the distant sky? You are
watching everything from afar, | am sure.

You are gone, and so is Ma; | feel like | have nothing
left. Our shared memories fill my days as the ache
from regrets fill the void in my heart.

| remember how you would bring us treats from
Dhaka whenever you went to buy books for the
library—jujube from Dhaka, banana from Narsingdi,
sliced bread from Al Amin Bakery, and those delicious
pomegranates— | miss those days so much.

You cared deeply about our education. We used

to start studying out loud whenever we heard you
coming home in the evening. Now, when | think about
those tricks, | cannot help but cry. | used to take lunch
to the shop for you. Even now, | have the urge to take
you food at the library. You absolutely loved tea, and |
used to drink it with you.

You were very much a realist and an
environmentalist. The trees you planted still provide
shade and greenery around our house. | have carried
on your tradition of tree-planting. Our house is
surrounded by the vegetables and a variety of indoor
plants that | have planted.
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On April 14, 1971, the Pakistani army bombed and
burned down your library. Many other shops also
crumbled. From morning to night, you and other
shopkeepers remained hidden under the hyacinth in
the pond by the Patia court.

| learned about these sacrifices and hardships from
Amma after your death. You lost everything in 1971
but fought hard to save us and raise us as good
human beings. | have written about your struggles in
my book, which got published this year. Everyone in
Patia remembers you, remembers your contributions,
even today. You kept your library open for all, and
many children from poor families grew up studying
books they borrowed for free from you.

| hear people praise you all the time. It makes me wish
at times that | want my Baba back. | want to hear you
call my name. Every moment, | look for you. Will |
always be searching, having lost you for good?

Sincerely

Your beloved Daughter
Kawsar Ara Begum
North Badda, Dhaka
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Dear Baba,

How are you? From what | have heard, you are doing
well. You must be worried about my brother, right? |
hope everything gets sorted out soon.

Don't you want to know about me?
I'm not doing very well, Baba. | have forgotten how |
used to address you—tumi or apni?

It has been almost 1 year, 8 months, and 17 days
since you had last spoken to me. The person who
used to call me two or three times a day to check

in, has not said a word to me in all this time; | can't
express in words how painful this is. These days, | feel
like I'm ‘dead.

Baba, | have secured really great results in my LLB.
But you don't even want to ask me about it. So, these
results feel meaningless to me now.

Baba, | miss you a lot every day. | used to think | would
do something good by staying in the country, perhaps
this thought partly came from my desire to stay close
to you. But the distance between us causes me so
much pain that | keep thinking about when | can leave
and rush abroad.

Baba, you cannot even imagine how much your
daughter suffers. Every girl dreams of getting married
one day. Her father and uncles are supposed to be
overwhelmed with emotions and shed tears at her
farewell. | had these dreams too as a daughter. But |
got nothing, Baba. Maybe the reason for not getting
anything has to do with me.

| have heard that fathers love their daughters very
much and easily forgive their children’s mistakes. Then
why did this happen in my case? Is my mistake so
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unforgivable or do you not have any love for me at all?
Thousands of questions like these torment me every
moment. Agonizing torment.

You see Baba, your daughter has become a bit
temperamental like you. But whether | get angry for a
good reason or for no reason, | forget everything after
a while. This is where | am different from you.

Sometimes | feel that you might not even see my face
if I die. Baba, when your other two children call you
and | cannot, | feel like crying. | wipe my tears and
think, | have no one but Ma. Once | was the apple of
everyone's eye, today | don't even exist in their lives.

Baba, will you tell me the truth? Does your heart really
not cry for me? | clearly remember that your mother
(grandmother) used to tell me that | was very lucky.

I had claimed her share of your love for myself. But
look, 1, that lucky girl, am deprived of your love today.

Even now, | sometimes forget that | am married. | still
don't understand many things properly. | only acutely
realize that | am married when | remember you all.
After all, you stopped talking to me because of this
very ‘mistake.’

