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Ant-Through-Push-In is a trail that engages with uneven curiosities
and obscure narratives-one that leaves us with a question: is the
freedom of co-existence not an achievement, but an exercise that
breathes beyond the grip of monumental imposition?

This °R((episode) attempts to engage with the historical seven pillars
of the National Martyrs' Memorial in Bangladesh, each pillar holding a
promise, an extended prologue. In the spirit of Ant-Through-Push-In,
we approach its anecdotes, trying to re-map the landscape beyond
the grand narrative.
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(bengali to english translation)



2021

During the enforced lockdown, both of us were searching—for space, for a home
away from home. The idea of ‘co-existence’ kept shifting, losing its shape each
time we tried to hold onto it. It was during one of those fragmented days, when
we were both trying to re-adjust our sense of radius, that Tilottama found a quiet,
in-between mark—something that unexpectedly linked our personal struggles
with the narratives imposed upon us in the name of ’acceptance’ We began
tracing how two nation-states (Bangladesh and India)—and their counter-
histories — have shaped our lives, especially in the context of state-family-
discipline.

a home (liberation) away from liberation(home)

Ant-Through-Push-In found its first momentum in Girkarwada—a gateway
village in the northern folds of Goa. It was not a definite beginning, but a
leak in time—an unfinished quarter, a porous corner where memory seeped
through. They arrived from a memoratic time—quiet, almost unseen—
tracing the unborn edges of a prolonged settlement that continues to
haunt our

collective remembering. What followed was not a plan, but a series of ges-
tures—of radical care, quiet refusals, and the slow stitching of fragmented
worlds.

phire dekha / revisit < 1971- 1980- 1990- 2000 - 2010- 2015-16 17 18
19- 2020 21 22 23 24- > dekha phire / re-engage

We didn't witness the mass risings of the '60s, but growing up during the same
decade—particularly in the '90s—we cultivated a kind of interpersonal* sensitivity.
Here, our translation left a subtle, lingering mark (again).

*Tilottama was born into a confined urban setting, where a deep void quietly
took root. Their upbringing unfolded within a narrow shell—spirit constantly
pressing against the walls until it dulled. Now, at this point in their life-trying
to locate what once existed—something they couldn’t fully comprehend,
couldn’t know, couldn’t even hear. That’s when the urge arose: let’s trace
the narratives. In their search to understand an unresolved past, they turn
to the Bangladeshi tele-dramas (1970-2000)—recognizing how pop culture
can hold subtle reflections of the society. Meanwhile, Kaur remains suspend-
ed in a nostalgic realm, viewing from a distance, shadowed by a yearning
to reclaim, to belong, to intersect. Without access to ground realities, time
becomes stuck—nostalgia turning into a supersolid state where memory
freezes, and all that remains are missing links, departures, and unentered
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2025
returning to the draft

In recent times, the mass uprisings in Bangladesh and their cultural adapta-
tions —specifically in creating new collective memories in the name of
‘liberation’ —have played a key role at this intersection. This shift of
power struggle and its uncategorized political climate influence the other
side of the partition as well, especially in West Bengal, India - all the
recent mass protests bring those points of reference back. Therefore, re-
turning to the draft this time was not difficult due to a lack of engagement,
but because the trail no longer holds memory the way it once did—it drips,
it stains, it whispers.

a liberation(home) away from home(liberation)

*ssmre felt a sort of curiosity to retrace the chaos. Could this trace of a long
march act as a space in itself ? Can a question become a site ? A site that
gathers language and loss, grief and gesture—until it demands to be heard ?...

*soEe | zmayet (pronounced as jomayet) is an initiative trying to amplify,
recollect, and share the perspectives of counter-cultural, marginal narratives
through diverse graphical mapping.
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Situation 1: Can Gestures Speak ?

Year 1997: | lost something inside me while returning from a rally with
my grandfather on 26th January. | withessed someone from our neighbor-
hood being bullied—mocked for their voice and appearance. That voice
stayed with me, like a riddle | couldn’t solve. "During that encounter, |
was introduced to the ambiguous term ‘Bangal/3IT*Ta"—people from
the other land. It struck me: who created that label ? And what about our
constitutional rights that offer the possibility of mutual belonging—should
the status of being a refugee negate that ? Shouldn’t we act as neighbors
rather than opponents ?

| asked my dadu (grandpa) about his memories of constitutional rights.
My dadu was also an active political worker, coming from a Congress
family (not only the party itself but the gentle spirit | found within him),
who brought me into the light of ‘social justice’ through native stories of
the freedom movement. It was never super dramatic, but tiny fragments
that helped me go deep into this struggle of Partition. All | remember is
that Partition and the fractured democratic status have always pushed
an entire flux that doesn’t fit within the framework. My initial encounter
with language came through the voice of the indecent—where are they ?
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Situation 2: Re-Exist as Method

It's still vivid in my mind—those tense, electric hours when we cast our votes
not through machines but with ink-stained paper ballots. The rustle of paper
held more weight than any digital click could. The city | grew up in was always
on the edge—a place shaped by the smoldering tension between rebels,
anarchists, and the ultra-left. Post-poll violence wasn't an exception; it was a
rhythm, a kind of aftershock we learned to live with.

