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MY COUNTRY MY PRIDE

My country is Bangladesh. Bangla is our mother tongue and it is a

matter of great pride as we are the only nation where our people gave

up their lives for their mother tongue. We got our independence after h
fighting for 8 long months. Millions of people sacrificed their lives for

our freedom. | am very proud of my country's natural beauty. Our

people are very kind and helpful. When | grow up | also want to do.

some good work for my country by providing free education to little

children. My country is my pride and | am proud to be a Bangladeshi.
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Bangladesh is my motherland . | am proud to be 3 Bangladeshi .l love
my country because of its natural beauty and animals. The thing | like
best about my country are the beautifull hills and flowing rivers .When |

grow up | want to be an animal researcher and to do research on the

Royal Bengal Tiger .
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Dear Bangladesh

Oh! Dear Bangladesh

How beautiful you are,

With green fields draped with red flowers,
Showing our flag in nature.

Oh! Dear Bangladesh

How you are filled with life,

With the longest sea beach

And the largest mangrove forest,
Describing our pride.

Oh! Dear Bangladesh

How much you shine,

Your victory has become history
Which makes you divine.
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50 Years of Independence

| am proud to be born in an independent country
This year we celebrate our 50th year of victory
On 21st February, the whole world unites

To celebrate International Mother Language Day
Our ancestors fought for our language and pride
Our duty is to hold our heads high,

working side by side

Our struggles and achievements put us

on the world map

For ‘Bangladesh’, we all clap!
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Bangladesh: The True Asian Tiger

Henry A. Kissinger, a former US Secretary of State once said,
“Bangladesh is a bottomless basket.” Since then, Bangladesh
has gone through many ups and downs, but we have proved
him wrong and finally, we have emerged as the ‘True Asian Tiger'.
According to the International Monetary Fund (IMF) Bangladesh
had the world’s seventh fastest-growing economy in 2019 with
7.3% annual GDP growth. Since the year 2004, Bangladesh has
had an average growth rate of 6.5%. The GDP of Bangladesh is
mostly made up of the services sector. After that, comes industry
and then agriculture. A Dhaka Tribune article reports more than
10% of Bangladesh's GDP is made up of Ready-Made Garments
(RMG) exports. Now Bangladesh is the second largest RMG
exporter in the world after China. There are over five thousand
garment factories in Bangladesh creating about four million job

opportunities.

Bangladesh is now the third-largest rice-producing country in the
world. We can produce our fish, meat, rice and vegetables.
Another article from Daily Star states that Bangladesh is excelling

in the pharmaceutical sector and it is estimated to

exceed 6 billion US dollars by 2025 with a growth rate of 114% from
the year 2019. Data from Bangladesh Foreign Exchange Reserves
shows our foreign reserves were 11 billion US Dollars in the year

2010 and now it stands at 40 billion US Dollars in the year 2021.

A recent Dhaka Tribune arficle says that the GDP growth of
Bangladesh will increase to 6.8% between the years 2021 and
2025. In the latest article by The Financial Express, in the year 2021,
the GDP of our country will stand at 313 billion US dollars and it will
grow to 420 billion US dollars within a few years. This shows that our

financial sector will continue to grow rapidly over the years.

We have transformed from being one of the least developed
countries to a developing nation. Our resilience even in the face of
a pandemic shows that we are fighters...50 years since our inde-
pendence and despite all the negatives we have had to face and
experienced, each of us has made Bangladesh what it is today. If
we continue to grow at this rate, we will not only be the ‘Tiger of

Asia’ but the ‘Tiger of the World'.
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Bangladesh: The True Asian Tiger

After 9 months of bloodshed, tears and loss of loved ones, it was a
new, happier sunrise. Bangladesh was born on 16th December of
1971. The Bengalis got what they fought for, their freedom. The
country has been undergoing rapid development since then.
“Bangladesh has become a tiger among the Asian nations. No
other country in the continent has grown as much as its recorded

growth, said a German business delegation.