There was a lot more to write. | can't. | hope you all are
very well, Baba. Please pray for me too if you can.

Sincerely

Your ‘dead’ child
Serajam Monira Mily
Uttara, Dhaka
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One day she will be too big
for him to carry in his arms,
but today, she is not.

And each day, he makes
sure to savor every
moment of her childhood.

Photo by Muhaiminul Islam
Jessore
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Baba-aa-aa,

Do you remember the time | wrote you a letter? | can't
recall why, but you were so mad at me, you would not
even speak to me—no matter what.

So much anger, so much sulking— simmering for days
on end! Yet | found the courage to write to you. Every
word contained the stories of my sadness, pain, anger
and complaints toward you. It is as if | broke the lock on
my heart and poured all its contents onto the paper.

We used to see each other every day, But | still spent
days in restless anticipation. Finally you spoke to me,
melting the ice that had formed between us over
those long days.

| am writing a letter again, but this time, it is addressed
to the sky above. It is so strange, right? Every word in
this letter is laced with sighs. Maybe you will answer
me this time. But will it reach me from up there?

You know baba, you are not the North Star or the
Evening Star, Venus. You are my only burning star in
the entire constellation of Ursa Major.

When | was little, | used to think that if | had a piggy
bank for my dreams, | would stuff them all in there, and
they would magically come true. Every dream would
be transformed into reality. | even thought | could put
my pain and tears in there, and receive happiness and
laughter in return.

Every parent is like that wish-fulfilling bank for their
child. Why didn’t | understand it back then, Baba?
You were a doctor first, then a father. | would have
never believed how much people could love their
work unless | knew you.

You were an extremely simple man. Sitting in your
ordinary chamber, you treated countless patients. You
never had a moment'’s rest. Perhaps that is why you
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used to say that treating others was just like breathing
for you.

You spent your life spreading the color of love among
people, and now you are a star shining brightly in the
distant sky. You passed away from Covid, because you
continued to treat patients during the pandemic. You
embraced death.

You taught us your whole life that the values of
commitment, perseverance and hard work never fail
a person.

| cannot forget those ten days after you left us. Even
while struggling with Covid yourself, right before
entering the ICU, you continued to offer medical
advice over the phone. ‘Never tell a patient a doctor’s
personal woes,” you used to say.

Those ten days are still etched in my memory. | cannot
breathe. | even cry out in my sleep. The pandemic
brought even a giant like you to your knees. It stole
your ability to breathe fresh air. Oh, this agony!

Baba, | have so many random thoughts to share with

you. | cannot even express them well. No matter how
busy I am, my steps become slow and heavy as | walk
by your grave. And then... | hear someone calling me

yearningly, ‘Rumun Ma, Rumun Ma..l

It has been too long since | heard your voice, too
many years!

Will you just call me once more, Baba? Please, just
one more time? My ears are turned toward your
grave, like magnets.

Sincerely

Your ‘Rumun Ma’
Farhana Rahman
Chawkbazar, Chattogram
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Aroni Ma,

How can | explain it? You are my everything.

How can | explain that you are the very essence of my
entire being?

Since | can't say these in words, | am writing a letter to
you, hoping to make you understand, even just a

little bit.

When Baba passed away, our family situation became
precarious. It felt like the sky itself caved in. A storm
passed through your grandmother when he died.

She was adrift in the middle of the river with all

her children. Relatives abandoned her. And your
grandfather’s lands also slipped away from our hands.

Even at that young age, | realized my Ma was not
doing well. Her never-ending tears created a deep
resolve in me. | will do whatever it takes for me to wipe
her tears away.

You know, my Ma wanted her children to study despite
our poverty and hardship.