My dadu and | shared a quiet ritual of talking politics—not through
confrontation, but through mundane exchanges. All | can recall is that | was
quite curious about street corners and their impromptu graffiti. | would often
ask about the figures, the slogans, and the folx who appeared now and then
to make those drawings. At that age, they were surreal personas in my
life—bringing new hope as they crossed those walls. Political graffiti was my
first open-source library. Those long, unbroken stretches of cracked walls
whispered: “Amar naam, tomar naam—Vietnam Vietnam, “Ebarer sangram—
muktir sangram. Ebarer sangram—swadhinotar sangram; the walls spoke
what the textbooks never did. They connected me to a post-Partition current,
a forgotten solidarity that pulsed across borders and tongues. | read them like
scripture—layers of grief, rage, and promise overlapping in pigment and time.
But somewhere along the way, that chorus dimmed. The walls were
oppressed.. Mutual intersections turned into cul-de-sacs. | began to
wonder—was it globalization ? The rise of glossy cities and gated dreams ? Or
the silent spread of ultra-right sentiment that made multiplicity feel like a

threat ? .
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Situation 3: From Collateral Silence to Reassembled Voices

Year 2004: Early days of high school introduced me to the culture of
singularity. Adolescence had a deeper impact, especially holding a
trans-body experience that negotiated the politics of rights. One day,
while exploring my silence in the library, | encountered art books and
Taslima Nasrin’s Lojja. More than reading, | felt rage—a connection
that brought my sexual bullying and her written experience together
on a plateau where solidarity was not forced but mutual. To experi-
ence another state as my state—Partition dissolved, and life emerged
from the understanding that ‘our rights are human rights:
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Situation 4: A Site of Shared Knowledge and Decolonial Observation

Back in the library during my university days, | went to Santiniketan
for a workshop. | was looking for texts on the nation and the future of
education, exploring parallel pedagogies, when a stranger
introduced me to a text/perspective by Sufia Kamal. | can’t tell you,
Tilottama—not having the chance to meet her was a personal loss. |
wish | could sing like a roar, | wish | could share what she meant when
it came to collective reading. | can’t resist quoting a section from a
cult song by Kabir Suman (sing-song producer and singer):

ST PINTE, IF JPOI (M= AP NNGTA2 B A4, Ca
S (12 FTRCHF BI] (ML SHNNF Y,
SRR FTNTE NN AR (BRI I

More than a song, this loop stayed with me long enough to push my
boundaries and dissolve my fear of losing a connection to a place |
had never been. Then one day | crossed a border and thought—I am
here, in the land of Sufia Kamal!
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Situation 5: Plurality and the Uprising

| forget the exact timeline, but it was during Hok Kolorob. | met a
visitor in Kolkata; he was from Jessore and had studied at Dhaka
University, someone who had witnessed various radical protests
during the emergency period in Bangladesh, especially in the late
1990s. We shared our memories of participating in different collec-
tive uprisings organized by students demanding social justice. What
intrigued me was his view of protest as a symbol of confrontation
and political plurality—it was not merely about Southeast Asia but a
representation of the Global South. The performative intersections
during Hok Kolorob were my attempt to readdress my protest
language. Even though these were different space-times, | felt our
veins ran with a similar fluid that needs to be readdressed.
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Situation 6: Radical Care Toward Collective Acts of Solidarity

Can we imagine a mass uprising in South-East Asia without reading
the failure of the Shahbagh movement, not as a method but as a
strategy? | was already sharing my memories with that space; being
there and sharing my extended family, | felt an internal stress.
Observing fractured news bulletins, especially through social media,
taught me that a ‘culture of participation’ is now an impossible task.
We only get introduced to fractured parts of the situation. | was quite
active,sharing/layering/organizing my protest kit in my hometown,
Howrah, regarding this mass struggle. But after a point, | felt deep
disappointment that not having direct access to the ground
sometimes puts us within a mirage where the body of the movement
is limited.
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Situation 7: Prolonged Liberation in Process

“freary sTEELT fE MF 9F TSI DA TG I —may selfless
love be liberated in this farcical era of temporary unities. Year 2021: |
met my Bangladeshi counterpart in a busy, over-congested cityscape
at a five-channel intersection. It had witnessed several anecdotes,
from partition to the 1971 liberation—as if | were overlapping time,
challenging the colonial time-unit. More than articulation, | realized
that | don't wish to bind this transitional body within their imposed
two-nation theory. It is not an easy task, but | am not concerned—
because if we can care with empathy and love, we can reunite for a
collective reunion.

Echo / Echo / Echo/Echo/Echo /...
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