With a population of 16 million, Bangladesh has come a long way.
It now has an average growth rate of 8%, which is above the
Asian average and even outperforming India. Bangladesh is well
known for its progress in human development. The agricultural
sector has become a key to reducing poverty since 2000. In the
RMG sector, there are about 3.5 million employees, of which 60%
are women. The number of employed workers living below the
poverty line has dropped from 73.5% in 2010 to 10.4% in 2018.

The rise in numbers indicates that by the next 20 years Bangladesh

could be the largest exporter of RMG.

Bangladesh also has the potential to become a big player in
generic pharmaceuticals, footwear, finished leather products,
flowers, silk and frozen shrimp. Bangladesh could become a
middle-income country, where families can provide a safe,
secure home for their children and theselves. It can also provide
an ample amount of nutritious food, so children are healthy and
are not suffering from malnutrition. It also means a family who

can acquire quality health care and education.

The thought of Bangladesh becoming a middle- income country
or even more developed than that is not abstract but rather
achievable if we work together, hand in hand, not only for the
economy but for the overall growth of the country. The rapid
development of the country shows that Bangladesh can join
Hong Kong, Singapore, South Korea, and Taiwan and be the 5th
Asian Tiger. All this has only been possible because Bangladesh
had stood up against the Pakistani leaders, who had underesti-

mated the strength of our Bengali people.
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My Country, My Pride: Bangladesh

My heart beats to the rhythm of only one song, and at its high-
est volume it sings, “My golden Bengal, | love you.”

The word “motherland” rings truer than any other, for my land
of Bangladesh is a mother who transcends lifetimes. Her uncon-
difional love leaves me tethered to her forevermore. A mother
who fought for her children to be free, and to express their love
for herin 39 languages of their own, that is what Bangladesh is

fo me.

The land of rivers contains the city of mosques.
Serpentine rivers ebb through Bangladesh like an intricate
network of veins. The tides are ever changing, much like
Bangladesh itself, with hope swishing in the crystal clear waters.
New feats are accomplished across all eight divisions, and
Bangladesh rises in socio-economic ranks as high as its
mountains. Bangladesh is as rich in its history as it is in its abun-
dance of lush greenery. A life in Bangladesh is never devoid of
colour, with shades of a brilliant exuberance in the flora and

fauna. From sea beaches toHill Tracts, the country is blessed

with nature almost as diverse as its inhabitants. Bangladesh
may be the most densely populated country in the world, but
that only means 163 million other souls love this country as
intensely as | do. If red is the colour of passion, 54 other fribes

and | flood the sun in our flag with crimson.

“Amar shonar Bangla, ami tomay bhalobashi.” | feel a
duty to utter these words in my mother fongue, because no
other nation had to shed blood and tears to win theirs. No
mother besides Bangladesh had to lose 3 million of her children
to birth a country, now filled with a new generation of patriots. |
believe that the struggle for liberation built a community of
strong, resilient individuals. This is exemplified perfectly by the
Bangladesh national cricket team, and its victories make it
evident why its namesake comes from Bangladesh’'s majestic

national animals, the Tigers.

Any country | visit, any passport | hold, none will

compare to my country, my pride, my Bangladesh.
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My Country, My Pride: Bangladesh

the ‘saree’ and ‘salwar-kameez’ worn by women. The many tribal

| may not have been born in Bangladesh and | may not have the people in Bangladesh have their own unique style of clothing.

green passport, and may only be half-Bangladeshi, but after having

lived here nearly my entire life, this is my take on this wondrous land; One of the most important festivals in Bangladesh and perhaps my

my country, my pride: Bangladesh. favourite, is the Bengali New Year, ‘Pohela Boishakh'. Every year on April

14th ,people dressed in red and white are immersed in festivities which

Bangladesh is part of the Indian Subcontinent, in South Asia, sharing includes a procession of elaborate floats made by art students in

a border with India in the west, north and south, Dhaka. The delectable cuisine of Bangladesh is diverse. Some include
Myanmar in the south-east and the Bay of Bengal in the south. With ‘shutki’ (which is an acquired taste), ‘biriyani’,'korma’ and street food
a population of around 164 million, and a total area of 148,560 like ‘fuchka’, ‘chotpoti’ and ‘bakarkhani’.