I vividly remember going to the market when | was
just six or seven. | could not still count money. When
| tried carrying the shopping bag, it would touch

the ground so | used to hoist it up on my shoulder
instead. Perhaps it was then | understood the weight
of responsibility that | would have to carry for our
family. Maybe that's when this gaping void formed in
my heart, yearning for a father’s affection, a mother’s
comfort. That's why | hold you close whenever | can,
so that no earthly pain or hardship ever touches you.
But you are growing up as well.

Just after | graduated from university and began
working, your grandmother lost her memory, she
could barely recognize anyone but me. She had
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bipolar disorder, which certainly caused a great

deal of pain to herself and us as well. After your
grandfather’s passing, her treatment largely stopped.
By the time my finances improved, your grandmother
was no longer in a place to grasp anything any longer.
But the trauma of poverty— it never left her after all.
Sometimes, out of the blue, your grandmother would
plead, ‘Baba, | couldn't pay the rent this month. The
landlord will throw us out. What will we do, Baba...?’

You must wonder why | am writing all this to you.
When you're older, you will understand the suffering,
pain, and hardship that have been my companions on
this journey up until this point.

| find resemblances of your grandmother in you.

On this earth, only she loved me with a singular
selflessness. | really only had her as the person who
truly, truly understood me. When she passed, you were
born just days later, as if my own mother were reborn.
That's why Ma, | ask you to hold me close, to share a
few of your heartbeats with me, so that | can wake up
from this stupor again.

Now, | only exist to make your and my mother’s
dreams come true.

Take care, Ma. Do not neglect people. Neglect has no
place for human beings. A neglected life is a life so
tormentful that it kills a man before it is really his time.

As a human being, the responsibility to protect the
purity of this world, of this life is also partly yours.
That's why, love unconditionally and spread love
among others.

Goodbye

Your Baba

Md. Sharif Uddin Ahammed
Dhanmondi, Dhaka
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Respected Abbajaan,

Assalamu Alaikum. | hope you are well by the grace of
Allah. I am good too.

Abba, it was twenty-one years ago when | had been un-
der your ‘care’ for 24-25 years. The happy memories of
those days beckon me now. So many memories! Which

one to leave and which one to write about?

We were born in a secluded rural village. Normally, in
rural areas like ours, most families looked down on the
birth of girls. But you were a completely different kind
of person. A father who was desperate for a daughter
after his two sons. | heard that after my birth, you felt
like you had the moon in your hands. Even after the
birth of our four sisters, you were not the least an-
noyed. Instead, with us by your side, you started your
life’s new struggle with great gusto.

Being a teacher at an ordinary primary school in the
village, you took on a difficult challenge. Most girls in
the nineties were married off after class eight or after
SSC (Secondary School Certificate Exams). But you
were such an exceptional father, who, adamant in his
decision, sent me to college after passing SSC. In or-
der to pursue my honors after HSC, you then sent me
to live at a city college hostel and did not budge for

a moment despite having to hear many harsh words
from all sides. Even though you were madrasa-educat-
ed, you sent your four daughters from the village to
colleges in the city and made them highly educated.
Hundreds of obstacles would not even shake you a bit.

While writing this letter, countless memories of you are
stirring in my mind. Abba, | remember—when | could
understand things better, | used to walk to my faraway
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school along the village dirt road, holding your hand.
So many different stories and types of conversations
would engross us along the way!

Sometimes Ma would scold us, but then you could
instantly calm us down by simply stroking our heads!
In quiet moments of solitude, | still feel the touch of
your hand on my head at night. The value of your love
is more precious than crores of taka. Rich fathers may
be able to give their children millions of taka, but not
everyone can give the type of love you did.

I am proud to be the daughter of a father like you. Do
you remember, Abba, the day you sent me to a college
hostel for higher education? You were stuck in some
important work and could not accompany me to the
hostel. You finally finished your work and managed to
reach the gate of my hostel in the evening. When you
saw me, you completely broke down in tears; even
today when | remember this, | can’t control myself.