square kilometres we are one of the most densely populated

countries in the world. Long before this country came into existence, Bangladesh is rich in resources like tea, jute, garments and fisheries, but
this region was an important province under the Mauryas and the most important is human resources. Sylhet is famous for its lush tea
Guptas, Mughals and eventually the British. After the Partition of gardens, which seem to extend for miles. Along with the rivers that
India, it became part of Pakistan, and was called East Pakistan. snake their way through the fertile fields, Bangladesh also has Cox's
After a troublesome twenty-four years, a Language Movement in Bazar, the longest natural sea beach and the Sundarbans, the largest
1952 and a nine-month long war in 1971, we gained independence mangrove forest, home fo the Royal Bengal Tiger.

under the leadership of Sheikh Mujibur Rahman, our Father of the
What makes me proud to be a Bangladeshi is the art of SM Sultan and

Nation.

Zainul Abedin, the poems of Nazrul and Jashimuddin, the leadership of
Bangladesh has an effervescent culture, vibrant clothes, Bangabandhu, the courage of all the Martyrs, and all those who now
enchanting festivals and diverse cuisine. Traditional clothes bring and in the future, will define Bangladesh.

explosions of colour with the ‘panjabi-pyjama’ worn by men, and
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rudaina Mmustransir
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A Bangladeshi's Pride

| am proud to be a Bangladeshi because of a million reasons, small and
big, that | cannot properly express in words. Bangladesh was a country
born out of not one, but two countries. First, it was part of India then @
part of Pakistan before the valiant countrymen battled for 9 harsh
months to gain independence for a country that would be solely theirs.
Being a Bangladeshi daughter means being the daughter of the earth
on which the blood of millions were spilled as the youth protested for the
language that was their mother tongue. Being a Bangladeshi daughter
means being the daughter of the seas and rivers, the waves of which my
beloved countrymen have mastered. Being a Bangladeshi daughter
means being the daughter of air, that was filled with the passionate and
raging cries of the determined and rebellious Bangladeshis fighting to
gain independence for the country on which they were born, on which
they lived and bred. Being a Bangladeshi daughter means being the
daughter of fire that was ignited in the hearts of every single country-
men, young and old, as battle cries were shared and a lengthy and

strategic war was won.

Bangladesh is a country full of heritage, of culture and of tradition.
The bustling and ever growing country is always full of people who
are kind hearted and passionate about their motherland. For this is

the land that we won after so much blood was

spilt, thousands of lives lost, and families destroyed. This is a promised
land, full of dreams and hopes of the ordinary

countrymen who work hard for extraordinary lives. The rich culture of
Bangladesh lives in the Muslin silk, the delicious familial dishes of Eilish fish
and panta bhaat, the traditional Jamdani sarees and so much more. The
deep rooted devotion to literature and arts that Bangladeshis have are
portrayed in the theatre shows, mesmerizing time honoured dances and
the melodious folk songs. The virtues of Bangladeshi culture are embodied

in everyone who lives in Bangladesh, in different ways.

For a country that is relatively new, Bangladesh is thriving and developing
at a speed that is like no other. Bangladesh has managed to cherish and
uphold the values of trust, compassion, hard work and hospitality while sfill
evolving and becoming modern. Bangladesh is establishing laws that
recognize and appreciate those who are different but nonetheless
human - the fransgender community - and also establishing rules that
lessen the gender inqueality. Being a Bangladeshi means to be strong
and proud, of a country that has bloomed in face of adversity. Being a
Bangladeshi means to be compassionate, helpful and hospitable. Being a
Bangladeshi means to be confident and courageous to stand up and
fight for what is right, what | believe in. Words will never describe the pride
and joy | feel for being a Bangladeshi, for it is something that is unique and

immeasurable.
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50 years of independent Bangladesh

A story of struggle and a story of sacrifice; the liberation war that
paved the path to the Bangladesh we know today was full of blood-
shed. Myriads of martyrs who gave their very lives for this country. It is
a debt that is difficult to repay, for what is equivalent to a human
soule Even so, we can fry to live up to their example, by striving for-

ward and making Bangladesh a better place to live.