I will never forget the moment of my wedding day
when you put my hand in my husband’'s hand and
cried uncontrollably.

Dear Abba, age has rendered you frail. | do not even
have the chance, nor the power to regularly visit and
take care of you. Please forgive me, Abba.

Sincerely

Your daughter—indebted with your love
Mohsena Akter

Bashundhara R/A, Dhaka
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My Dearest Agnibina,

Much love to you, my Ma.

| have written so much to you already, both in my mind
before you were born and on paper since your birth.
My second diary for you is nearly finished. But the
inspiration to write definitely comes from your mother,
and the first page was written by her too.

You are in fifth grade now. According to the plan, I will
give you this letter as a gift when you pass the tenth
grade. Your mother’s contribution to this invaluable
gift must certainly be acknowledged too.

Every page of this diary is infused with my purest love
and affection for you; it speaks of your responsibilities
and duties to this society, country, and this planet.

It tells the story of your upbringing and the people
who have contributed to shaping your bright and
successful future. It includes all the funny incidents of
your daily life and your travel stories.

We hope by reading this diary one day, you will be led
by your sense of gratitude to remember how much
you owe to your surrounding environment, nature,
people, and the world at large.

There will be no one to tell you these things in person,
hence this effort. The diary contains your hand and
foot prints in alta, along with the date. The date, time,
and location are mentioned at the beginning of each
chapter. | have molded your tiny footprints in Plaster
of Paris.

Never do we think of you as just our child. We
take pride in being able to rise above this sort of
narrowness. We never wish for you to take on only
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our responsibilities. You have many more and far
greater responsibilities than that. Our single wish is
that you would never be hesitant in accepting our
love and affection.

| have immense faith in you, faith that you will never be
unkind to anyone. May you grow the capacity for great
love toward people of all classes and walks of life.

We took you to Alokapuri village, our country home,
whenever we had the chance. We kept you there for
days, months at a time; we traveled in the country
and abroad.

As a child, you have finished the ‘Mahabharata’ several
times already, and even before that, you have been
visiting Shantiniketan. But, all this is part of our plan for
you, to raise you as a complete human being.

Finally, let me tell you this, when you make yourself
worthy of your motherland after drinking its nectar
and accepting its facilities and privileges your whole
life, you should never forget her. May you never
deprive this society and this country. May your
extraordinary patience, intelligence, and humanity be
in service of the welfare of nature and humanity. We
have nothing more to ask of you.

With blessings
Your father
Tanmay Biswas
Hatiyara, Norail
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Baba,

How are you, my dear? Is it very painful for you, with
the open-heart surgery scar across your chest, the
wheezing sound of your labored breaths and the swell-
ing in your hands and feet? The leg from which the
vein was taken to graft onto your heart, does it ache
unbearably? Despite being a doctor, | cannot treat
you. | cannot lessen your pain with medicine. As your
child, I cannot be there with you in times of suffering!

Children are such selfish creatures, aren't we, Baba?
Absorbed in our own lives, our own worlds, and the
demands of our own children, we can easily abandon
our sick parents, who gave us life, and then retreat
into our own orbits. How effortlessly parents are taken
for granted, like the changing of seasons! And yet,
our own children demand our attention like storms,
cyclones, or even earthquakes!

If I could sit beside your bed, | would have read your
favorite author, Mujtaba Ali, to you. | would have mas-
saged your chest while reciting Surah Fatiha, softly,
into your ear. Just like you used to do for me when |
was young.

Do you remember my chickenpox? You asked Ma to
wash my rashes with green coconut water so that

| would not be left with scars anywhere. You heard
somewhere that applying butter would reduce the pain,
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S0 in our poor household, butter came just to ease my
pain. When | recovered, Ma cut my hair off. You braided
those hair locks and kept them for a long time.

| was born after three sons, that princess whose name
you decided long before her birth. The name was
associated with your identity. When | grew older and
cleverer, | started using a certain two-letter name
instead of the one you had chosen. If someone asked
about your given name, | smartly said, ‘That's my
maiden name. | don't use it anymore.” Such pretense,
as if the necessity of that identity had disappeared.
What a stupid girl you have!

| have never got to say, ‘Il love you, Baba!” Never said,
carrying your name in my name is the most significant
achievement of this life.