Independence is likened to freedom before we were chained
down like caged animals. And one day or another, a caged animal
will try to break free, and since that fateful day in 1971, we have

been free.

We made our flag symbolise the luscious greens that we had
obtained in that war for independence and the red that would
forever stain it, in the heart of our land. This country of ours is built on
our brethren's sacrifice, showing that on our flag is unequivocally
vital, for no other moment in our history is more important, and likely

never will be.

Savar's Martyrs Monument was erected in the honour of our bir
sreshtho, our martyrs, and it stands proudly: a symbol of our freedom

and a memento of the scar that mars our history.

The monument represents a chapter in this beautiful country's history,
such as the Language Movement, the Mass Uprising, the Independence

War, and more.

Through our history books, the world around us and the mementoes
we have made, we will remember countless people's sacrifices, for the air
is rife with their love for this country, with the freedom they fought for. And

for that, we should be eternally grateful.

The universe demanded a lot, perhaps too much, from us
Bangladeshis. The Pakistani Occupation slaughtered students in
cold-blood, protestors gunned down in the streets, many of whom
weren't adults yet. Young lives were vanquished that day, and we will
never forget, how can we?¢ This act of treachery, Ekushe February,
sowed the seeds for our liberation war, at that point, it was inevitable.

Amar bhaiyer rokte rangano Ekushe February
Ami ki bhulte pairi...
I've spent the majority of my life in this country. Every waking moment,
revelling in the outcome of its victories and mourning it's past. Such a
new country rarely has such a lush history or so much culture; Banglo-
desh is an exception to the rule. Because of their sacrifice, the children

of fomorrow are ensured to live in prosperity.
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séejal Rahman
Class XII

Victory

It was early afternoon, on a cold Winter day. Surprisingly, there were
shoots growing in the garden - jonquils, she thought. Minuscule buds on
the branches of bitter shrulbbs withdrew tightly against a wind that was
gradually losing its bite. All signals of a fresh beginning, coinciding with the
remarkable news she had heard. Mrs. Ahmed had just walked in, tears
streaming down her face, voice hoarse with excitement - she would

finally see her son safe in his home, this fime in a new country.

Pale sun washed in through the cracked windows, the bullet holes a glaring
reminder of all that had been lost. You had woken up fearful that day, as you
had every day before, ftoo — but you remained brave for her. Donning a
mask of courage, you would run after your mother, knocking into the broken
down furmniture and against her weary bones, keeping her sane in the midst of
all the pain by driving her mad through your antics. It was the only semblance
of normalcy she had in a state torn against itself. Somehow, you knew that the
agony of keeping a toddler in check was a universal experience of all par-

ents, and you did your best to make sure hers lived up to the hype.

On that fateful morning, you walked in, chomping down on your yellow
rubber duck toy, ready to seize the day. There was something different

about the atmosphere, however, and you sensed it.

There was a loud commotion outside, more confused than angry or
happy, and - most disconcerting of all - the front door was left wide open.
You wobbled over to your mother, your fading energy the sign of your
extreme bewilderment.Why wasn't she rushing to lock the front door,
board the windows, keep you both safe from the perils that lay out-
side?¢ But she just sat there, looking at you for the longest time, a distinct

disbelief shining in her earnest gaze - is it really overe Are we now free?

Freedom. A word sang over and over again in your nighttime lullabies -
whispered in the darkness - shouted in the red streets. A word that
seemed so close yet so far away. It was not a concept entirely familiar
to you; you pictured freedom to be an extra hour of play in the
garden, a surprise fish dinner, the outdoors, or the bustling crowds of
New Market. That was freedom in your finy world, but it was
hard-fought - you had to throw a tantrum to achieve each of those

things.

However, this was the day you did not know you were waiting for -
because this was the day your mother smiled with her eyes. Her body
shook, but with delight. And she joined you for that extra hour of play in
the garden, shouting with all her might the wondrous war cry of Joy

Bangla.