Baba, become the cloud that casts shadows in the
scorching days, envelope me in love during difficult
times, shelter me until my death. Don't abandon, don't
walk away, don't leave your daughter behind. | love
you a lot, Baba.

With love

Your ‘Kolu Ma’
Kishowar Zabin
Mirpur, Dhaka
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Dear Baba,

Today, | am filled with memories of you. When you used
to come home late at night, | remember how angry Ma
got. You would quietly and very gently knock on the
door, calling my name. | loved staying up late at night
waiting for you. | used to think you would be happy

if you found me studying. | loved seeing your smiling
face. In the winter nights, you would sauté rice in ghee
for me, and it tasted like nectar. After the final exams in
December, we used to live care-free. Who could stop
us! You always kept a festive mood at home.

Under the golden rays of the morning son, you
would place a mat on the courtyard and sit with us,
telling us stories, combing our hair, and applying

oil. Then we would listen to your stories of world
renowned people and tales of women bravely forging
their paths ahead, all the while eating winter sweets
together. How many storybooks you would bring us
during that time in December!

December still arrives here, Baba. The morning sun
still shines as brightly as before. But our days are no
longer as joyful as they used to be. You know, Baba, it
has been many years since | have worn ‘nupur’ on
my ankles.

Do you remember, Baba, once during the monsoon
season, our boat sank in the middle of the lake?
The whole boat was loaded with fish feed from your
fishery. We were all very upset. So much money
had gone down the drain, and Ma cried for a long
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time. We thought you would be very upset too. But
when you came home, you were chatting us up as if
nothing happened. You said that when the boat sank,
you had also stripped off your shirt and jumped into
the water like the others. When you returned, you
saw that the money in your shirt pocket had been
taken, but there was one more thing in your pocket
that no one took. You looked at me with a happy
face and said, “The money is gone, so be it, | feel no
sadness because of that. | am just ecstatic that my
daughter’s ‘nupur’ is still here.”

You have kept us wrapped by countless such happy
memories. The hijal tree that you used to lean on
and teach us how to swim is still there in the same
place. The ‘hijal’ flowers float in the pond water in the
morning, just like the old days. Everything is fine, only
you are not here, Baba.

I miss you so much. I love you a lot, a whole lot, Baba.
Your Princess

Shilpi Akther
South Banasree, Dhaka



A Rohingya father tidies up his
daughter’s hair before they

go out for a stroll. He tries his
hardest every day to bring back
their old routines and give her a

normal childhood.

Photo by Md Ziaul Hugue Jahed
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Dear Arja,

January 20, 2024—you turned seven.
January 20, 2017—I became a father, your father.

But the preparation to be a father started even before
your arrival. On the last night of Ramadan, before
getting up for Sehri, an angel of a woman came

to me and told me that | was going to be a father.
That woman was your pregnant mother. | can still
remember the look on your mother’s face when she
delivered the news, because that news marked the
most significant moment of our lives.

| will never forget the momentous occasion of your
birth. A nurse placed you in my lap with a smile. | don't
even know the language to describe what | had felt
back then. Perhaps no father can possibly describe
these feelings.

Our close relatives found your features similar to mine.
They called you a 'daddy’s girl’

Then began my real journey of becoming a father. This
is where the burden of failure weighs more. But believe
me, there was no end to my efforts. Your mother was
my constant witness. | would get scared if anything
unexpected happened to you. | used to stand right
outside the door whenever | took you to get your
vaccine shots. When you were three months old, you
called ‘ma-a-a’ for the first time, trembling all over when
you got the vaccine. Tears welled up in our eyes, along
with the satisfaction of hearing your first full word.

This one time, | had a terrifying experience with you
that | would never forget. You had a ‘mouth ulcer’
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when you were only eleven months old. You could
not eat anything for three days. You were not even
able to nurse from your mother at that time. You
would cry out in your sleep because of hunger. One
night, we got out of the house with you at 12 o’clock
at night. After a lot of effort, we managed to finally
put you to sleep while roaming around in a rickshaw.
Those nights remain unforgettable. Many of my
close people don't even know about these countless
painful days and nights.

As a father, | try to be your friend. | want to hold your
hand and guide you through the endless road of this
earth, and teach you the language of life. | am realizing
that as you grow up, you are stepping out of my
influence. Perhaps now, you neither like to follow nor
imitate your father. Perhaps that is only natural. But
sometimes | get very sad.

Outside of the time | spend at work, | want to spend
every bit of the rest with my family, with you. But
nowadays the outside world attracts you more. It
might be mainly because of the way you look at the
world through your fresh eyes and fresh enthusiasm.

As a father, | expect that you will continue to grow as
a human being, following your own path. You will love
people, nature and yourself.

Enjoy every moment. Let your life be meaningful
through meaningful work.

Sincerely

Your father

Monaemul Islam Sizear
Mirpur, Dhaka
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Dear Baba,

Take my salam. | hope this letter finds you well.

It has been a while since | have last seen you. | cannot
even reach out to know how you are doing. You see,
Baba, | have grown up a lot. Now, | understand all
kinds of ways one has to keep the accounts of life
balanced and work on fixing the family. | realize that
there is barely any time left for yourself when you are
constantly trying to fulfill everyone’s demands. Every
day, as | flip through the pages of my daily chores,
your face comes to mind, Baba.

Your tired and weary face makes me cry so much,
Baba. | am missing you a lot today. Whenever you
could not give me everything | wanted, | would get so
angry with you. | used to think that maybe you did not
love us enough. Why would | not think that, tell me?
Since | was a child, | have always seen you asking us
what we needed every time you went to the weekly
market. You would ask whose pot was broken, whose
doll was ruined, and who needed what kind of toy.
You would carefully select and buy everything from
the potter’s village. My pots and pans would break
frequently. So you would bring me to yourself and ask,
‘How many pots should I bring? Should | bring a small
or large frying pan for you?’

Ma would get angry when she heard you say that. She
insisted, ‘They break every day! The more you buy, the

more they will break. There is no need to buy any more!

You would try to explain to her, ‘Let them break, it is
just a clay pot after alll When my daughter smiles, my
world smiles. | get to see her smile in exchange for a
clay toy, now that's not a bad deal, is it?’

And was that all you did? You would also bring different
kinds of snacks for everyone, depending on what they
liked. You brought sweet treats like batasa, kadma,
Jilapi, and khurma-goja for everyone. You never forgot
to bring singara or chanachur for me since | did not
like sweets. When you went to the market, you would
always bring hilsa fish home for me. You remembered
that | loved hilsa egg curry. Back then, | was always
climbing from one tree to the other, and you would just
laugh my mischief off whenever Ma complained to you.
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You would say, “This is the age where they get to enjoy
themselves.” You would just caution me to be careful so
that | do not fall and hurt myself.

| was heartbroken when you changed as | grew older,
Baba. But now | understand that you did not change;
time itself, the burden of family, your surroundings,
and circumstances changed you. | am sorry, Baba, |
misunderstood you. | am still paying the price for that.
It is only through the harsh realities of life that | have
come to realize there is no one like a father. No one
provides a love as deep as does a father.

There is nothing in the world that stands a chance
as an alternative to your love, Baba. Today, | am also
exhausted, just like you were that day. | can't even
keep track of my own needs. And because of my
preoccupations, | have not been able to write to you.

You know, Baba, no one cares to ask about me
anymore. No one cares how | am, what | like to eat, or
what | like to wear. At midnight, you used to tell Ma to
warm me a glass of milk so that | would not get tired or
sick from studying too much. Today, no one would ask
me how | am feeling after months of sickness, Baba.
Even when | am so tired that my body goes limp, no
one takes my hand and says, ‘Come, stand up!

Did I upset you, Baba? Don't be sad. This is the way
of life.

Please write back to me this time. | can’t write
anymore, Baba, as eyes are welling up with tears. You
are my Baba, after all. Fathers tend to be very strong.
They can overcome any adversity with a strong hand.
You must not cry at all when you read this letter.
Please don't cry, Baba. tell Mom not to cry either.

| love you very much, Baba. More than words can say. |
pray that you will always be well and healthy.

Yours affectionately
Your daughter
Noorjahan Nira
Fatulla, Narayanganj

P.S.: Please don't worry about me. | am just feeling a little
nostalgic today. I'll be fine, | promise.
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Dear Tahya,

January 4, 2010. It was a bit colder than usual that
day. Your Ma was taken to the Central Hospital in
Dhanmondi for a regular checkup. After examining her,
the doctor said that a C-section would be necessary.
This was because your Ma was anemic. The doctor felt
that your Ma would not be able to withstand the blood
loss that would occur during a normal delivery.

| admitted her to the hospital. The next day, Monday,
at 4 pm, she was taken to the operating theater. A
short while later, a nurse came out carrying a doll
wrapped in a fluffy towel and said to me, ‘It is a girl!
Congratulations!” At that moment, | remember being
washed over by an emotion that | had, until that point,
not been familiar with.

The nurse quickly went back inside. In the excitement
and rush of the moment, | even forgot to tip her.
Afterwards | could not find her.

The next day, you and your mother were sent to the
cabin. | looked in amazement at everything that you
were doing. | have always loved children. But the feeling
of being a father was something else entirely—it was
phenomenall You were slowly blinking and looking
around. A ray of sunlight was coming in through the
cabin window and falling on the bed. Your attention
quickly became focused on the slant of light. Everyone
came in one by one to see you. Aimost all of them said
that the girl looked just like her father. The more | heard
this, the more stunned | became. It was as if a new
fragment of my soul had been unleashed through you.

Many years have passed since then. You are now a
13-year-old teenager. You are slightly taller than kids
your age. Every morning, when you stand next to me
to measure your height, | can't help but think about
the first days of your life.
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Once you started walking, you became my partner in
everything. I would carry you on my shoulders wherever
I went. We would dip our feet in the dewy grass in the
morning. We would go to the rooftop and get drenched
in the rain. On Pohela Baishakh, Independence Day, and
Victory Day, we would roam through the entire Dhaka
University area with you on my shoulders.

We have done so much together that it would take an
epic poem to write it all down. When you were a little
older, I took you to the book fair. Your Ma could not

go because of her work. You got hungry while walking
around the book fair, so we sat down by the pond at
the Bangla Academy. | mixed powdered milk with water
from my backpack and started feeding you in my lap.
The ladies sitting next to us were staring at us with wide
eyes. Another time, | took you to a health center to get
vaccinated. There, | saw mothers bringing their children.
| was the only father. Everyone was looking at me with

a kind of sympathetic look, even though these were my
precious moments with you.

We often went to Diabari. Back then, Diabari was not
so well known to people. We would make crowns

out of catkin flowers and wear them. We would climb
the high mounds of earth and enjoy the feeling of
conquering a mountain. You quickly became friends
with the old men who came to graze their cows there.
You would pet the calves with great affection.

I wished in my heart that you would continue to always
carry such affection deep within your heart, that your
love for all of nature’s creations remains constant. This
prayer of mine will always be there, my love.

Take care, Ma.

Your father
Md. Yakub Ali
Kustia Sadar
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